The(questionable) burdens of 
leadership of a troll Emperor 


By: Noodlehammer 

Having check-mated himself into a corner with his acquisition of little 
sisters that needed protecting as well as freedom, Naruto resigns himself to 
the idea of taking charge of a nation for their sake. That didn't mean he was 
going to take the whole thing as seriously as his wife had intended though. 
Fourth in series. 

Status: complete 

Published: 2014-12-25 

Updated: 2015-12-06 

Words: 385181 

Chapters: 29 


Rated: Fiction M - Language: English - Reviews: 5,874 - Favs: 5,587 - 
Follows: 4,090 


Original source: https://www.fanfiction.net/s/10917821/1/The-questionable- 
burdens-of-leadership-of-a-troll-Emperor 


Exported with the assistance of FicHub.net 


The(questionable) burdens of leadership ofa 
troll Emperor 


Introduction 
Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
hapter 6 
er/ 
er 8 
er 9 


s 
© 


IS 
=g 
D 
jel 
(a 


iS 
= 
D 
© 
> 


IS 
F 
D 
© 
mmp 


O 
3 
jas] 
ne 
= 
(a) 
= 
e 
(@) 


s 
2 
jas] 
jO 
bt 
(go) 
= 
m.e 
e 


IS 
= 
jas) 
ne 
= 
(a) 
> 
H 
N 


IS 
3 
jas] 
ne 
= 
(a) 
= 
e 
w 


iS 
2 
i 
jC 
= 
(go) 
= 
m.e 
D> 


IS 
= 
jas) 
ne 
= 
(a) 
= 
a 
On 


s 
2 
i 
ne 
— 
(2) 
= 
He 
(o>) 


> = 
m Id 
jC JO 
(ma (a 
© D 
a [tA 
e je 
CO IN 


O 
2 
jas] 
jO 
= 
(a) 
= 
He 
Ke) 


IS 
=J 
jas] 
ne 
= 
(a) 
= 
N 
(@) 


IS 
=J 
jas) 
ne 
= 
(a) 
> 
N 
e 


s 
2 
jas] 
jC 
= 
(2) 
= 
N 
N 


IS 
3 
jas] 
ne 
= 
(a) 
= 
N 
w 


iS 
2 
i 
ne 
—* 
D 
= 
N 
Aas 


IS 
3 
jas] 
ne 
= 
(a) 
s 
N 
On 


Chapter 27 
Chapter 28 
Chapter 29 


Chapter 1 


Alrighty, first the standard DISCLAIMER: I dun own it. Also, the 
cake is a lie. 


You may have noticed that | updated fairly fast when | said that | 
probably wouldn't. That's because | thought | was going to 
spend some time working out a plotline for a change, but I was 
wrong... apparently | can't bring myself to plan these things 
ahead to save my life :P. I've also been on vacation for the past 
ten days and I got bored, so | started writing. 


Hopefully it turns out decent xD. 


Also, I will be making some fairly big and some rather more 
minor changes to the Stargate continuity, as certain things 
about the series never did make much sense, especially once 
you try to write about them. Additionally, | will also be making a 
lot of stuff up as | go whenever | need some detail that the TV 
show never provided. 


IMPORTANT NOTICE: If you have by some bizzare miracle 
stumbled on this story first, then you should note that this is 
actually the fourth in a series and will make incredibly little 
sense if you haven't read the first three. 


Around a very average main sequence yellow star named Agrak 
orbited a planetary system composed of three planets, four gas 
giants, their various moons and two asteroid belts of considerable 
size. 


This planetary system was located about 30,000 light years away 
from Earth to the Galactic East-northeast, a considerable distance 
outward along the Sagittarius Arm of the Galaxy. 


The first two planets were host to extremely hostile conditions that 
didn't support life, but the third was quite beautiful, a blue-green gem 
obscured in places by white clouds and orbited by two moons. This 
planet was known as Erius to those who called it home. 


Currently that included the former Goa'uld System Lord Zeus and his 
Queen Hera. At least, Zeus liked to consider himself a deposed 
System Lord, even though his rebellion against his former overlord 
and father Cronus had only been successful for a mere handful of 
years before Cronus had taken the title away from him again. 


Being a Goa'uld, Zeus looked more or less identical to every other 
member of his serpentine species, at least as far as non-Goa’'uld 
were concerned, but that was unimportant since the Goa'uld were a 
parasitic species that favored humans hosts. 


The unfortunate man that Zeus had taken as a host was handsome, 
tall and fit despite being somewhere in his mid to late fifties. His 
short hair was snow white, as was his immaculately kept beard. He 
was dressed in a toga style outfit that clearly had Greek origins, but 
had been through considerable modifications. 


Zeus was convinced that his fall from grace was due to the Supreme 
System Lord Ra imposing a tithe of naquadah, Jaffa and human 
slaves on the System Lords after returning from the far side of his 
domain one day in an incredibly foul mood. In reality, it was mostly to 
due with the fact that the shaky alliance which he had cobbled 
together with his siblings Hades and Poseidon, along with his 
children, had degenerated into bickering and infighting over who got 
which pieces of Cronus' domain. 


Cronus, though weakened by the uprising of the children he'd 
spawned with his own Queen, was not so daft as to miss an 
Opportunity to regain his station and had swiftly capitalized on their 
greed. The following battles saw all of the Goa'uld who had taken on 
the roles of the ancient Greek pantheon of gods decimated, with the 
sole exception of Zeus and Hera, who had managed to escape at 
the expense of their entire fleet and Ares, who had seen which way 


the wind was blowing and turned traitor. The last bit of intelligence 
Zeus had managed to gather about his treacherous offspring 
informed him that Ares had been shifted off to some forsaken 
backwater, both as punishment for his original betrayal of Cronus 
and to keep him well away from a position that would allow him to 
repeat his treachery. 


That had all been long ago however. Currently, Zeus was once again 
recovering from a crushing defeat at the hands of his father. He had 
spent centuries building up a new power base in secrecy so that he 
could once more overthrow Cronus and regain his very briefly held 
title. When the attack had finally been launched, things seemed to go 
well for a while, but then things had gone horribly wrong once again. 


Ba'al, up to then an underling of Ra, had smelled an opportunity to 
elevate himself to a station greater than a mere lieutenant and taken 
it, jumping hosts and replacing Zeus' chief Fleet Lord. An act that 
had only been possible due to Sokar causing an uproar by managing 
to successfully depose Ra as Supreme System Lord at 
approximately the same time. 


In the following chaos, Ba'al had usurped most of Zeus' fleet and 
allied himself with Ra in an effort to oust Sokar and Zeus once more 
lost everything when Cronus mopped up the rest and banished 
Sokar. He had only survived because he'd cut his losses and fled 
once again... and because he kept the existence of Erius a closely 
guarded secret, nobody even knew the stargate address of the 
planet as he had only brought one of the devices to it about a 
hundred years ago. 


While Zeus agreed with Ba'al's choice of allying with Ra to get rid of 
Sokar, because Sokar was a sadistic lunatic, he still hated the 
Opportunistic bastard for usurping his fleets in order to do it! Ba'al 
was now a System Lord in his own right, acknowledged as such by 
Ra himself as reward for his ingenuity, ‘loyalty’ and aid in banishing 
Sokar, while Zeus had to hide on this backwater planet and lick his 
wounds. 


Erius was only valuable as a bolthole to do exactly that, since it was 
so far out of the way from Goa'uld space that he'd never seen any 
point in converting it into an industrial center where ships could be 
built. It would take far too long for ships to reach Goa'uld space for 
there to be any point in doing so. Even though the Goa'uld have had 
hyperdrive technology for millenia, interstellar travel was still far too 
slow to cross such vast distances in any kind of sensible timeframe. 
Not that he had much of a choice in the matter anymore. 


The closest Goa'uld domain to his current location belonged to Ra, 
but it was still so far away that Zeus was confident about remaining 
hidden. Besides, it was the far side of Ra's domain, where none but 
the Supreme System Lord himself had set foot in thousands of 
years. 


Some Goa'uld had probably seeded the humans here thousands of 
years ago and either been killed since then or abandoned them 
when it was discovered that the planet's naquadah supplies were 
much smaller than expected. Unsurprising really, the majority of 
Goa'uld territory was clustered around the Galactic Core(with the 
System Lords naturally keeping a firm grip on the best worlds) 
exactly because it had a higher number of naquadah rich worlds for 
some reason. It wasn't impossible to find a naquadah rich world 
elsewhere, but it was much less likely. Then there was also the fact 
that Ra laid claim to nearly a full third of the best planets for himself, 
with his territory extending to cover large swaths of space to the 
Galactic East and South as well. 


Those areas were strictly off limits for all Goa'uld except Ra and 
everyone had a good idea why that was. Though the exact location 
and stargate symbols for the planet were long forgotten by most 
Goa'uld, they all knew that Tau'ri, the first world, had to be there 
somewhere. Zeus had been there himself for a few hundred years 
before he'd struck out on his own and could certainly understand 
why Ra now jealously kept that world for himself alone. Though 
completely barren of naquadah, it had a vast population of humans 
living on it due to it being their homeworld, giving Ra access toa 


massive slave workforce that no other Goa'uld could match. 
Additionally, Ra was also a great oddity among his race in the fact 
that he used human warriors along the Jaffa, though this might 
simply be because he had so many of them available. 


Zeus had entertained the idea of using Erius as a secret outpost 
from which to launch raids into Ra's territory in order to speed up his 
recovery from the recent defeat, but dismissed it soon after. He had 
only one Ha'tak mothership, a few Al'kesh bombers and a few dozen 
Udajeet fighter craft, while Ra had vast fleets of ships. Added onto 
that, Ra also had a considerable technological advantage over the 
other Goa'uld and was acknowledged to be the most cunning of 
them as well as being highly vindictive when someone challenged 
him. He simply could not afford to make such a move, not when Ra 
was both more powerful and more intelligent than Cronus. 


Besides, it wasn't as if he could afford to leave Erius unattended at 
this point. He had only a few hundred Jaffa to his name and if it 
wasn't for the threat of his ships, the natives would have long since 
overwhelmed them with sheer numbers, even if they had to do it with 
improvised wooden clubs. 


It had only been slightly over two hundred years since since he had 
taken over Erius after it had been forgotten for centuries and 
enslaved the humans living on it, which naturally meant that there 
were still resentful and potentially dangerous pockets of resistance 
hidden among them. It was to be expected of course, since he had 
immediately begun forcing them to mine the planet's meager 
supplies of naquadah for his own use and banned writing of any sort 
to keep them from getting ideas. They had tried to fight him, unwilling 
as they were to bow to their new god and many had been killed as 
examples so that the others would know their place. This had led to 
a drop in their population, which was probably necessary at the 
moment. He didn't want them getting ideas about staging another 
uprising after all, but it did slow down the mining operations. At the 
current rate, it would be centuries before he could challenge one of 
the other System Lords for their position again. 


Sitting alone in the throne room, Zeus let out a sigh that he couldn't 
afford to make in front of other people if he wanted to keep up his 
god persona, and wondered why was it that all his plans got ruined 
by bad luck and poor timing. 


At least none of the others knew about Erius, so he would be safe 
from attack and could rebuild without having to fend off the greedy 
paws of both lesser and great Goa'uld. Maybe he should stop 
worrying about this and have his First Prime bring one of the human 
females to him? That was definitely one of the things he enjoyed 
most about having a human host and it was always good for stress 
relief. He was in fact thinking of having a few of the prettier women 
trained as pleasure slaves... it would certainly make his temporary 
exile more bearable. 


Directly contrary to the thoughts of Zeus, it was the very isolation 
that Erius enjoyed which drew the attention of two people far more 
dangerous than his fellow Goa'uld. 


Naruto and Xanna appeared on the planet with the barest distortion 
of air and took a moment to assess the planet that they would be 
calling home for a long time to come. 


"| hadn't expected it to feel so much like Earth." Naruto commented. 


"It is not so surprising, many of the plants and animals clearly 
Originated from there, though there are also a good number that are 
native." Xanna answered. "But that isn't important right now. First, let 
us take the planet away from these parasites that consider 
themselves gods." 


"That really bugs you doesn't it?" He snickered as they started 
walking towards the obviously newly built palace where Zeus and 
Hera spent most of their time. 


Xanna did not consider the question to be worth answering. 


On the way there, they passed the small city where the humans of 
the world lived. Though calling it a city was being overly generous. 
The core of it was made up of sturdy stone buildings that had 
vaguely Ancient Greek origins, while the outskirts were a great deal 
more ramshackle and haphazard. Clearly, Zeus had attacked any 
other population centers and forced all of the humans to live in one 
place where he could more easily keep them under control, 
disregarding any logistic considerations in the process. More than 
likely, famine and disease had killed more of them than weapons fire. 


He and Xanna had only made a cursory investigation into these 
Goa'uld before deciding to take this world for themselves, but it was 
enough to give him the impression that the serpentine species was 
made up entirely of dumbasses. Morality aside, they seemed 
hellbent on using the most inefficient possible means of achieving 
their goals in favor of pandering to their egos. 


The palace that they were now approaching was a good example of 
this. Big, luxurious and imposing as it sat on a hill overlooking the 
city of enslaved humans. 


It was also a completely idiotic waste of resources for someone who 
was only using the planet as a temporary shelter while he prepared 
to attack his own kind again, not that he would ever get to do that. 


Long before they reached the actual entrance to the palace, they 
were waylaid by a group of alarmed looking Jaffa who shouted 
something at them in Goa'uld. Neither Naruto or Xanna understood 
the words as they had not bothered learning the language yet, but 
they got the general idea that he was ordering them to stop. 


Naruto took hold of his wife's hand to soothe her knee jerk anger at 
being told what to do, something that had always been an issue for 
her. She calmed down easily enough, being well aware that the Jaffa 
guard in front of them were not the right people to be angry at. 


Seeing that the dangerous looking horned duo had absolutely no 
intention of stopping their leasurely advance towards their god, the 


Jaffa opened fire with their staff weapons, only to gape in shock as 
the orange bolts that they had seen take many lives before were 
contenptously slapped away as though they were no more 
dangerous than an insect. In that moment, they understood that their 
lord Zeus was being challenged by these two horned gods, who had 
come personally instead of sending armies to attack the weakened 
Thunder God. 


They shared confused looks when they were spared instead of slain 
as they had expected to be. Coming across a single god, much less 
two, without a even a single guard or attendant was unheard of as it 
was, but to be spared after attacking them? That was something that 
the Jaffa simply couldn't wrap their heads around and so they 
continued to merely stare confusedly at the retreating backs of the 
two tall gods. 


"They sure give up easily." Naruto commented as they passed yet 
another group of bamboozled Jaffa after easily deflecting the fire 
from their plasma weapons. 


Naruto had some thoughts on those staff weapons of theirs and 
most of them were not very charitable. They were cumbersome, 
innacurate, clumsy and every conceivable other negative description 
for a projectile weapon that he could think of on short notice. The 
only good thing that he could say about them was that they could be 
used as a Staff in melee combat and that they made cool explosions 
when they hit something. 


"These Goa'uld have gone to great lengths to solidify the notion that 
they are gods in the minds of their soldiers. Naturally it follows that a 
Jaffa has no hope of fighting a god so they shouldn't even try or else 
face execution for their 'insolence', but that sword cuts both ways." 
Xanna replied. 


"I've suddenly developed the suspicion that seeing two Goa'uld on 
the same battlefield is something that just doesn't happen." He said 
thoughtfully after taking a moment to think her words over. 


Xanna snorted derisively at that. "You say that as if you are likely so 
see even one of them on a battlefield." 


"Good point." 


Zeus was jolted out of his thoughts when his newly promoted First 
Prime ran into the room, a look of urgency on his face. 


"My lord, two unknown gods are approaching. My warriors have 
attempted to stop them, but are unable to challenge their power." 
The man said. 


"WHAT?!" Zeus demanded loudly in shock, surging to his feet to 
glare at the kneeling Jaffa. "What markings are on the heads of their 
warriors?" 


"They come alone my lord and refuse to speak to us." 


Zeus was taken aback in sheer surprise, an event like this being 
completely unheard of. It was an unwritten and unspoke rule among 
their kind that they avoided face to face meetings as much as 
possible, especially during battle. Their assertions of godhood meant 
that any such meeting would inevitably need to be resolved with one 
on one combat, with the winner taking everything. While such a thing 
would be a great boon for any Goa'uld, it was also far too risky to 
attempt. Not to mention that no Goa'uld could be trusted to be fair. 


Which made him wonder which of his fellows would be so brazen as 
to walk into the territory of another Goa'uld without any Jaffa to back 
them up. He could not think of any major or minor Goa'uld that would 
dare attempt such a thing, no matter how weakened he was right 
now. 


"Describe them to me." 


The description of a tall man and woman with claws, fangs, slit eyes 
and horned heads did not serve to ease his mind in the slightest but 


it did clear up a bit of confusion. It was not a species that he was 
familiar with, but they were clearly formidabble. He had no idea what 
technology they had to be able to do this, but he wanted it. They 
hadn't killed any of his Jaffa despite being attacked, so they may not 
be here to kill him. He hoped so, because he was not eager to get 
into a fight with someone who could so easily walk past his 
defenses. With some luck, this might be just the windfall he needed 
to regain his rightful place as System Lord, though he was not too 
hopeful on that count. 


Truth be told, if he could have he would have fled already, but that 
road was closed. His Ha'tak was nearby, but not so close that he 
would reach it in time and that was assuming that they didn't have 
ships of their own in orbit. 


If Te'lok, his current First Prime, had informed him of them sooner, 
then he might have been able to flee either through the stargate or 
get to the Ha'tak to scan nearby space for a possible escape route. 


Zeus spared a moment of regret for the loss of Heracles, his 
previous First Prime who had died covering his recent escape. Like 
many before him, Heracles had been named and raised by him 
personally, ensuring unswerving loyalty. It was a time consuming and 
often tedious process, but had proven it's worth many times before. 


Te'lok had become First Prime becase he was the next highest 
ranked warrior, but he was a poor replacement. 


Listening to Te'lok's recounting of how the two intruders had swiftly 
and easily penetrated his admittedly substandard defenses, Zeus 
had to conclude that there truly had been no time to even have some 
Jaffa board their gliders and attack from the air. Still, he made a note 
to punish Te'lok for not reporting the situation sooner. 


Naruto hummed a nonsensical tune to himself as he ambled 
unconcernedly through the incredibly ugly, gold painted hallways. 
Who in their right mind coats the halls in gold anyway? He could 


practically feel his eyes watering just looking at them. He could 
almost imagine his wife's eyes twitching at the disgusting gaudiness 
of it all. 


Speaking of Xanna, she wasn't by his side anymore, having decided 
that she would go kill the god wannabe's Queen while he took care 
of the douche himself. 


The Jaffa had backed off and weren't trying to impede his progress 
anymore, so it wasn't long before he wandered into the throne room. 
It was also painted in the same gaudy gold, with the rather cliche 
braziers burning on the walls as a light source. Seriously, using 
braziers as a light source when you were a space faring civilization? 
He hadn't seen anything so ridiculous since the last time he'd heard 
a man saying that God hates lesbians. 


Madness, God loves lesbians. He should know, he was one. 


But getting back to the point, the supposed god trying to look 
imperious on his ugly ass throne said something in that deep voice 
with too much vibrato in it. Had Naruto spoken Goa'uld, he would 
have known that Zeus said something to the effect of 'I am Zeus, 
God of Thunder, who comes before me?'. 


As it was, it only made Naruto roll his eyes at the self important 
arrogance in the tone, while he attacked the parasite's mind to 
extract the language. Normally, he needed a few minutes to 
unobstrusively copy the language to his own mind and integrate it, 
followed by a few more minutes of getting used to actually speaking 
it, but he couldn't be bothered this time. The evil was practically 
rolling off the snake he could sense wrapped around the old man's 
spinal cord, so instead of a light touch, he went in with the mental 
equivalent of a chainsaw. 


Zeus screamed as pain-that-was-not-pain exploded in his mind, 
causing Te'lok to aim his staff weapon at the horned man that looked 
to be concentrating on something. The few bolts that Te'lok fired 


were harmlessly blocked with a faintly red shield of some sort, 
preventing even the usual explosion from occuring. 


Seeing that ranged attacks were not working, Te'lok closed to melee 
with the full expectation that he would die for his brazen attack. Still, 
there was nothing he could do about it, not when his god had been 
attacked. 


Naruto easily caught the staff weapon and flipped the Jaffa onto his 
back. "Stay down... wow, this language is really stupid." 


Holding his head and trying to subdue the strange pressure in his 
mind, Zeus managed to croak out another question. "Who are you?" 


"I'm the man that's going to kill you." 


Distantly, Zeus noticed that the horned man was enunciating the 
Goa'uld language as if it was new to him, from which it naturally 
followed that he had likely just learned it. The idea that this interloper 
was capable of such a feat was not comforting, nor was the flat 
statement of intent to kill. 


"What grievance do you have with me?" Zeus hedged, trying to buy 
time. 


"You shouldn't have pretended to be a god, you never know when a 
real one is going to take offense to something like that. Additionally, 
this is also a very nice planet, so we're taking it because we can." 
Naruto told him with a grin. 


Mind you, Naruto did not actually give a damn whether they claimed 
to be gods, Santa Claus, the Tooth Fairy or the Easter Bunny, but it 

was a good a reason as any and Xanna was vaguely offended that 

these bottom feeders made claims of divinity. 


Meanwhile, Naruto was of the opinion that they'd actually done a 
half-decent job at pretending to be gods. 


For one, they were all a bunch of assholes, which was always a very 
important trait of godhood. Naruto was well aware that he and Xanna 
were assholes by any definiton of the word(except the literal one that 
iS). 


Secondly, they had massive egos(mostly unjustifiably, but that wasn't 
important), which was almost as important as being an asshole. He 
and Xanna had justifiably massive egos, though his wife tended to 
overdo it for fun. 


Thirdly, they wielded powers that the populations they ruled didn't. 
That their power came from technology was irrelevant. The Sekirei's 
power had also originated in technology, yet they couldn't bring 
people back from the dead, while the Goa'uld could with their 
sarcophagus. 


Since Zeus fancied himself a 'God of Thunder’, there was only one 
thing to do. 


"Dance for me oh 'Thunder God'." The words were cackled out more 
than said and punctuated by a small blast of lightning directed from 
Naruto's clawed index finger, aimed at Zeus' feet. 


The Goa'uld jumped in both surprise and fright and then continued 
jumping as more tiny lightning blasts were shot at him. 


Naruto let out a giggle that was deeply disturbing coming from 
someone of his size and then pouted when his target used that 
gaudy gold ribbon device on his hand to project a golden energy 
shield(yet again gold. He was starting to really dislike that color) and 
block his low powered attacks. 


"That's cute, but can it block this?" He asked and increased the 
intensity of his attack to something slightly more lethal. 


Zeus kept up the shield, but could rapidly feel himself weaken. It was 
not immediately apparent, but while the kara kesh had a small power 
source of it's own, it was mostly dependent on the naquadah present 


in the bloodstream of the Goa'uld symbiote and its host to activate it 
and this prolonged attack was straining those reserves of energy 
considerably. The personal shield that all Goa'uld employed was 
meant to block weapons fire from a staff weapon or zat'nik'tel, not a 
sustained barrage of lighting. 


What was this insanity? A man that could throw lightning from his 
hands and so easily block the plasma bolts of a staff weapon? The 
most confusing part of it was that there was no obvious technology 
at play either. While the kara kesh hand device was subtle and 
unobtrusive, the horned man clearly had nothing at all on his hands. 
He was barely wearing anything as it was! 


Even as he thought this, another idea occured to him. It was risky, 
but he didn't seem to have any other options anyway. He could jump 
hosts and take control of this powerful horned man. The risk was in 
the fact that not all species could be possessed and jumping into an 
unknown host could prove fatal. But if it worked... then he would 
have a host the likes of which every Goa'uld dreamed of having. 


"Interesting gizmo you've got there, might be worth figuring out in my 
off time, but first I've got to kill you. No hard feelings, you're just too 
ugly to live." Naruto said offhandedly and started stalking towards 
the would be god. 


Zeus ignored the insult and focused on projecting an aprehensive 
image as the horned man approached, all the while preparing to 
jump hosts. Not a very hard thing to do since he was aprehensive. 


As soon as he was in range, Zeus released his hold over his current 
host's spinal column and launched himself at the neck of the horned 
man, ripping apart the throat of the host that had carried him for 
thousands of years now. 


Almost negligibly, Naruto caught the squirming, bloodsoaked serpent 
in the air and examined it while the old man, who had long since 
gone mad, quickly died, finally free. 


The Goa'uld was a curious creature, powerfully but compactly 
muscled, with a quartet of mandibles that were likely used to latch 
onto the brain and take control of a host as well as penetrate the 
skin. It's eyes were a nearly glowing red and it had a fin on its back, 
denoting aquatic origins. 


"Well aren't you the ambitious one." Naruto murmured, while turning 
it over, putting a deliberately uncomfortable amount of pressure on 
the tiny spine of the parasite "I'm impressed that an oversized 
tapeworm like you has the ego to claim godhood." 


The Goa'uld screeched something and Naruto could sense that it 
was hurling panicked curses at him inside its mind, knowing that it 
was about to die. Funnily enough, it seemed that the Goa'uld 
language didn't have any properly good curses. 


"That's not very nice." He chided as he felt something mildly creative 
pass through the creature's mind, but this time directed at the 
indecisive and confused Jaffa. "Te'lok did the best he could." 


The Jaffa in question started at being spoken of, having resigned 
himself to watching his god be killed by a more powerful one and 
waiting to offer his service as was the custom when one's god was 
defeated. 


"Are you still playing with that thing?" Xanna's voice drifted into the 
room from the entrance before Te'lok could even try to say 
something, also speaking Goa'uld. 


"| was thinking of keeping a fish tank full of these things around for 
fun, see if they start eating each other after a while." Naruto said 
amusedly. 


"While that might be amusing, | have no wish to keep these 
disgusting things around at the moment. We will be busy enough 
without the need to take care of pets, especially ones who are only fit 
to swim in their own filth." She replied. 


Naruto sighed as if greatly disappointed and turned to look back on 
the squirming parasite in his fist, grabbing the small skull in two 
fingers. "You heard the lady, time to die." 


Zeus screeched in pain as the two fingers slowly closed the distance 
between them, not pausing the slightest bit as the bones started 
breaking. 


Te'lok had watched the casual(and pitiless) execution of his god with 
a sense of aprehension. It was a Jaffa's lot in life to serve the gods, 
but he feared that this brutal god and his equally brutal Queen would 
be even harsher than Zeus had been. 


Nevertheless, he pushed aside his misgivings and kneeled. "Lord, 
you have slain our god and taken his domain. | pledge my honor and 
my life to your service." 


A flicker of introspection passed through his mind at this point, 
wondering if there could be something more to the life of a warrior 
than endlessly fighting the warriors of rival gods. He also wondered 
whether the other Jaffa who had survived while their god did not ever 
considered this. 


Naruto looked over the kneeling man in a cursory inspection. Tan 
skin tone, moderately tall, in very good physical condition, hair 
shaved closely for minimum maintenance. The man was obviously a 
warrior and had been for his entire life. There was only one thing to 
do. 


"No thanks, we have no use for slaves." He said dismissively. 


The casual refusal of his service came as a great shock to Te'lok, 
who had never heard of such a thing happening. The gods always 
needed warriors to secure their territories or fight against their rivals, 
the idea that one of them would refuse an offer of service was 
unheard of. Out of the corner of his mind, he saw that even the 


horned woman looked askance at her companion, though he had no 
idea of the silent conversation between them. 


What are you doing husband? We came here to take over and 
refusing the service of these Jaffa will only create problems later on. 


Trust me on this. 


Once Te'lok had sufficiently recovered from his shock, he felt the 
need to argue the point that the horned man had made, though he 
knew that arguing with the gods tended to be hazardous. His honor 
and pride would not allow him to keep quiet however. 


"Pardon lord, but | am not a slave." He managed to keep his tone 
humble and apologetic despite his offense at being called a slave. In 
his mind, slaves were humans and Jaffa were warriors. True, they 
both served the Goa'uld, but he had never considered himself a 
slave. 


"Then why are you on your knees?" Naruto asked with pointed 
amusement. 


Face creased with confusion, Te'lok slowly rose to his feet, 
wondering if this was some elaborate test and he was about to be 
killed. When fatal consequences for daring to stand without being 
given leave failed to appear, he tentatively concluded that there was 
something very different going on than the usual Goa'uld takeover. 


"The Goa'uld wanted you to kneel. If you want to be part of the 
empire we intend to build, then you're going to have to stand.” 


Te'lok may not have been a particularly philosophical man, but he did 
understand what was being said here and it appealed to him greatly. 
This god demanded strength from those who would serve under him, 
not submission. That was definitely something he could respect, 
aside from just the power and martial skill that the horned man 
clearly wielded. 


"Then | would stand with you lord, but first | would have your name." 
He said boldly, standing firmly and hiding the minor uncertainty he 
still felt at being so forward. 


The approving grin he got in return confirmed that his thoughts had 
been correct. "My name is Naruto and this is my wife Xanna." 


Te'lok returned the horned woman's slight inclination of the head with 
a respectful one of his own before he focused back on the man who 
had already garnered a lot of his respect. Usually when a Goa'uld 
was defeated by another, many of his Jaffa died before the 
remainder were absorbed into the forces of the victor, but not a 
single warrior died today. That, along with the fact Naruto was well 
aware that warriors took their pride and honor quite seriously did a 
great deal to winning him over completely. 


"What would you have of me my lord?" He asked formally. 


"Firstly, lets get rid of that thing on your forehead." Naruto said and 
reached out to place his fingers on the gold symbol of Zeus, a pair of 
crossed thunderbolts. 


Te'lok felt his forehead tingle and reached up to touch it once the 
horned man had removed his fingers, feeling surprised to feel only 
smooth skin. Mere days ago, his forehead had been cut with an orak 
knife and molten gold had been poured into the resulting wound, 
signifying his rise to the position of First Prime to Zeus. The process 
had been extremely painful, but Te'lok had been proud at the time. 


"Secondly, | would have you consider the fact that once that 
symbiote inside your pouch matures, there will be no more to replace 
it now that Hera is dead." Naruto told him, lips twitching at how silly 
this old style speech seemed to him. 


That brought Te'lok up short, as he hadn't thought of that yet. He was 
just a young Jaffa of sixty and had already carried five Goa'uld to 
maturity up to this point, while his current one would mature within a 
year or two. 


It was not impossible for a Jaffa to carry a mature symbiote, but the 
serpents became restless and wanted to find a host to possess. 
Truth be told, he had no idea what would happen if he continued 
walking around with a fully mature symbiote for an extended period 
of time, as Zeus' priests always made sure to remove the mature 
ones and replace them with young ones, but he did not imagine that 
it would end well for him. 


"You should be aware that the Goa'uld need you far more than you 
need them, so they have made certain that you are dependant on 
them for your life." Xanna told him. 


Te'lok frowned again, being forced to think a great deal more than 
usual. "Then | will die if | do not find another symbiote to replace my 
current one once it matures?" 


"That would be one solution, the other would require you to let me 
heal you, giving up the long life granted to you by carrying that thing 
inside you, but you would be free of them completely.” 


The former First Prime was at a loss over what to do next, having 
never had this much freedom to decide on things for himself before. 
While being free of the need to carry a Prim'tah would be nice, he 
didn't want to give up the good health and longevity it granted either. 


"Take some time to think about it and get back to me once you've 
made a decision." Naruto told him in a dismissive tone. "In the 
meanwhile, have the other Jaffa come see us so that we can remove 
the markings on their foreheads and then go tell the humans that 
they can stop working in the mines and go home." 


"Understood." Te'lok said with a nod and went to find his fellow Jaffa, 
who were no doubt just outside, waiting to hear of the outcome of the 
battle and what was to become of them. 


Important life decisions could wait for later, once he'd had time to 
consider them more carefully. For now, he would follow the 
shockingly benevolent orders of his new lord. 


"How clever of you, playing on the Jaffa's warrior culture to inspire 
their loyalty." Xanna commented once the last of the Jaffa had the 
marks on their foreheads removed and been offered the same deal 
as Te'lok. 


"You make it sound so underhanded." Naruto grinned back at her. 


"Almost as underhanded as offering to fix their immune systems if 
they wanted it, without mentioning that we have no intention of 
raiding any Goa'uld temples for fresh symbiotes if they refuse." She 
agreed. 


"They could always join the service of some other Goa'uld, | wouldn't 
stop them from leaving." He shrugged. 


"But you also know they won't do that since many of them have 
families here thanks to Zeus being forced to establish a Jaffa 
community." She pointed out. 


Goa'uld generally preferred to enforce a strict separation between 
the Jaffa and humans, marking some planets as Jaffa worlds and 
others as worlds where human slaves toiled to mine naquadah for 
them. No doubt this was done out of fear that yet another rebellion 
might ensue from their interaction, but Zeus had been forced to allow 
it due to being left with only this one planet. 


"Okay, so | am playing them like a harp, but it's for their own good." 
He conceded with another grin. "I'll have to deal with the few of them 
that don't like us as it is." 


Xanna nodded in agreement. Simply accepting their service as had 
been her intent would have been easier in the short term, but those 
dissidents would have eventually started becoming unhappy with the 
way that she and Naruto were going to do things. Naruto's approach 
was somewhat more long winded, but when it was over, he would 
command the loyalty of those Jaffa without question because they 
would respect him as a fellow warrior. 


She knew that she couldn't pull off the same thing, partially because 
Jaffa society saw women as second class citizens, but mostly 
because she did not have the same natural, easygoing charisma that 
her husband exuded. The first issue was easy enough to fix, but the 
second was not. She had never been a warrior and the Jaffa would 
be unable to relate to her, something that her aloof manner would 
only exacerbate... which was why she would have settled for their 
subservience instead of their willing loyalty. 


"Well nevermind that now, lets bring Akitsu out of stasis like we 
promised her." Naruto continued. 


In shot order, the Ice Sekirei was released from temporal stasis and 
blinked at her new surroundings. From her perspective, she had 
been in the very comfortable hotel room one moment and in this 
gaudy, gold encrusted throne room the next. 


Still, that didn't really concern her and she happily moved to first 
Naruto and then Xanna a hug, being well aware that more time had 
passed for them than it did for her. 


"How do you like the new place sweetie?" Naruto asked teasingly. 
"Ah... it's ugly.” 


Naruto and Xanna snorted in amusement at the extremely accurate 
description. 


"Easy enough to fix." Xanna muttered and stripped all the gold from 
the walls with a wave of her hand. What fascination humans, and 
apparently to an even greater the degree the Goa'uld, had with the 
worthless metal escaped them, but they certainly weren't going to 
tolerate it. Humanity at least had the excuse that it had been used as 
the basis of currency for thousands of years, but the Goa'uld actually 
seemed to like it for the purposes of decoration... a concept that 
baffled them since the effect of that much gold plastered everywhere 
was rather headache inducing. 


The walls instantly became more bearable to look at, though the 
spam of hieroglyphics all over them were still annoying to look at and 
would need fixing. In point of fact the whole damned palace would 
likely need to be remodeled if not outright torn down and rebuilt. 


Any further conversation or perhaps breaking in of their new home 
through judicious application of sex was interrupted by the 
apperance of a human sized glowing object. In a few seconds, the 
glow receded to reveal a dark haired woman in a modest white dress 
that was perhaps somewhere in her thirties by human terms, though 
it was impossible to tell how old she really was. 


"Greetings Outsiders." She said, in Japanese to their mild surprise. 
The surprise was mostly due to the fact that she spoke the language 
rather than the fact that she would choose that particular one... they 
had been conversing in it just now after all. 


Clearly, anime had been correct in its supposition that the entire 
Universe spoke Japanese. 


"It appears that our skulker has finally decided to reveal herself." 
Xanna commented to her husband, paying only minimal attention to 
the intruder. 


"So it would seem." Naruto agreed with a frown, his libido not 
particularly fond of the delay. "What the hell do you want? If you're 
here to get fucked then you'll have to wait your turn." 


The newcomer was severely taken aback by by the reaction that her 
entrance had received, which was about as far from the norm as it 
could get. The horned woman's dismissive mention of having known 
about her presence despite the fact that she should have been 
invisible was bad enough, but the utter crudeness that had followed 
was so alien to her that she had no idea how to react. 


Xanna smirked at the poleaxed look that the intruder was sporting, 
amused as ever at how easily Naruto turned something as inane as 


foul language and innuendo into a weapon to keep people off 
balance. 


"That is not why | am here." She managed to say, though a bit more 
stiffly than she would have wished. "I am here to-" 


"And now she just moves on to the point without even introducing 
herself." Xanna interrupted scathingly, ignoring the fact that she 
frequently did the exact same thing. 


If the newcomer still had blood she would have flushed. That was 
indeed something she had forgotten about in the wake of her 
surprise. 


"My name is Ganos Lal and | am a spokesperson for the Ascended." 


The Ascended had actually been the first evolution of humans called 
‘Alterans' or 'Lanteans' and in the later stages of their civilization ‘the 
Ancients' before their biological and technological evolution had run 
its course and allowed them to ascend to a higher plane of existence 
as beings of pure energy. Before their Ascension, they had planted 
the seeds for the current, 'second' evolution of Humanity. 


An unfortunate side effect of them leaving the material plane behind 
was the fact that they'd also left much of their technology lying 
around. Technology such as the stargates which allowed one to 
travel from planet to planet across thousands of locations all over the 
Galaxy by way of an artificially created stable wormhole. Those 
particular devices had been what the newly emerged Goa'uld had 
used to leave their planet and allowed them to stumble on some 
Alteran spaceships which they then used as a basis for creating their 
own ships. 


On the upside, much of that technology was far, far too advanced for 
the Goa'uld to figure out, no matter how good they were at stealing 
other people's technology, but it was still the root cause of their 
current domination of the Galaxy and the enslavement of millions. 


Of course, now that they were Ascended beings, they could have 
easily destroyed the Goa'uld or confined them to a primitive world, 
but the majority of the Ascended had declared that it was forbidden 
to interfere with the lower planes and enforced this rule steadfastly to 
prevent anyone from breaking it, even if it was to clean up the mess 
they left behind. 


Which actually tied in to why Ganos had been sent here. 


While their entrance into their reality had been incredibly 
unobtrusive, it had not been so unobtrusive as to remain unnoticed. 
It was not everyday that someone punctured through the fabric of 
space-time with only their will, even if care had been taken to keep 
their passage from destabilizing anything. The Ascended had been 
quite baffled by this feat, as it was something even they could not do 
and the following minor usages of Supernatural power hadn't helped 
clear anything up. While they had at one point developed technology 
to jump to a parallel dimension, that only worked if the other 
dimension had developed the exact same technology, which 
considerably limited their options in that venue, but these two had 
done it as easily as stepping through a doorway with only their 
minds... hence why they had been dubbed ‘Outsiders’ by the 
Ascended. 


True, highly evolved sentients were capable of telepathy, telekinesis 
and certain other feats that might have been called 
Supernatural(these were all the signs of a species on the brink of 
being able to ascend), but the spirits of these horned newcomers 
blazed with an incomprehensible energy the likes of which the 
Ascended had never fathomed could be held by beings of flesh and 
blood. The third one, the young woman they'd pulled out of some 
kind of dimensional fold also had some sort of power in her, but it 
was infinitely weaker and slightly different. 


Which was why they had been observing them and deciding what do 
do. By their own rules, they couldn't interfere in the goings on of the 
prime material plane, but there were some fairly extraordinary 


circumstances and so they had watched and contemplated whether 
to come speak to them or not. 


When they had seen the pitiless execution of the two Goa'uld, they 
had been slightly concerned but not yet alarmed... nobody much 
liked the Goa'uld after all, not even other Goa'uld. 


When their stated claim of establishing an empire had been told to 
the Jaffa, they had started becoming rather alarmed. It was not a 
great leap of the imagination to guess that these two were likely 
extremely long lived if not downright immortal, so such a claim was 
no trivial matter. 


What was truly alarming about that was the offhanded claim of 
godhood, which was far too reminiscent of the Ori. 


"And? So? Therefore?" Naruto prompted impatiently after a few 
moments of silence when Ganos didn't continue, disdaining to 
introduce himself in return. He'd done that more than enough times 
today already and she must have overheard it at least once by now 
during her skulking. 


"Initially we were not intenting to approach you as it is our policy to 
not interfere with the lower planes, but your claims for divinity and 
intention to create an empire changed that." Ganos said, 
diplomatically giving no indication of her feelings on the matter, nor 
her surprise at their complete lack of curiousity as to what exactly the 
Ascended were. 


"| fail to see why you would care about what we do and more 
importantly, | fail to see why we should care about your opinion." 
Xanna said frostily. 


Ganos suppressed a frown at the horned woman's superior attitude, 
which was pretty much exactly the type of attitude that one would 
expect from someone claiming divinity. The statement was also 
worded in such a way that answering it directly would make the 


Ascended appear to be either impotent or make it look as if they 
were trying to threaten the horned duo with their power. 


Deciding that a more indirect approach would be best, she 
responded in the same diplomatic tone of voice that she'd been 
using so far. "We are merely concerned about the impact of beings 
such as yourself-" 


"Oh you're concerned !" Naruto interrupted with a crowing voice and 
an infuriatingly cheerful grin before turning to his wife. "You hear that 
love? They're concerned ." 


"Truly an event of dire significance." Xanna deadpanned. "Wouldn't 
you say so Akitsu?" 


"Ah... yes, very important." 


"Well | suppose we have no choice then." Naruto said mournfully. 
"We're going to have to drop everything and start informing the 
multiverse that a bunch of voyeuristic, has-been ghosts are 
concerned over what we're going to do. And just think! They haven't 
even seen us have sex yet!" 


Ganos stared at the snickering trio(well, Naruto was snickering, 
Xanna was smirking and Akitsu was hiding a tiny smile in Naruto's 
arm) with no small amount of incredulity. The idea that someone 
would not only refuse to take the Ascended seriously, but also mock 
them like this had simply never occured to any of them. 


There were very few among the Ascended that had any kind of 
contact with the material plane, a bare handful really. Ganos or 
Morgana le Fay as she was more widely known to humans was 
herself counted among those who had more contact with the lower 
planes than most and even that was mostly due to that incident with 
Merlin a few centuries ago, which had been at the behest of the 
others. 


Oma Desala had far more regular contact with mortals and might 
have been a better choice to talk to these two, but she had long 
since distanced herself from the other Ascended, both because she 
had always been of the opinion that they shouldn't completely forbid 
themselves from interacting with the lower planes(an edict whose 
boundaries she occasionally pushed) and because of her screw up 
with the Goa'uld Anubis. 


Generally, the cause of that edict was because mortals were all too 
eager to think them gods and start worshipping them, especially 
mortals that lived in low tech societies. Considering their staunch 
Opposition to the Ori on that particular issue, they obviously wanted 
to avoid that, but that did not change the fact that the Ascended had 
never expected to be mocked to their faces. 


"If you would but listen-" Ganos started again, a small note of 
frustration in her tone. 


"Why should we?" Xanna interrupted, quite deliberately. "You said 
yourself that your kind has some kind of silly policy of non- 
interference, so unless you're willing to change it | don't see why we 
should continue listening to you when we could be having sex 
instead." 


"That policy was put in place to allow the younger civilizations to 
evolve without being influenced by us, but you-" Ganos said calmly, 
hiding her irritation at being constantly interrupted. 


"Then why are you here? Kindly fuck off so that we can... fuck on." 
Naruto interrupted yet again, grinning at what he considered to be a 
rather clever bit of wordplay. 


"But you are not like them, we can sense the vast power inside you. 
There is no reason why you should need to use physical bodies 
anymore, so | have been sent to ask if you could please leave these 
humans be." The Ascended woman ground out, finding herself 
incredibly irritated by their seeming fixation on carnal pleasure. 


"Consider your request considered and refused, now leave or we will 
make you leave." Xanna commanded, her good humor starting to 
evaporate. 


"You think you could force me away?" Ganos asked disbelievingly, 
mostly in shock at the threat. She knew they were powerful and 
capable of things that the Ascended weren't, but how exactly did 
they think that she could be forced away, when she wasn't even a 
physical entity? 


In the next instant, she felt her ass smacking into a chair and her 
elbows smacking onto a table that had just materialized in front of 
her, which was quite the novel experience to be sure since she 
hadn't had an actual physical ass or elbows in ten thousand years. 


A quick scan of her surroundings revealed that the hieroglyphics 
encrusted throne room had been changed and now seemed to be a 
room with many rows of chairs and desks, with a primitive 
whiteboard set up at the front of it. 


Ganos didn't recognize it, as her people had abandoned this type of 
classroom design so long ago that only a historian would have seen 
how similar it looked to what they once used to educate their 
children, but she did get the general idea from the setup. 


Aside from the change in venue, there were some other changes. 
For one, aside from her, Naruto and Akitsu were also sitting in their 
own desks, while Xanna was at the front, next to the whiteboard. 


For another, both she and Akitsu were now dressed in some sort of 
girls uniform. A white top stretched tightly over the breasts, black 
stockings and an obscenely short light green skirt. 


The final change was that Xanna's severely revealing kimono had 
been replaced with a white blouse that had two buttons undone to 
expose a great deal of dusky cleavage, while a third looked as if it 
was about to pop any second now. Her legs were covered by a black 
leather skirt and there were a pair of stylish glasses perched on her 


nose that made her crimson eyes stand out even further and her 
white hair had been bound into a high ponytal. 


The entire effect was slightly thrown off by the fact that she was still 
barefoot, but it worked well enough. 


While Ganos was looking around somewhat wildly and trying to 
figure out what the hell had just happened, Xanna smacked the 
whiteboard loudly with a telescopic metal pointer, drawing attention 
to the sectioned triangle drawn on it. 


"This," She hissed commandingly, leveling a glare at her ‘class’. "is a 
simplified diagram of our relative power levels." 


Continuing, she once again smacked the pointer on the whiteboard, 
this time on the lowest part of the pyramid, where 'Animals' was 
clearly written. 


"| should hope that you don't need me to explain this one. When 
sufficient time passes, animals might become less stupid animals 
and eventually evolve sentience, upon which time they inevitably 
discover that it is possible to be sentient while also being dumber 
than an animal." She explained scathingly, moving the pointer one 
level up, to 'Sentients’. 


"Over the course of time, this new sentient species will commit 
uncountable atrocities against itself and others for the most inane of 
reasons, most likely destroying itself in the process. If, and | stress /f, 
they somehow manage to survive long enough, they have a slight 
chance of ascending to the next level." 


The pointer moved another level up, resting on 'Ascended Beings’, 
which had a caption under it that said 'Lowly Pissants'. 


"This is where you are girly." The horned woman said 
condescendingly, looking at a wide eyed Ganos. 


"We," She continued, moving the pointer up past several sections 
that only had '?' written in them, all the way up to the top of the 
triangle, which was for some reason separated from the rest of it, 
most likely denoting that it was impossible to reach this level by 
conventional means... or at least that's what Ganos guessed. "are 
here." 


The top had ‘Primordial Forces of Creation and Destruction’ written 
in it, with a smaller caption that clearly stated 'Not To Be Fucked 
With.’ 


Walking slowly over to the mute ascended woman, Xanna lifted her 
chin up with the telescopic pointer, incidentally nearly causing her to 
hyperventilate as she suddenly realised that she had an actual 
physical body again for some reason. "With all this and what you 
know of our personalities in mind, you shouldn't be asking yourself 
whether we can force you away... you should be asking yourself ' 
what if we decide to keep you around? ' instead. After all, an 
Empress can never know when she might need a personal cunt 
cleaner." 


"Don't forget that this Emperor might also need a personal seed 
gargler. | have no idea what for, but | might need one." Naruto 
pitched in, having been enjoying the lecture immensely so far. 


"You wouldn't." Ganos rasped with a suddenly dry mouth, distantly 
recalling how irritating physical bodies were with their involuntary 
reactions to emotional stimulus. 


"Oh fine, you can be the royal cunt clearner/seed gargler." Xanna 
huffed, as if making some great concession. 


"Ah... Don't worry Ganos-san, | will show you how to perform your 
new duties. Xanna-sama has even given us matching uniforms for 
when Naruto-senpai molests us." Akitsu added with her usual 
monotone, adjusting the white schoolgirl shirt that looked as if it was 
about to rip in the attempt of containing her sizable chest. 


While the ascended woman struggled to make a system reboot and 
get her brain functioning again, Xanna turned towards her husband 
and asked a question. "Mr. Uzumaki, what did you think of my 
lecture?" 


"| think that if my academy instructors looked even a fraction as sexy 
as you do right now, I'd have failed the year more than just four 
times." Naruto admitted, giving his wife a full body leer. 


"Detention for making bad passes at a teacher Mr. Uzumaki, | expect 
you to serve it to the utmost of your ability ." She replied witha 
suggestively breathy tone, coincidentally pushing her chest out 
further. 


Akitsu's eyes crinkled in slight consternation, wanting to join in on 
the obvious fun that was brewing but unsure of how to do it while 
staying in character. Inspiration struck as she thought over what little 
she knew of school and its rules, causing her to make an ice cube in 
her hands and chuck it at the still silent Ganos. 


The ascended woman hissed in surprised pain the likes of which she 
hadn't felt for ten thousand years and clutched at her head. It didn't 
really hurt that bad, but it was yet another unwelcome reminder of 
her current circumstances. 

"Akitsu, detention along with Mr. Uzumaki." 


"Yay." 


Ganos Lal stared at the corpse that had her face. 


The trio of perverts had gone off on their own, no doubt to satisfy 
their carnal urges, apparently completely forgetting about her in the 
process. 


Once that had happened, she'd appeared on the other side of the 
planet, still dressed like a Japanese schoolgirl(not that she knew it, 


since that particular fetish was still some centuries off from being 
developed back on Earth). 


It hadn't been hard to leave the body and return to an ascended 
state, but being forced back into physical form against her will had 
been a jarring experience to say the least, as was looking at the 
puppet of flesh and bones with her face that was now splayed rather 
lewdly on the ground. 


Her mind no longer affected by biological factors, Ganos now 
realised that the whole thing had been just a very sick joke played on 
her, probably as retribution for holding them up in the first place. 


In the end, the only thing she had learned was that they were 
powerful beyond imagination to be so easily capable of reshaping 
reality, creating mindless human bodies and forcing ascended 
beings into them, all for the sake of some disgusting sexual humor. 
Which also meant that there really wasn't a damn thing that the 
Ascended could do about them in any sort of direct fashion, and they 
hadn't had too much ground to stand on with their suggestion that 
they should leave the less evolved races alone to begin with. 


Well, she had also learned that Naruto had apparently failed the 
same year four times in a row. Alteran education had long since 
abandoned such a teaching style, but she got the gist of it and it 
meant that someone with incomprehensible cosmic power had been 
the school dunce. 


A disturbing thought to be sure, especially as it also implied that he 
had been mortal once upon a time. 


Either way, she found herself surprisingly glad to be done with them 
and had no intention of repeating this experience, even if there were 
certain things said during that ‘lecture’ that she would have liked to 
inquire further about. It had as likely as not been just another joke 
and she doubted that answers would be forthcoming even if it 
wasn't. 


Well, there goes the first chapter again. 


In case anyone is wondering, the planet and star names have 
been shamelessly stolen from the game "Spore", which I played 
up to the space age for the exact purpose of doing so. Hurrah 
for that badass name generator. 


Do tell me what you think by way of the handy review gimmick 
that is located just under this blatantly review fishing message 
:P. 


Chapter 2 


Some people have been asking where the story stands as far as 
the timeline goes, but | won't give any precise dates, so as to 
give myself some leeway, but it is at least a few hundred years 
before the start of the series. 


The chapter is extra long, which is why it's taken me so long to 
update. That, and I've been busy playing Borderlands 2 on co- 
op with a friend. 


I'm in a hurry to get to work, so don't be surprised if there area 
few grammatical errors. I'll fix em when I get back :P. | hope you 
enjoy the chapter. 


Several weeks had passed since Naruto and Xanna's hostile 
takeover and things had more or less settled down. Or at least, that 
was their best estimate since the day on Erius was about twenty six 
hours and twenty minutes long... measuring time on a different 
planet was going to be a bitch. 


Both he and Xanna were rather flummoxed as to how the Elemental 
Nations had a twenty four hour day just like Earth, which was 
something they hadn't considered up till now. In the end they wrote it 
off as a coincidence, because the idea that one world was some kind 
of weird offshoot of the other simply made no sense. 


The human population of the planet had at first been terrified of 
them, fearing that their situation would worsen with the two scary 
looking horned people in charge, but much of that passed when they 
were told that they didn't have to work in the mines anymore. 


Their population had always been small, just shy of a 100,000 when 
Zeus had first come to put them back into slavery under the Goa'uld 
and their culture hadn't been able to develop much due to the ban on 


reading and writing that all Goa'uld enforced. Despite being free for 
centuries, that edict had lingered long after the Goa'uld had 
abandoned Erius. 


Zeus' arrival and subsequent ham handed changes had seen their 
population drop to a paltry 17,000 in the two hundred years that he'd 
been around. Forcing them to mine for naquadah, which they had 
absolutely no use for at their current level of development, utterly 
prevented any progress from being made and took manpower away 
from the much needed area of food production. In combination with 
poor hygiene this had caused far more death than all the direct killing 
that Zeus had done over the years. 


The Jaffa had been somewhat more problematic. Their lives under 
Zeus had actually been fairly good, so there had been a some 
grumbling when they had been commanded to help the humans with 
any kind of manual labor they might need, such as building homes 
and difficult bits of farming. Naruto couldn't bring himself to feel any 
sympathy for their scuffed pride. The small Jaffa garrison on this 
planet had been left to make sure that the slaves continued mining 
and they had lived easy, if boring, lives on account of that. 


Besides, it's not as if they had anything better to do and it would also 
help to fully integrate the humans and Jaffa so that they didn't 
consider themselves separate anymore. It's not as if the Jaffa were 
anything but a subspecies of Humanity anyway. 


The other thing he had done in making sure they didn't get any 
stupid ideas about rebellion was to invite them to kill him and when 
they inevitably failed, he started teaching them how to fight worth a 
damn. Slowly but surely, they were all starting to see him asa 
warrior to be respected, more than just a god to be feared. 


He hadn't been much impressed that most of their tactics seemed to 
consist of massed charges and reliance on overwhelming firepower. 
He wasn't sure if this was because there was no experienced Jaffa 
Master present to teach them better, or if this was fairly standard 
procedure for the Goa'uld. 


He certainly wouldn't put it past them. 'Charge! Run them down"! 
sounded very dramatic, but it usually resulted in humiliating defeat 
unless there was no chance of defeat in the first place. 


Or if the enemy was just as stupid with their tactics. 


The only real incident that had occurred since their takeover had 
been due to the small priesthood that Zeus had used to peddle his 
religion. The priestesses of the Goa'uld were usually unwed Jaffa 
women in high standing who took care of the newly spawned 
Goa'uld who weren't yet ready for an implantation into a Jaffa. There 
was also the occasional human priest or priestess among the Jaffa 
females... these were humans who had fully bought into the whole 
'Goa'uld divinity’ thing and served the purposes of convincing others 
of the same, as well as helping the Jaffa priestesses safeguard the 
larval Goa'uld. 


Naturally, they hadn't taken too well to the fact that he and Xanna 
were now in charge, or that Zeus and Hera were dead. 


Flashback no Jutsu! 


"Stand with me brothers and sisters! Stand with me and let us march 
against these pretenders so that our lord Zeus may rise again!" A 
human priest was saying, sticking to the age old tradition of being as 
loud as possible so as to seem more convincing. 


With him stood a small number of Jaffa priestesses, wearing some 
very skimpy priestly garb that revealed the 'X' shaped opening of 
their stomach pouches where immature Goa'uld were held. They 
were standing in front of the temple that Zeus had ordered built long 
ago. 


Before them stood a congregation of humans and Jaffa who believed 
what he was saying and actually wanted Zeus back despite the fact 
that their quality of life had actually improved quite a bit since the 
Goa'uld had been know, the gullible ones. 


From nearby, Te'lok observed with a worried frown. Seeing Zeus get 
his head pulped had rather disabused him of the notion that his 
former master would be coming back, so he did not have any 
religious fervor to soothe his worry. 


lord Naruto and Lady Xanna had proven themselves to be 
remarkably even tempered and merciful, but he wouldn't soon forget 
the cruel smirk on the horned man's face as he crushed the 
symbiote's skull between his fingers or their casual talk of keeping 
the Goa'uld as pets to see how long it took them to resort to 
cannibalism. That smirk was the reason why he was anxious of their 
reaction to this gathering. 


They had already had him tell the priesthood to disband, but they 
wouldn't listen and he was hesitant to turn his weapon on them. Both 
because he didn't want to kill the Jaffa women(the human priest he 
didn't much care about, as the man was quite irritating) and because 
he was outnumbered. 


"I could swear that we had you tell these people to disband." A 
rumbling voice said mildly, causing Te'lok to freeze in fright. 


"They refuse to listen my lord, citing that you are impostors or 
demons and need to be driven out." Te'lok managed to say once 
he'd calmed down his racing heart. 


"It's the horns isn't it?" Xanna asked flatly from Te'lok’s other side, 
nearly giving him another heart attack. 


"What?" The Jaffa asked, confused and somewhat frightened by her 
flat tone. 


"They think we're demons because of the horns." She elaborated. 
"Among other things yes." 


"Figures." Naruto grumbled and turned towards the ranting human 
priest. "Hey, old guy!" 


"It is the demons! Attack brothers!" The man cried. While not 
technically in charge of the priesthood, he did tend to be the loudest 
and he'd gotten the crowd fired up enough that they did as he said. 
Additionally, he'd been a member of Zeus' priesthood for a long time 
and had amassed quite a bit of favor with the Goa'uld due to his 
zealotry, in spite of the fact that Goa'uld tend to think of humans as 
inferior creatures. They tended to think of everyone but themselves 
as inferior creatures anyway. 


Telok winced at the brutally one sided ass kicking that the attackers 
received and felt relieved that they were at least left alive. He 
doubted that they would still be breathing if the horned man was truly 
upset. 


Naruto approached one of the Jaffa priestesses and addressed her. 
"Zeus isn't coming back, go home and think about what you want to 
do with your life." 


"LIES, HE WI-" The ranting priest was cut off by a backhand that 
sent him spinning into the walls of the temple. 


Naruto made a mental note to keep an eye on that one and have him 
killed if necessary. Nothing was more annoying than someone that 
had their verbal caps lock pressed all the time. 


"My life is dedicated to the service of my lord Zeus. He will rise again 
and destroy you for your insolence." She said tremulously, clearly 
afraid of him but unwilling to back down. 


Naruto bit his lip to keep from making a crack about was really going 
to rise in response to her skimpy outfit. Now was seriously not the 
time. He managed to restrain himself, barely. 


He also saw that she wasn't going to be convinced by words alone, 
so he placed his hand over her pouch opening in preparation. 


The priestess clenched her eyes shut, expecting those claws to be 
plunged into her pouch and kill the larval Goa'uld she carried, 


poisoning her and causing her to die in agony. Such a death was 
often given to traitors or those who greatly offended the gods and 
she had feared that it would happen to her for daring to stand 
against the newcomers, but she did not regret staying true to her 
faith. 


Just as she had been praying to Zeus to see her soul safely to the 
other side, a feeling of warmth spread from her abdomen, suffusing 
her whole body. 


Blinking in confusion, she saw that the horned man had already 
turned away and was now giving the outer supporting pillar of the 
temple a constemplating look. 


Glancing down at her stomach, she let out a surprised gasp at the 
sight of her unblemished skin. No X shaped cut, no symbiote pouch 
and more distressingly, she couldn't feel the larval Goa'uld she 
carried anymore either. 


Her head snapped back towards the temple when she heard the 
cracking of stone and watched in shock as Naruto tore it apart with 
his bare hands. 


"Perhaps this will convince you that these worms are not gods." 
Xanna said from the other side and standing next to her was the 
container full of fluid that held the immature symbiotes who weren't 
yet ready for implantation into a Jaffa. 


There were many cries of shock as black flames burst into life under 
it and a webwork of chains further out prevented any approach. 


"If they are truly gods, they will escape and if they are not.....they will 
boil." The horned woman said indifferently and walked away. 


Normally, Naruto would have objected to the killing of children, which 
these larval Goa'uld technically were, but their genetic memory 
precluded the chance of them being born innocent. Thanks to that, 
they inherited the combined evil and insanity of all their ancestors. In 


light of that, they were never innocent and Naruto had no 
compuction leaving them to be boiled alive. 


While his wife had been setting up her little show, Naruto had 
repeated his process of healing away the symbiote pouches of the 
other three priestesses, not bothering to remove the Goa'uld first 
he'd been planning to merely dissolve them, but he'd found a much 
more useful thing to do with them. 


After that he left as well, taking Te'lok with him and telling him that 
he'd found a way to let the Jaffa keep much of their enhanced 
abilities without the need for having a Goa'uld in their gut. 


Flashback no Jutsu: Kal! 


Naturally, all of those larval Goa'uld had boiled to death, even though 
a few stubborn souls had tried to save them. 


Things had been more or less quiet since that day. 


The annoyingly loud human priest had continued trying to get people 
to rebel until he'd slipped on the stairs in his home and broken his 
neck. A tragic accident to be sure. 


More and more Jaffa were becoming convinced to agree to having 
the same thing done to them as had been done to the three 
priestesses, now that they were assured that they wouldn't be losing 
the good health and longevity that the Prim'tah granted them. 


It had also silenced the dissidents who still believed that Zeus was a 
god and would one day return when he'd showed a few of the Jaffa 
how to use the kara kesh hand device since they now had naquadah 
in their blood. 


They were quite clumsy with it, but the fact that they could use it put 
a lot of doubt in their minds over the supposed divinity of the 
Goa'uld. 


Naruto personally doubted that the changes he'd made to their 
bodies by using the Goa'uld they'd once carried would transfer to 
their children, but it might happen. He wasn't a geneticist and had no 
idea whether their kids would be born Jaffa, human or whatever he'd 
just turned them into. All he'd basically done was mash the Goa'uld 
together with their own bodies without making changes to their 
genome. Not exactly a procedure one would expect to be survivable, 
but he was a god so fuck logic. 


None of that was currently on Naruto's mind however, because he 
was fiddling with Zeus' hand device to kill time instead. 


It was a bit of a tight fit on him, since his hands, fingers and forearms 
were a good deal larger, making the ribbon like golden wrapping a bit 
strained around his forearm, but it still fit. The bigger problem were 
the caps that were supposed to fit over the fingers. For one thing, 
he'd needed to put the claws away to even attempt getting them on 
and they still only barely fit. 


The kara kesh was one of the few technologies of the Goa'uld that 
was at least passably impressive. It could throw out a wave of force, 
generate a personal energy shield and torturously slowly kill a single 
individual. For such a small thing it had quite a bit of utility, all without 
taking away the use of the left hand of its wearer. 


Its most impressive feature however was the cognitive interface that 
allowed it to be activated mentally. It wasn't a particularly 
sophisticated one, responding more to willpower than actual 
thoughts, but it was impressive nonetheless. 


Normally, the kara kesh required its user to have naquadah in their 
bloodstream to power it, but Naruto was easily capable of generating 
the energy to activate it, as well as forcing the device to respond to 
his will. 


On a whim, he decided to use it and see what happened if he 
overpowered it. 


The red-orange emmiter jewel in the palm of the device glowed as it 
let out a wave of force far more powerful than it was designed for, 
after which it exploded. Had he been a normal man, such a thing 
might have cost him his hand, as it was he merely stared at the 
shattered jewel for a moment and then shrugged. 


Next, he turned to look at the wall at which he'd aimed the device 
and grinned sheepishly. It was hardly the first wall that he or Xanna 
had knocked down during their redecorating of the palace, but it was 
the first accidental one. 


"Didn't like that wall anyway." He muttered to himself. "It's like the 
baby version of a Shinra Tensei." 


He was suddenly assaulted by the mental image of a Goa'uld going 
around saying ‘Shinra Tensei!’ and 'Know Pain! while blasting people 
with this thing, making him wonder if there was some kind of 
relationship between being able to throw people through the air with 
waves of force fired from the palm and delusions of godhood. Also, 
the Goa'uld could make their hosts eyes glow, while Pain/Nagato 
had the Rinnegan. 


Maybe the Rinnegan wielder had been a Goa'uld? 


Shaking his head to clear it of the idiotic thought, Naruto muttered to 
himself again. "Too much dimension hopping." 


Deciding to fiddle with something else, he reached for the hand held 
healing device, when the voice of his wife intruded upon his 
tinkering. 

"Husband, what are you doing?" 


"Fiddling." 


"To what end? You know that this fledgeling empire of ours doesn't 
have the technological base to do anything with those toys yet." 


"Because I'm friggin bored!" He said, throwing his hands up in 
exasperation. "The only thing we've really done in the past few 
weeks since boiling those Goa'uld babies alive was tell people to 
wash more thoroughly and | spend my mornings teaching sweaty 
men how to beat the crap out of each other better. | need to do 
something." 


"Then how about you come do me while Akitsu does you?" Xanna 
suggested, nibbling lightly on his ear. 


Naruto shivered and felt himself responding to the suggestion, but he 
still forced his mind back on track. "Your attempts at distracting me 
are.....100% effective, but I'm still feeling rather superfluous as a 
leader if I'm just redecorating the palace." He finished, waving at the 
wall he'd collapsed earlier. 


He couldn't really bring himself to seriously call himself an Emperor 
at the moment, since they ruled the equivalent of a large town at the 
very best. 


Xanna hummed and leaned her chin on his shoulder, staring down at 
the pieces of a dissembled Ma'tok plasma staff weapon. Before 
moving on to the kara kesh, Naruto had appparently been 
scrutinizing the power source of the staff, which was a small liquid 
naquadah energy cell. Very efficient, and it looked vaguely like 
glowing green gatorade. 


Xanna wouldn't have been surprised if her idiot husband had 
eventually decided to drink it ‘just to see what happened’. Of course, 
nothing much would happen due to his godhood, but he'd have 
probably done it anyway. 


Aside from the staff was also the healing device which he had been 
about to reach for and the overly elaborate device that Hera had 
worn wrapped around her stomach. It had a similar, though larger, 
jewel as the hand device, but with a very different purpose in mind. 


A rather nasty thing that was, used for a quick and dirty 
transformation of a regular human into a Jaffa, by way of creating a 
symbiote pouch on the stomach. Such a Jaffa wouldn't have the 
same strength or endurance of a regular one, but over time the 
hormones and various chemicals that the Goa'uld would secrete 
from its skin would work to give that human a considerable physical 
boost as they were absorbed through the slimy walls of the symbiote 
pouch, all at the low, low price of their immune system, which would 
be supplanted by the symbiote's healing abiliy. Xanna had to wonder 
if any of the Jaffa ever thought about the fact that they owed their 
enhanced abilities to what was basically Goa'uld shit. 


Probably not. That would require some education. 


"People generally do not react well to sudden changes, especially 
those on which they have no influence. We needed to give them time 
to adapt to the fact that we will rule from now on, as well as to our 
appearance." She finally said. 


"Yeah | know, but still-" He started to say, but was interrupted. 


"However, | think that enough time has passed that we can begin 
directing progress." 


"You mean teaching them to read and write?" Naruto asked. 
"Indeed." She confirmed. 


They had talked about this earlier and eventually decided with some 
reluctance that English would likely be the best choice, as it was the 
simplest language they knew. Both of them were rather fond of 
Japanese, but the Japanese alphabet was far too complex to be 
practical when there were simpler alternatives available. They could 
have started teaching Japanese with the English alphabet, but that 
would be silly and kind of miss the point of using Japanese in the 
first place. 


Neither one of them even considered keeping the Goa'uld language 
around, it was just too stupid. 


"We never did decide who we were going to teach so that they can 
pass it on though." Naruto pointed out. 


"Indeed, but there was one group of people that we overlooked in 
our original discussion because they hadn't showed up yet." Xanna 
said with some smugness at his puzzled face. 


Naruto scratched at his face and tried to think of what group of 
people they could have possibly overlooked. It wasn't as if there 
were many of them really. Since Zeus had forced most of the men 
into mining for naquadah, that left the women and children to work 
the farms and grow food. Any other pursuits had been abandoned 
due to the need for survival and it would take a little while before 
people started working more specialised crafts again. 


Now that the men had returned home, they had taken up the farming 
again and with the way that he had forced food production to be a 
joint venture between Jaffa and humans, it looked as if there would 
be plenty enough food for everyone in the future. 


"Not all of the women working the farms had husbands Naruto and 
few of those had farms of their own." Xanna hinted. 


"Ah, | see." He said in realisation. "The prostitutes." 


Prostitution had been a fact of life pretty much everywhere that 
Naruto had ever been and it had been a fact of life throughout history 
as well. Since most societies were male dominated due to the need 
for hard labor, which included the one they'd just taken over, a 
certain number of single women inevitably found themselves ina 
position where they had no choice but to sell their bodies in 
exchange for money, or trade them for food and shelter if there was 
no monetary system in place. 


17,000 people was plenty enough of a population that it produced 
women who had no one to help them and couldn't survive in any 
other way. 


"There are none quite yet, but | do not doubt that prostitution will 
indeed appear soon." Xanna confirmed. "While you are teaching 
them to read and write as well as basic mathemathics, | will be 
teaching the farmers better farming techniques, the current ones will 
be woefully inadequate once the population expands." 


"Don't be too hard on them now." He snickered, imagining his wife 
losing patience with some sceptical farmer who thought he knew 
better, because that was how his daddy did it and his daddy's daddy 
and his daddy before him. 


Though he supposed that would be 'mommy’, since it had been the 
women working the fields for nearly two centuries now. Two 
centuries by the standards of Earth in any case, since they still had 
no idea how long a year on Erius was.....measuring time was going 
to be a bitch. 


"That will depend on how quickly they start listening to me." 


Naruto snickered some more and got off his chair with a stretch. 
"Well, | guess I'm going to find me some whores.". 


He always did like prostitutes, even if he didn't like their proffession. 


"They're not prostitutes yet Naruto, just women who will soon have 
no other recourse." 


"Close enough." 


"And send some Jaffa to do it. You're an Emperor now, you have 
people for these kinds of things." 


"Blasphemy! What kind of man doesn't even pick up his own 
whores?" 


"Firstly, the kind that has other people to do it for him and secondly, 
do you really want to start rumors about how you collected a group 
of women, took them to the palace and ate them?" 


"That sounds awesome!"Naruto exclaimed and then leered. "Maybe | 
really will-" 


"Finish that far-too-obvious innuendo and you won't get to eat me or 
Akitsu for the next two days." Xanna cut him off, smirking. 


"That's way too long!" He protested, aghast. 


"Indeed it is, but | am willing to make this sacrifice if it keeps you at 
least semi-amusing." She said magnanimously. 


"| so totally am amusing." Naruto sulked. 


Xanna's eye twitched, knowing that he had just used the speech 
pattern one might expect to hear from a ditzy cheerleader because 
he knew it annoyed her. Honestly, she'd made one crack about how 
he looked like a dumb, blonde valley girl because of his hair and he 
takes it as an invitation to act like it occasionally. 


"But really, ate them? Why would people think that?" 


"Take a look at your teeth in a mirror and then consider the reality 
distorting powers of gossip." 


"Good point." He conceded wryly. "Still not sure why | should care 
though." 


Xanna suppressed an eyeroll at how obtuse he was being. It wasn't 
that she cared for anyone else's opinion either, but there was no 
need to cause problems when they could be so easily avoided. 


"Because husband....." She whispered, leaning closer to him. 
"a... l'm telling you to." 


With a growl, Naruto grabbed her and slammed her back first onto 
the table where his little tinkering projects were, sending them 
skittering to the floor. 


"Weren't you going to ‘pick up some whores'?" She purred into his 
ear but used her legs to pull him closer. 


" Later. " He growled so deeply as to be barely understandable, 
already naked and pushing inside her. 


Xanna shivered in pleasure at his tone, having always liked how his 
unique Senjutsu had changed his voice. She let out a rumbling moan 
of her own and clenched her pelvic muscles hard enough to bend 
steel as he entered her fully. 


Yes indeed, farmers and almost-prostitutes could wait. 


In the end, Naruto had been persuaded to send Te'lok and a few 
other Jaffa to around town to give anyone that seemed to be down 
on their luck an offer of employment. 


Just as Xanna had predicted, the vast majority of these were indeed 
women. The current society being what it was, if you didn't have big 
enough muscles, then chances were that there wasn't going to be 
much for you to do. Before his arrival, they had been working on 
farms that didn't need them anymore and they had nobody else to 
either work for or take care of them. A few of them had even worked 
in the mines and had even less. 


Mixed in with the women were a few men who had worked in the 
mines their entire lives and had no other skills, no family and 
absolutely nothing to do. 


Allin all a group numbering twenty five had showed up. While Naruto 
figured that there were more of them that had been too wary to step 
up, it was still a surprisingly small number. If nothing else, being 


oppressed by a Goa'uld got people to take care of each other, with 
these being the few exceptions. 


Perhaps the most surprising addition to the group were the four 
priestesses who had been the first to have the whole 'mash up the 
Goa'uld with your body' thing done to them. From what he'd heard 
over the past weeks, they'd been floating about from one Jaffa 
household to another and basically living on charity because he and 
Xanna had put a stop to any silly tributes being given to the temple. 


As opposed to the rather dirty and disheveled appearance of the 
others, the four of them looked much better, being clean and wearing 
the same skimpy priestess outfits as the last time he'd seen them. 


"Well | certainly didn't expect to see you here." He commented, 
looking at the four Jaffa women. "What's your name and what can | 
do for you?" 


The former priestess took a deep breath, kneeled and spoke. "I am 
Mara my lord and we are here to pledge our allegiance to you." 


The past few weeks had been difficult for the four of them. Without 
the tributes given to the temple, they had nothing to live on and had 
been forced to rely on the generosity of their fellow Jaffa. At first, it 
hadn't been too difficult to find a few who still supported Zeus, but 
those numbers had dwindled by the day until none were left. 


With the evidence mounting that Zeus would not be returning and 
that his godhood was not what he'd claimed it to be, they were 
forced to re-evaluate their beliefs. They couldn't even decry the 
newcomers as evil tyrants because they had only done things that 
helped the community. True, more than one warrior had grumbled 
over being forced to do manual labor because they felt that it 
diminished them somehow, but they did it anyway and it was starting 
to show. The city, Hesa as the humans called it, while still looking 
rather haphazard, was visibly improving. 


Eventually, their convinctions in the divinity of Zeus had been shaken 
and collapsed, leaving them adrift and without purpose, so they had 
come together and decided to convert over to these new gods. They 
looked terrifying, but they did seem to have good intentions and they 
didn't as of yet have any priests or priestesses of their own. Perhaps 
they could fulfill that role for them. 


Seeing the four priestesses kneeling quickly got the humans present 
to do the same, long years of conditioning telling them that failure to 
do so would be met with a Jaffa guard smacking you across the 
knees from behind at the very least. 


Naruto rolled his eyes and sighed in exasperation at all the kneeling. 
He would have been more impressed if they tried to slug him across 
the face, but he knew that wasn't likely to happen any time soon. 
"Don't do that. Seriously, get up, | didn't ask you to be here because | 
had the urge to see someone grovel." 


Many confused glances were exchanged as the group got on their 
feet. Zeus had so far been the only authority figure that any of them 
had ever known and he'd always demanded that people kneel in his 
presence, so encountering someone that was apparently annoyed 
by it was more than a little confusing. 


"I'll just get right to the point." Naruto said, wanting to avoid any more 
displays like that one and being far more comfortable when someone 
was trying to stab him. Why was he doing this Emperor thing again? 
Oh right, because he had to go and adopt a bunch of little cuties who 
just so happened to need it.....and because his wife had decided 
that they were going to do it. "I'm going to teach you all how to read 
and write." 


"But it is forbidden!" One of the other priestesses protested 
instinctually. 


"Not anymore it isn't." He replied flippantly. "In fact, I'm hoping to 
make it mandatory for everyone within a year." 


Hopefully a year was at least a vaguely similarly long time on Erius 
as it was on Earth, otherwise he might have just said something very 
dumb. 


"What about us my lord?" Mara asked. 


"What about you?" Naruto asked back quizzically. "I'm not going to 
force you to learn if you don't want to, but keep in mind that 
eventually, | will require that everyone knows how to read and write 
and more besides." 


"But will you not give us instructions on how to spread worship of 
you and Lady Xanna to the people?" She asked, just as puzzled as 
him. 


"Don't be ridiculous." Naruto chuckled, finally understanding what the 
whole thing was about. "They can decide that for themselves." 


"But what if they reject you or refuse to believe in your divinity?" 
Mara asked in shocked bafflement. 


The humans present were just as shocked, albeit for slightly different 
reasons. 


"They can believe that I'm a moose for all | care, it's not like it would 
change the truth." He shrugged. 


"What is a moose?" She asked in puzzlement. 


"A large, hairy, four legged, plant eating animal with very big antlers." 
He explained. "You don't have those on this planet?" 


"Not that | know of my lord." The former priestess replied a bit 
numbly, unable to quite process the idea of a god that didn't care 
whether the people he ruled compared him to an animal. Under 
Zeus, such a thing would have been punished with a torturous 
execution. 


"Crap, now I need to find a new horned animal." Naruto muttered to 
himself. And he'd gotten so fond of the moose comparison too. 


"How about goats, are there goats?" 


Some months had passed since the day that Naruto had taken up 
teaching a group of humans and four Jaffa women the basics of 
education. At least, that was his best guess. Being on another planet 
was playing merry hell with his sense of time and he just knew that it 
was going to keep doing that for a while. 


Xanna found his preoccupation with that issue endlessly amusing. 
She of course had long since waved the whole thing off as 
unimportant, deeming herself far too old to be bothered about such 
things. He knew she was right, that it wasn't important, but it still 
bugged him. 


Either way, since then he'd taught them the English alphabet, basic 
math, the metric system of measurement, basic scientific reasoning, 
as well as started them on the English language itself. They were 
picking things up fairly quickly, though he was cheating a bit with the 
language and sort of mentally 'massaging' it into them to speed it up. 
He really wanted to switch away from Goa'uld as soon as possible, 
not to mention that many of the humans spoke some derivative of 
Ancient Greek instead of Goa'uld. 


Wouldn't it be convenient if the whole Universe spoke English? 


Unsurprisingly, once it had gone around that his students were 
getting free meals, could use the extra large baths and could explore 
the palace if they really wanted to(something that his wife had not 
been too pleased about), his 'class' had expanded considerably. 
Enough that he'd knocked down some more walls to have a big 
enough room for them all. 


He knew perfectly well that many of those coming over were doing it 
only for the perks, but it didn't matter since they were still learning 


and the more people he could educate now, the faster it would 
spread and the faster they could stop being so freaking primitive and 
therefore boring . There were even some Jaffa getting in on it, 
though not very many. 


Still, he was intending to order that a school be built soon and 
making attendance mandatory for all children under a certain age. 
Mara and the other three former priestesses at least had the 
makings of decent teachers, being used to public speaking and the 
dissemination of information. 


In a move that surprised him and caused him to feel the unfamiliar- 
but-very-unlikeable feeling of guilt, Akitsu had asked if he could 
teach her too, causing him to remember that she had only ever been 
taught the very basics of....anything really. So he'd set some more 
time aside to teach her too, or else had a clone teach the others 
while he taught her since she didn't like crowds. She was smart, 
picked things up fast and having lived in Japan during the year 2020 
had caused her to pick up a lot of small bits that let her progress 
faster than the others. 


Xanna sometimes joined him for Akitsu's lessons or outright took 
over. He'd once asked her if she'd like to take over teaching the 
others too sometimes, only to get a flat stare in return, as if she 
couldn't believe he'd just asked that. One of these days he was 
going to mellow her out enough that she was going to be willing to 
tolerate the presence of regular humans for longer than ten or twenty 
minutes. 


But it would not be this day....and possibly not this century either. 


He was starting to see why her previous two attempts at ruling had 

failed so spectacularly though. It was hard to rule over a population 

that you actively disliked, especially if you had a volcanically volatile 
temper. 


Things were progressing as well as one might imagine, more and 
more people were becoming literate and they had already started 


making paper and writing utensils available. At the moment it was 
still just a feather of some bird and an ink bottle, but he couldn't very 
well start introducing them to ball point pens. 


Well he could, but Xanna had firmly vetoed that idea, saying that she 
didn't want to skip ahead, so he had done it the old fashioned way 
after his wife had tossed him a book about how ink was produced in 
ancient civilizations, apparently having expected the issue. 


Naruto got the distinct feeling that she saw the whole thing as a very 
long term game and wanted to limit ‘cheating’ (read: use of divine 
power to sidestep problems), to a minimum. She'd even told him that 
displays like the one with the boiling Goa'uld were to be avoided in 
the future and if they use their power, it was to be as subtle as 
possible... just enough to keep people from forgetting what they 
were. 


She even had a very good argument that he actually agreed with, 
but he still didn't like it. Yes, the more they used their power to help 
people and make their lives easier, the more they would come to rely 
on that instead of doing anything for themselves. If they kept on 
doing everything for the people with their power, then they'd end up 
supporting the entire society, and it would collapse into shambles the 
moment they stopped. 


A good, solid, indisputable argument. Naruto was still sure that she 
just didn't want her fun spoiled. 


But that didn't make him any less restless and bored. The whole 
teaching thing had settled into a routine and he'd soon ask the three 
former priestesses if they could start taking students of their own. 


The town of Hesa was starting to look a lot more respectable 

nowadays. With plenty of food, shelter, enough free time and their 
residual fear of him and Xanna having dissipated completely when 
‘the other shoe' never showed up, people did what came naturally. 


They fucked like rabbits. 


This of course led to there being a great many pregnant women 
around, since the concept of birth control didn't exist here, but with a 
base population of just over 17,000 it was going to take a long ass 
fucking time for that number to climb into the millions, much less the 
billions. Even longer since he'd changed the definition of ‘adult 
woman' from ‘when she gets her first period' to '18 years old’. 


Or his best guess at 18 at any rate. Really, he'd just grabbed a girl 
that looked to be in her late teens and said 'kids stop being kids 
when they're as old as her’. Fortunately, he was a master at 
guessing women's ages just by looking at them. 


Wouldn't it have been convenient if the whole Universe measured 
time the same way as Earth? Sure would save him a lot of head 
scratching. 


All this and more went through his thoughts as he lay in bed with 
Xanna and Akitsu, idly drawing circles on their backs. 


"If you are so bored, then take some Jaffa through the stargate to 
another Goa'uld controlled planet and abduct the human population." 
Xanna murmured languidly into his neck. "It would help to widen our 
rather limited gene pool at least. But take no more than five 
thousand, as we lack the food surplus to take in any more than that." 


Even five thousand was a fairly generous estimate and they would 
likely have to cheat a bit by multiplying the food stores when people 
weren't looking. 


Naruto stopped his circle drawing as he thought of the idea, getting a 
displeased mewl from Akitsu and a growl from Xanna, causing him 
to restart it. "That's a great idea. We get to speed up our population 
growth, the presence of multiple different languages is going to force 
people into switching over to English sooner and we put some 
variety into the gene pool as you said." 


"Just make sure you don't leave any traces that the Goa'uld could 
use to track us back here, that would be annoying." 


Naruto huffed a bit irritably at that. "It still seems kind of ridiculous 
that we're skulking around like this when we could effortlessly kill 
them all right now." 


"You took your sweet time with your little sisters, | want us to take 
our sweet time with the building of our empire." She countered. 


"Doesn't seem like quite the same thing." He grumbled. "This is 
going to take centuries." 


"Do tell what other pressing business you have?" 


He couldn't argue with that, even if he wanted to. There really was 
nothing else that he had to do, he was just being impatient and he 
missed having the Sekirei around. There was nothing else for it 
though, he didn't want to bring them out into a time where they 
wouldn't even have a modern toilet, much less the various 
amusements that they had gotten so used to on Earth. Not to 
mention that many of them were still quite hung up on finding their 
‘destined one' and the current selection was rather lacking. 


Kusano was going to hate him so much when he kept scaring off her 
boyfriends(or girlfriends) because they weren't good enough. He 
could hardly wait. 


A hand gently fondling his testicles distracted him from his glum 
thoughts of how long it was going to be before would be able to let 
the Sekirei out of temporal stasis and he looked down at Akitsu with 
a raised eyebrow. 


"| thought you were tired?" 


"Ah...." Her habitual pause before finishing her sentences was 
interrupted by a yawn. "... no." 


"You little liar." Naruto chuckled. 


Akitsu pouted a bit and then looked at him with a far too innocent 
puzzled look. "Master can't get it up?" 


Xanna burst out laughing and rolled off him, laughing even harder 
when he gave her a sour look. 


"Yeah yeah, laugh it up." He grumbled, but couldn't quite keep down 
a grin. It had been a good joke. 


"Well husband, that sounds like a challenge to me or else I've never 
heard a challenge before." Xanna said with a final few chuckles. 


"It's okay if you can't." Akitsu offered before he could respond, 
causing another bout of laughter to erupt from the horned woman on 
his other side. 


"That cheek of yours is getting out of control." He commented before 
spinning the Ice Sekirei around and demonstrating that he had no 
problems like the ones she'd implied. 


It was just over two weeks after being falsely accused of impotence 
that Naruto had the right target picked out. He'd needed to slog 
through the disaster that the Goa'uld called an operating system on 
the Ha'tak mothership that Zeus had ever so generously donated to 
them and then prepare once he had a target picked out. 


Don't get him wrong, he was seriously impressed with how idiot 
proof the thing was. He'd tried using an Apple made computer once 
and come to the conclusion that it was a fairly simple thing once you 
got the hang of it, but the Goa'uld computer put that to shame. All 
you needed was to know the language and a very basic 
understanding of how the tech functioned to work it. 


The problem was that he wasn't trying to fly the ugly fucking thing, 
he was trying to get information out of it, which turned out to be a bit 
harder because it was disorganized as shit. 


Not a lot harder admittedly, since the Goa'uld had apparently never 
heard of things such as 'passwords’, ‘firewalls’, ‘encryption’ or 
anything else that might even remotely be called computer security. 
They just sort of assumed that nobody would ever try or even think 
of hacking their systems, so the only difficulty was actually finding 
the list of gate addresses and planetary descriptions and then 
picking the right one. 


To be fair, other Goa'uld apparently didn't think of it, but Naruto 
resolved to make them bitterly regret that oversight once they finally 
started a war against them. 


But that was far into the future, now it was time to launch a raiding 
party. 


The planet in question was called Saral and it was provisionally ruled 
by the Goa'uld Banaded. Provisionally, because Banaded was an 
underling of Ra for all intents and purposes. He'd apparently tried to 
establish his own domain at some point, only to fail miserably and 
ended up asking the Supreme System Lord for protection. 


Nowadays, he was technically an independent Planet Lord allied 
with Ra, but in practice he was just another underling. 


"Alright men, you know the plan." Naruto spoke as he paced in front 
of the assembled Jaffa, a force of a mere sixty warriors. "This 
Banana guy isn't expecting us and he apparently hasn't been 
involved in any fighting for centuries, so we're going to just walk right 
in like a bunch of badasses and take over. Any questions?" 


"What if they fire upon us immediately when we step through the 
gate my lord?" Te'lok stepped forward and asked, having gotten 
used to the fact that he could speak his mind over such concerns 
without fear of reprisal by now. 


"Then we screw the plan and storm the walls." Naruto stated airily. 
"But don't worry, | don't expect anything of the sort to happen." 


The Jaffa nodded and stepped back, most of his worries allayed. He 
was still worried about being cut down as soon as they stepped 
through the stargate, but Naruto seemed confident that it wouldn't 
happen. 


Then again, Naruto was never anything less than confident, so it was 
hard to judge whether he was really certain of success or if he just 
didn't contemplate failure. 


There was one other issue that his fellow Jaffa had asked him to 
raise with their new god though. "My lord, though your plan is quite 
cunning, we cannot help but feel that it is... dishonorable... to attack 
Banaded in such a manner." 


"Honor is all well and good for regulating your personal behavior, but 
trying to apply honor to warfare is the domain of the stupid and the 
dead." Naruto stated firmly before continuing in a lighter tone of 
voice. "Since you aren't dead and you don't strike me as stupid, I'm 
sure you'll see the wisdom of using some subterfuge." 


"Yes my lord." Te'lok agreed, though his voice was still somewhat 
dubious, as were the expressions of more than one of his fellow 
Jaffa. Cunning battlefield tactics and stratagems was one thing, this 
outright duplicity was quite another though and they couldn't help 
being leery of it. 


Another Jaffa stepped forward before Te'lok could consider the issue 
much further, bringing forth another question. "My lord, what is a 
banana?" 


"It's a delicious, curved yellow fruit wrapped in an easy to remove 
peel that turns yellow and starts developing brown spots when it 
ripens." Naruto lectured patiently. He had encouraged them to ask 
questions after all. 


"And what is a...'bad ass'? Why would we walk into enemy territory 
like bad donkeys?" 


Naruto pursed his lips at that one and resisted the urge to facepalm. 
Not a single banana or moose to be found, yet of course there were 
donkeys, horses, sheep, chickens, oxen and other such shit 
applenty. He and Xanna were actually having to steal certain fruits 
from other dimensions for their smoothies or outright create them 
themselves, all the while resisting the urge to introduce foreign flora 
to Erius' ecosystem for the sake of convenience. 


"It's a way of describing someone that is distinctly tough or powerful 
and has nothing at all to do with donkeys." He finally said, choosing 
to oversimplify something that they couldn't possibly understand 
without some exposure to late 20th or early 21st century Earth. 


The Jaffa nodded, satisfied with the explanation. It wasn't the first 
time that their new leader had said something that made no sense 
whatsoever and they'd gotten used to that particular quirk. It made 
him hard to understand at times, but the martial arts training and 
combat drills he put them through had them regarding him with the 
respect they would have given to a venerable Jaffa Master by now, 
so a few quirks were easily dismissed eccentricies. 


This latest plan to attack Saral being a perfect example of said 
eccentricies. 


Usually, when a Goa'uld planned an attack, it was done with ships 
and armies and nobody would have been mad enough to attack a 
place like Saral, which was a trade planet deep in Ra's territory. No 
mothership could possibly hope to reach it undetected and no army 
of sufficient size could come through the stargate fast enough to 
overwhelm the defenses before Ra's ships arrived to reinforce the 
defenders and blast the invaders to dust from orbit. 


Additionally, there was nothing on Saral that would be worth making 
such a risky assault. 


But Naruto had no intention of being so obvious even if he could 
easily overwhelm the defenses all by himself. He could easily 
overwhelm the entire Goa'uld Hegemony all by himself for that 


matter, but Xanna had nixed that idea before it could even properly 
form. Besides, it wouldn't have helped much anyway, since his goal 
was to create a civilization for his newly adopted little sister where 
they could be safe and happy and the Galaxy was in general terms, 
a shithole. 


Oh sure, there were planets out there that weren't Goa'uld 
dominated and fairly advanced, but he'd just be back to square one 
of needing to conquer them first and that would cause more 
problems than it would solve. The thought of simply trusting them to 
be decent and not try to exploit the Sekirei never even entered his 
mind. 


So here he was, standing in front of sixty Jaffa who now had the 
spiral marking of the UZumaki clan on their foreheads and he was 
going to be introduced as 'Uzu, the Great and Powerful’ who had 
come to trade with Banaded. 


Naruto had snickered quite heavily as he'd given them those 
instructions, remembering the super idiots from two dimensions ago 
and the cruel prank he'd played on them. Good times. 


The Jaffa were quite confused by his mirth, as they thought that the 
name sounded rather impressive. Additionally, having the symbol of 
their god on their forehead was almost comfortingly familiar, even if it 
was only temporary. Yes, Naruto had already talked them through 
the idea that the Goa'uld branded their warriors like this to instill a 
sense of ownership, but at the end of the day it had been all they'd 
ever known and adjusting to new things took time. 


Banaded was an old Goa'uld, old enough to have been on Tau'ri 
before Ra had banished them all from the first world. He had been a 
minor Goa'uld then and had carved a small niche for himself as a 
ram-god, which was the symbol that his Jaffa still carried. 


He was actually still a minor Goa'uld, but unlike in his younger days 
when he had thirsted for a higher position, he had now made peace 


with the fact that he would always be a minor Goa'uld. Once, long 
ago, he had managed to acquire a Queen and aspired to rise to the 
rank of System Lord. 


Those aspirations came crashing down when he found himself 
severely outmatched in military cunning by his rivals and unable to 
keep the ambitions of his underlings in check. His Queen had 
betrayed him in exchange for a better position with a rival and 
eventually been killed by rivals of her own, while his own forces had 
suffered crippling loses, forcing him to beg for the protection of the 
Supreme System Lord. 


Ra had agreed and placed him as the Planet Lord of some forsaken 
backwater, with a contingent of his personal Jaffa keeping an eye 
him in case of treachery. 


Banaded had seethed at the humiliation of it for some time before 
calming down and accepting his new position and eventually 
discovering that he was actually content with being a minor Goa'uld 
in service to a more powerful one. 


Ra had eventually noticed the shift, as well as his skill in planetary 
administration and assigned him to the governance of Saral, which 
was a minor trade planet generally dealing in domestic slaves, crafts 
slaves, pleasure slaves, clothing materials and foodstuff, mostly 
various grains. Ra had also pulled back his own Jaffa and allowed 
Banaded to use his own eventually. As of yet, no large deposits of 
any precious metals had been found on Saral, most especially not 
naquadah, but it did boast some very fertile land and mild seasons. 


In short, there was no reason to attack it and every reason to leave it 
be, meaning that the only danger came from its human population. 
However, unlike Zeus who had never been a Planet Lord and was 
terribly inept at managing the human population, Banaded knew that 
you couldn't just demand endless labor from slaves and expect to 
get optimal results. 


He had presided over Saral for centuries now and had increased its 
profits considerably, all the while keeping the human population in 
check with a minimum of productivity reducing bloodshed. While still 
needing to work long hours in the fields and suffering the minor 
league oppression perpetrated by Banaded, it was having their most 
beautiful sons and daughters taken from them to be trained as 
pleasure slaves that incited thougts of rebellion among the humans. 


Banaded managed to keep most of this contained through judicious 
use of religious propaganda, painting it out to be an honor to serve 
the gods in such a way and if that didn't work, demonstrations of 
superior force. 


The only ambitions he had left were to be given control over one of 
the larger trade hubs in Ra's territory and maintaining his current 
safe, hedonistic lifestyle. 


When his Jaffa had come to tell him that the Great and Powerful Uzu 
had come to do trade, bringing with him sixty Jaffa, all carrying 
crates full of naquadah, he had felt that his goal of becoming Ra's 
chief Planet Lord was just a bit closer than he'd thought it might be. 
Naquadah was the cornerstone of all Goa'uld technology and was 
always in high demand. A smallish trade planet like Saral usually 
didn't have that amount of the rare metal pass through it in a year. 


He had never heard of a Goa'uld called Uzu before, but that didn't 
mean much and just about every Goa'uld introduced themselves 
with some grand title anyway. It was entirely possible that he was an 
ambitious newcomer that usually operated on the other side of the 
Galaxy and had come to Saral to make a trade without his rivals 
noticing. His name certainly sounded as if he'd come from the 
regimes of either the Shinto pantheon or perhaps the ancient System 
Lord Yu-huang Shang Ti, which were established in those parts. 


It was when he caught sight of the host that Uzu was using however, 
that Banaded began to think that his ascension to the coveted 
position of chief Planet Lord in Ra's service was within arms reach. 


Uzu's host was a massive male of a hitherto unknown species that 
bore a striking similarity to humans, except for the distinctly 
predatory eyes, claws, fangs and the great horns on his head. 


A human of such size, physique and glorious hair color would have 
been an invaluable commodity as a host to many Goa'uld who 
preffered their hosts to be physically imposing. The fact that he was 
clearly not human would only have further raised his value. There 
was no small amount of Goa'uld who would still be using Unas hosts 
if the lizardlike species that shared a homeworld with the Goa'uld 
hadn't started adapting their massively powerful immune systems to 
reject possession. A new, physically powerful species that could be 
taken as hosts would appeal to many. 


Sokar, for example, would have traded exorbitant amounts of 
naquadah to get his hands on such a menacing looking specimen, 
probably even at the cutthroat rates that Goa'uld who were not in 
Ra's service incurred when trading on Saral. Too bad that he'd been 
banished recently, but there were bound to be others who would 
want one. 


This of course all hinged on whether Uzu could be convinced to 
either reveal where he had come across this new species, or failing 
that if he could be bargained with to provide a few. Banaded strongly 
suspected that Uzu had only recently risen to power exactly because 
he had discovered this unknown but impressive looking species. 
Promises to provide other Goa'uld with such creatures for whatever 
purpose they wanted them would have been enough to gain him 
many things in exchange for nearly nothing. 


Of course he'd be facing obliteration from irate Goa'uld if he failed to 
deliver on his promises but that was just business as usual. 


Despite his greed at the chance of an extremely profitable trade, he 
was still wary. Mostly he only traded with other underlings of Ra, with 
the occasional visitor who'd come from the dominion of another 
System Lord or an independent minor Goa'uld, all of which brought 
with them only a small contingent of warriors. 


Sixty was a number well beyond what he was comfortable hosting, 
even if Uzu did have the excuse of needing them to carry all those 
crates. He'd already had his First Prime check the crates to make 
sure there really was naquadah in there and had been gratified to 
know that they were indeed full of the valuable ore. 


He had still reassigned many of his warriors to watch the newcomers 
however. You could never be too careful, even if Uzu's Jaffa had only 
come armed with Zat'nik'tels instead of staff weapons and even if 
only a small number of them were armed. 


Banaded had no idea that Naruto considered the Ma’'tok staff 
weapon to be a cumbersome piece of crap that wasn't worth using. 
Sure, it was a plasma weapon, which was certainly the most 
advanced firearm he'd ever seen, but its design was just so stupid . 


There was no practical reason whatsoever for shaping it like a staff, 
not when it's component parts could fit into a much smaller casing. It 
was too long and too heavy to aim effectively and the heavy cobra 
hood like covering on its back end continuously kept throwing off the 
aim. It worked great as a counterweight for a melee weapon, but it 
was horrible on a ranged one. 


Naruto basically considered it to be a semi-automatic flintlocke rifle 
that just happened to shoot plasma bolts, except harder to aim. 


The zat'nik'tel sidearm was at least more compact, even if it was still 
shaped like a coiled serpent for some retarded reason. True, it 
couldn't kill with a single shot, but it would still incapacitate and it 
was much easier to use. 


"| welcome you to my planet lord Uzu, and hope that trade between 
us may be profitable." Banaded said after two of his Jaffa had led the 
horned man into the room and took guard positions in the corners 
and he'd gotten over the shock of his guest's appearance. 


"| am certain that it will be." Naruto replied, easily faking the Goa'uld- 
ish tone of voice and using a minor Genjutsu to make the Goa'uld 


think that he was sensing the presence of naquadah that all Goa'uld 
had in their bloodstream from him. 


He also had to prevent his eye from twitching at the ridiculous 
preponderance of the color gold in the room. Gold plastered walls, 
gold colored curtains, gold embroidered coushins. Seriously. 


Even the Goa'uld himself was wrapped up in a lot of gold, his host 
being a man of Egyptian descent with braided black hair, dressed as 
a high priest of old and heavily decorated with, you guessed it, gold! 


Banaded fought down the nervous crawling sensation in his host's 
stomach at the rolling thunder of UZu's voice, the natural growl in it 
further deepened by the Goa'uld tone. He definitely needed to get 

ahold of a few such hosts. 


"| must say that yours is a most impressive host." Banaded 
commented, hoping to learn where more like it could be found. 


"My Queen thinks so too." Naruto agreed vaguely. His body was a 
host for his soul if you wanted to be technical and Xanna did find it 
impressive. 


While Banaded was surprised that Uzu already had a Queen, it was 
not that big of a surprise. It was nigh impossible for a Goa'uld to 
establish himself as a great power without a Queen to spawn new 
larva for his Jaffa. The comparative rarity of Queens simply meant 
that most of them were either in the service or thrall of the System 
Lords and the stronger independent Goa'uld that managed to stay 
independent. 


"How did you come by it?" Banaded tried to draw information from 
his guest once more. 


"With great difficulty." Naruto answered with a smirk, being 
deliberately vague and knowing that he needed to delay for a while 
longer if he wanted to avoid being forced into steamrolling the 
Opposition all by himself. Again. Xanna wanted him to treat this like 


an RTS strategy game(one that he wasn't allowed to cheat at), which 
meant that he couldn't just point and click and delete. 


A rather callous approach to the lives of their subjects, but nobody 
had ever accused Xanna of being particularly humanitarian. 


"Perhaps you would like to see my most recent batch of trained 
slaves?" Banaded redirected, seeing that his guest wasn't about to 
let slip anything. Disappointing, but not surprising. 


"That's why I'm here." Naruto said, speaking truthfully but only 
marginally so. 


The following half an hour or so was an exhibition of attractive young 
men and women of various skin tones ranging from very dark to light 
olive, dressed in skimpy outfits and oiled to make their skin gleam in 
the torchlight. 


Naruto listened with an expressionless face as the Goa'uld made his 
sales pitch, extolling about how these people had gone through 
years of training to serve whichever master chose them in the skills 
they were trained in and how they were kept in peak physical form in 
case any Goa'uld wanted them as a host for one of their underlings 
or even themselves. 


He was oddly reminded of a greasy car salesman as he added that 
they were even suitable for use as Lo'taurs, personal servants of 
Goa'uld whose primary role was to serve as an emergency host if 
their current one was to be fatally injured somehow. 


"That's quite enough, I'll take them." Naruto interrupted when he saw 
that the slimy worm was about to offer that he 'sample' one of the 
women, a very pretty girl with a dark tan skin tone that had obviously 
been trained as a pleasure slave exclusively. 


She was terrified of him but doing her best not to show it, knowing 
that a punishment would follow if she did so. Naruto could practically 
feel his soft spot for cute girls kicking in, even though he knew that it 


was likely just his appearance that unsettled her rather than the 
prospect of having to sleep with him. Having been trained for a 
young age for that exact purpose likely meant that she'd come to see 
it as her purpose in life, but his little sister complex didn't care about 
technicalities. 


The situation with the Jaffa had most likely had enough time to settle 
down at any rate. 


"Which ones?" Banaded asked, a bit nonplussed at the interruption 
but nonetheless pleased. 


"All of them." 


"That will be very expensive." Banaded cautioned but his voice was 
full of greed. "If you take them all, then | won't be able to 
accomodate any of my other buyers." 


"That won't be a problem." Naruto assured him. 


"| beg to differ, even the amount of naquadah you brought with you 
would not cover the expense of such a thing, but perhaps if you 
could provide a few examples of your host's species, we could make 
a trade." Banaded bargained, getting to what he really wanted. The 
amount of naquadah that Uzu had brought with him would have 
actually been sufficient, but the chance at a new host species was 
not to be wasted. 


"We seem to have a misunderstanding." Naruto said mildly. "When | 
said that I'll take them all, | mean that | will be taking all of these, 
your own personal servants and attendants, all of your Jaffa, the 
entire human population of this planet, all of your food stores, all the 
tools, furniture, building materials, technology and any other 
resources you might have that isn't nailed down." 


That was a lie actually. If it was nailed down, he'd just rip it up, but a 
man had to finish his sentences somehow. 


The two Jaffa standing guard in the room reacted even as their 
shocked lord simply stared at the horned man, brandishing their staff 
weapons at the sudden threat. 


Naruto reacted faster though, kicking a low table at the more distant 
one with enough force to knock him out and grabbing the bulbous tip 
of the staff of the closest one before it could even be primed, 
squeezing so hard that it crumpled under his strength, destroying the 
firing mechanism completely. A moment later, the shocked Jaffa's 
head crashed into the wall and he joined his comrade in 
unconsciousness. 


The slaves still in the room shrieked and ducked for cover at the 
sudden violence, while Naruto advanced towards the backpedaling 
and terrified Goa'uld. 


"You had your own warriors so busy watching my Jaffa that you 
didn't consider that / might be the real threat, now I'm going to kill 
you and take command of them without opposition." He growled 
menacingly, deliberately peeling his lips away from his teeth to show 
the strings of saliva dripping from their points. 


Score one for the Alien movie series. Those Xenomorphs sure knew 
how to make scary faces. 


"Thanks for that by the way, that many warriors would have been 
able to overpower me." Naruto continued, lying outright. 


Banaded retreated rapidly, eyes wide with terror at his mistake. He 
hadn't expected that anyone would attack him here. Visiting Goa'uld 
were required to relinquish their kara kesh devices, which Uzu had 
done and they had sat far enough apart in the meeting room that it 
wouldn't be possible to use any hidden knives. Certainly, no Goa'uld 
could realistically hope to overcome two armed Jaffa and himself, 
who still had his kara kesh, so he had diverted his warriors to the 
sixty Jaffa retinue that Uzu had brought with him instead, thinking it 
the greater possible threat. 


On that note, he tried to compose himself and fire a blast from his 
kara kesh to keep the dangerous horned man away. The blast wave 
was not as strong as it could have been thanks to his frazzled 
emotional state, but it hardly mattered as Uzu raised his own empty 
palm towards him. 


" Shinra Tensei(Heavenly Subjugation of the Omnipresent God)! " 


Banaded felt himself hit with an irresistibly powerful shockwave, 
stronger than anything he'd ever felt, and crashed painfully through 
the doors and then against the wall of the connecting corridor in his 
palace. 


"| haven't practiced that one much, so | couldn't make it any weaker. 
So sorry." Naruto mocked sarcastically and continued to slowly 
advance. 


Without another thought in his head save for needing to find his Jaffa 
to protect him, Banaded ran towards the closest ring transporters 
that would take him to safety. Inside his shaken thoughts, he numbly 
realised that this new host that Uzu was using must be some kind of 
Hok'taur, the superior host that so many Goa'uld spent their time 
searching for. 


Chancing a glance backwards during his panicked flight, he became 
further panicked as he saw his horned pursuer somehow easily 
keeping pace with him despite the fact that he appeared to be 
walking while Banaded was running. He was also dragging his claws 
along the walls and effortlessly gouging the stone with them. 


Finally, he reached the ring transporters and initiated them, gulping 
down terrified breaths as Uzu just barely missed him. 


Naruto smirked as he walked out of the palace through the front 
door, palming the Long Range Visual Communications Device that 
Zeus had kept in his private quarters. The spherical device(once 
again an ugly golden color) was used as a form of faster-than-light 


communication from what he could tell, though it seemed a 
cumbersome way of doing it. Definitely needed a shorter name too. 


As expected it activated, showing the face of Te'lok, who had its 
partner. 


"It is happening as you said it would my lord, Banaded's Jaffa are 
converging on your position and abandoning their observation of us. 
We have subdued the ones that remained and are preparing to 
execute our objective." 


"Casualties?" 


"One of ours and two of theirs are dead, the rest are merely 
unconscoiouss." The Jaffa reported. The superior training that 
Naruto had put them through had allowed his warriors to easily 
overcome to complacent Jaffa of Banaded, who hadn't seen or 
expected to see combat in years. Thanks to the use of the zat guns, 
the casualties were low on the enemy side as well as theirs. 


"We'll bring their bodies with us and put them into the sarcophagus 
as soon as possible." Naruto decided. No need to leave them dead if 
there was a technological excuse readily available for any 
mysterious resurrections. 


"Very well my lord, " Te'lok agreed and continued. "We are moving to 
secure the town square." 


"You've already assembled the holographic projector?" Naruto asked 
in surprise. "And didn't we say that the stairs of Ra's temple would be 
a better location?" 


He and Xanna didn't actually have enough naquadah to fill all the 
crates he'd brought with him, but generous use of false bottoms 
made it look like they did, and it provided a convenient hiding spot 
for extra weaponry and the pieces of the aforementioned holographic 
projector. 


"We have since discovered that there is a much larger projector in 
the town square that Banaded uses for spreading propaganda, it 
would be ideal for our purposes." The Jaffa said confidently. 


"Niilice.” Naruto drawled with a grin. "Go for it then, but only if you 
don't encounter too much opposition." 


It made sense, he mused, for Banana Dead to use one of those. A 
giant holographic avatar would look pretty godlike to your average 
uneducated peasant. Zeus would probably have been a lot more 
successful if he'd bothered to use that instead of summary 
executions. 


"Understood." 


Naruto then noticed several Udajeet death gliders taking off, clearly 
intending to attack him. "I gotta go. Stuff to do, people to kill. I'll keep 
the heat off your back." 


The orb turned opaque and Naruto put it away, making it vanish back 
into the Interdimensional Storage Locker. 


"Come at me little birdies." He muttered to himself as the modest 
flight of three death gliders approached swiftly, firing pointlessly on 
the ground in a show of attempted intimidation. 


Those things were pretty useless at anything else anyway, their 
design making them unsuitable for actual combat, since their 
weapons weren't really powerful enough to even dent the shields of 
a Ha'tak mothership unless they came at it in massive numbers. Not 
to mention how hard it was to aim at anything when all you had were 
two forward facing plasma cannons and had to rely on line of sight 
alone for aim. 


When they were close enough, Naruto took a running leap and 
launched himself at the nearest one, landing on the wing, much to 
the wide eyed shock of the two Jaffa in the cockpit, his long hair 
whipping around wildly due to the speed they were moving at. 


He gave them a grin and swung himself under the wing to rip off one 
of the plasma cannons and then climbed back on. 


While the pilot tried desperately (and uselessly) to shake him off, 
Naruto used his stolen plasma cannon, which was really just an 
extra large Ma'tok staff, and started firing at the other two gliders. 


He managed to blast one of them in the wing fairly easily before his 
ride started jinking madly to throw off his aim and keep him from 
hitting the other one. Irritably, he stomped his foot on the wing and 
damaged it enough that the glider couldn't stay in the air any more. 


Since his ride was going down, Naruto leapfrogged to the last glider 
and raked his claws through its underbelly, severing the power lines 
that supplied electricity to the ugly crafts computer and allowed it to 
be flown. 


This glider also rapidly started going down, its pilot unable to control 
it any longer. Its two passengers may or may not Survive, Naruto 
didn't much care which. More than likely they'd end up getting 
resurrected with a sarcophagus soon either way, but he wouldn't be 
heartbroken if they died permanently either. 


He landed on the city outskirts and could already hear the tread of 
many Jaffa feet as they converged on him, no doubt on Banaded's 
panicked orders. 


Good, if they were busy hunting him, then Te'lok and his posse 
would be unmolested. 


Naruto paused for a moment and spoke to himself. "That sounded 
wrong even in my head." 


Banaded was not having a good day, not at all. 


Over the years, Ra had steadily decreased the garrison of Saral, all 
the while praising Banaded for his skillful administration of the 


planet. At the time he had taken pride in this, seeing it as proof of his 
skill that he did not need a large garrison to keep control of the 
humans so that Ra could use those forces elsewhere. 


He'd never been concerned over the reductions, as even the mere 
three death gliders he had been left with were more than enough to 
keep a few thousand humans cowed if it came to that. Not that it 
really did, due to his effective governance that kept the malcontents 
controlled mostly by their own people who knew that things could be 
a lot worse and didn't want to rock the boat and outside threats had 
never been an issue due to how deep in Ra's territory Saral was. 


Seeing Uzu tear the three gliders apart with his bare hands had him 
changing his mind though. He'd never imagine that a Hok'taur host 
would be so monstrously powerful. If this trend continued, this 
newcomer would rapidly rise to the rank of System Lord as he 
subsumed other minor Goa'uld that wouldn't be able to stand against 
a concerted ground assault led by such a monster. 


And there was another oddity, that he led from the front, even 
Operating without a constant Jaffa guard. That was something that 
only a rare few Goa'uld did, the most prominent example being 
Heru'ur, though even the feared, aggressive general and son of Ra 
didn't do it to this extent. 


Even now, Uzu was leading his Jaffa on a merry chase through the 
outskirts of the city and the outlying forest. The Jaffa were nowhere 
near quick enough to catch the ludicrously fast horned man. 


Banaded had ensconced himself in his private ship, a basic Tel'tak 
cargo ship. It had neither weapons or shields, but it did have an 
efficient hyperdrive engine and more importantly, a cloaking device. 
It was currently hovering invisibly in the air above the city. 


He had been monitoring the life signs through his ship's sensors and 
getting an approximate idea of the situation that way. It was no good 
for use in the city due to the number of humans in it, but the chase 
was happening on the outskirts. 


Thus he saw a single life sign moving at such a pace as to boggle 
the mind, almost literally running circles around the others chasing it. 
He had no illusions as to who that life sign belonged to. 


The activation of the Long Range Visual Communications Device 
surprised him and almost made him let out a startled yelp, but he 
managed to suppress it as the image of his First Prime appeared, his 
only Jaffa to have been taught the secret of how to operate it. 


"My lord, we cannot defeat this enemy god, he moves too quickly 
and | believe that he is merely delaying us to allow his own Jaffa to 
complete their task." The man with a golden ram symbol on his 
forehead reported, his breathing slightly labored from his attempts at 
catching the speedy horned man. 


"What task? What are his Jaffa doing?" Banaded asked urgently, 
face paling as he considered the fact that there might be yet another 
problem. 


"| do not know my lord, they have taken the town square and 
entrenched themselves. We have attempted to retake it, but the 
enemy god harrasses us whenever we try to break off our pursuit of 
him." 


Banaded felt like pulling his hair out, or his host's hair at any rate. 
This was exactly the kind of complicated situation that had led to the 
doom of his attempts at establishing himself as a galactic power. A 
multi pronged attack that he didn't know how to repel. He'd 
contented himself with increasing his personal power from within the 
safety of the Supreme System Lord's empire exactly because he 
didn't handle these kinds of things too well. 


He could instantly deduce what their target was in the town square 
and knew that they could use the huge holographic projector there to 
spread all sorts of information to the human population. Pretty soon, 
he might have an all out rebellion on his hands and without the 
airborne death gliders, his paltry force of Jaffa might not be able to 
repel it. 


Uzu's words that he would take the entire human population of the 
planet suddenly made sense. He didn't mean to remove him and 
place himself as their new master, he intended to play the part of 
their liberator and use the holographic projector to claim divinity all in 
one swoop. 


A portion of the humans would likely resist him, but most of them 
probably wouldn't, he might even get a few of Banaded's own Jaffa 
to convert, further cementing his victory. 


Banaded felt a trickle of sweat bead on his forehead as he 
contemplated simply escaping and abandoning his Jaffa to whatever 
fate awaited them. Ra would be highly displeased with him for the 
loss of Saral, but news of a Goa'uld with a Hok'taur host would most 
likely mitigate that. 


He'd stayed so far only because he'd hoped to capture the invader, 
but that was looking more and more unlikely. If he could have done 
so, then he would actually have profited from this entire debacle and 
Ra would have rewarded him greatly, but paranoia was now niggling 
at his mind, a deep fear that UZu would find him despite the cloaking 
of his Tel'tak. 


Te'lok nodded to himself in satisfaction as one of his fellow Jaffa 
carefully set the frequency on the Long Range Visual 
Communications Device imbeded in the holographic projector to 
receive from the one that Naruto was using so that he would be able 
to broadcast a hologram from it. 


Te'lok had seen this device in use before and had always thought it a 
display of the powers of his god to be able to manifest an avatar to 
speak from a distance. 


Then Naruto had explained that it was a tool just like a hammer, 
save for being more complex. He freely admitted that he didn't know 
exactly how it worked himself, but he knew the basic principle of it 
and was able to figure out its operation quickly enough. 


Te'lok and the other members of this attack on Saral had been 
required to learn how to operate it as well, which had allowed them 
to apropriate Banaded's main tool of propaganda for themselves. 


Once more taking out the palm sized golden communications 
sphere, Te'lok activated it and informed Naruto that their task was 
complete. 


Banaded's nerve had just about broken as he saw the life signs of 
his Jaffa becoming ever more disorganized. 


He had no idea how Uzu intended to proceed once he took control of 
Saral, but that hardly mattered now. Patrols by Ra's ships were rare 
this deep in his territory and he had no means of contacting them, 
since the only Long Range Visual Communications Device powerful 
enough to call for aid was in the palace, which he'd been forced to 
flee. 


The Supreme System Lord would be immensely displeased by the 
loss, but Banaded doubted that his punishment would be too harsh. 
For one thing, at least he would be bringing back information on this 
new Goa'uld and the powerful host he was using and for another, Ra 
was not in the habit of handing out punishments without 
consideration of the circumstances. 


The defenses around Saral were extremely light as nobody had 
expected it to be attacked and even then, who could have predicted 
a Hok'taur host? 


With resignation, Banaded pulled on the control sphere and directed 
the Tel'tak upwards, away from the planet that had been his for 
centuries now. 


"Oh no you don't." A familiar voice chuckled from the seat next to 
him, this time without the distinctly Goa'uld tone. 


Banaded nearly jumped out of his seat in fright as his hands were 
Slapped away from the control sphere that was used to fly the 
cloaked cargo ship. Turning his head to the interloper, he beheld 
none other than the one who had attacked him. 


"How did you get in here?!" He shrieked in a tone most unbeffiting of 
a god. 


"Fuck you, that's how." 


The Goa'uld blinked in confusion and worked his jaw uselessly, 
unable to make sense of that no matter how hard he tried. It didn't 
help that in Goa'uld, that translated to something along the lines of 
‘copulate with you, that's how’ 


"You desire to mate with me?" Banaded asked incredulously and 
more than a little aprehensively. He'd heard... stories of what some 
Goa'uld did with their defeated rivals. 


"What?!" Naruto gaped a his passenger/prisoner/co-pilot. "NO! What 
the fuck man?!" 


Before Banaded could offer any kind of reply, Naruto continued in an 
aggrieved and downright enraged tone. "You know what, fuck you 
and fuck your stupid ass language! | can't even insult someone 
properly using this piece of shit." 


Banaded cowered before the irate tirade and furious glare of the 
horned man, wisely keeping his mouth shut about the many, many 
things that didn't make sense to him about that sentence. 


As it happened, he wouldn't have had time to make any comment 
anyway, because something of much more immediate importance 
grabbed his attention. 


"Cliff!" 


"What?" 


"CLIFF!" He repeated much more loudly, pointing frantically out the 
view screen, where a cliff face was approaching rapidly. 


"Oh, that cliff." Naruto replied with far too little concern for the 
Goa'uld's taste and managed to pull up before they crashed. "I've 
never actually flown one of these before." 


Banaded made no comment, busy as he was trying to calm his own 
frantic heartbeat, as well as that of his host. As he was doing this, he 
became aware of the fact that he wasn't sensing any naquadah from 
the man next to him. Combined with the lack of Goa'uld voice that 
Uzu had been demonstrating ever since his appearance in the 
Tel'tak, he could come to only one conclusion. 


"You are not Goa'uld." He whispered in shock. 


"You're only figuring this out now ?" Naruto asked back, his tone 
implying that Banaded was immensely stupid. "And don't even think 
of trying to jump hosts, Zeus already tried that one and now he's 
dead." 


Banaded sank back into his seat, stunned, not only at the revelation 
that the renegade Goa'uld Zeus had been killed but at the 
implications. 


If he was not Goa'uld, what was he then? A member of some 
advanced race that had decided to launch a campaign of conquest 
against the Goa'uld and take their place? An opportunist that had 
seen a weakness in Saral's defenses and decided to exploit it for his 
own gain? A man that had some grudge against the Goa'uld and 
was hunting them? So many questions and no answers were 
forthcoming. 


"What are you doing?" Banaded asked, speaking far more meekly 
than he had in centuries. In fact, the last time he had spoken like this 
was when he'd begged Ra for protection from the enemies he'd 
made. Just like any other Goa'uld, he hated being anything else than 
the most powerful person in the room, but he was in arms reach of a 


man whose claws he'd seen mangle stone and metal, so certain 
concessions had to be made. 


"I'm setting up this thing so that it has a good angle on us." Naruto 
answered distractedly as he placed the golden communications 
device on the spaceship version of a dashboard that the cargo ship 
was sporting. 


"A good angle for what?" 


"For projecting both of us to that big holographic projector you've set 
up in the town square. It's almost like an advanced version of a 
home video, which | would normaly have posted on Youtube and 
then gotten into a lengthy and pointless, but highly amusing, 
argument over the legitimacy of said video." Naruto explained, his 
expression subtly darkening as he continued speaking. 


Banaded had at this point decided that the wisest course of action 
would be to submit to the power of this horned newcomer, whether 
he was Goa'uld or not, and offer to serve him. He didn't see himself 
surviving for very long if he stayed loyal to Ra. He'd nearly mustered 
the courage to ask for a bit of clarification on the confusing 
explanation when the point became moot as Naruto suddenly 
exploded into another angry rant. 


"Only, | can't do that, because you backwards assholes don't have 
anything like the internet! WHAT KIND OF SPACE FARING 
CIVILIZATION DOESN'T HAVE ANY FUCKING INTERNET?! CAN 
YOU ANSWER THAT ONE YOU SHIT EATING GOAT FUCKER?!" 
The horned man roared at ear splitting volume down at the Goa'uld, 
gesticulating wildly with his arms and completely ignoring the fact 
that the Tel'tak was losing altitude. 


Banaded cringed as far back into his seat as he could as the horned 
man loomed over him and continued shouting, making himself as 
small as possible as if it would help him evade the misdirected wrath 
of the internet deprived deity. He understood less than half of what 
was being said, as Naruto had started slipping into a variety of 


languages whenever he felt that he could conjugate profanity with 
greater clarity in that particular one. He paid particular attention to 
German, because it really didn't take a lot to make that language 
sound angry. 


Banaded wished with all his heart that he could somehow reach the 
transporter rings and use them to escape from this unstable 
monstrosity. His desire to avoid these kinds of things were exactly 
why he'd been content to remain a minor Goa'uld for all this time. 


Well, not exactly these kinds of things, but hardship in general. 


Eventually, Naruto finished venting and sat back down with an 
annoyed snort, deliberately clipping a tree and then activating the 
communications orb to start broadcasting the image of himself and 
Banaded in holographic form in the town square. 


Banaded had just finished flinching as the Tel'tak hit a tree and was 
looking more than slightly frazzled. He wasn't sure if it was safe to 
move yet, or if it would set off the volatile horned man again, so he 
remained frozen in his seat in a cringing postition. 


"Will you stop cowering already and give a wave to the people, 
everyone is watching you know." Naruto stated in a very matter-of- 
fact tone, the previous towering rage completely gone from his voice. 


Banaded started a bit at being addressed before his eyes widened at 
the realisation that anyone who cared to look could see the 
undignified position he was in. He quickly tidied himself up as best 
as he could manage and adjusted his posture to something more 
fitting of a god. 


"Greetings people of Saral! My name is Naruto and I'm sure you 
recognize the person next to me as Banana Dead, even if he does 
look like he's been crying recently for some reason that | can't 
possibly imagine." Naruto started theatrically. 


Having been thorougly cowed earlier, Banaded didn't dare contradict 
anything that the horned man said, not even his mispronounced 
name nor did he bother wondering why he'd introduced himself as 
Naruto. He also noted that the Tel'tak had ascended into orbit and 
now hung there. 


That made him feel uneasy for some reason. 


"It has come to my attention that in all the time that he has ruled this 
planet, Banana Leg has never once had the opportunity to 
demonstrate exactly how much of a god he was." Naruto continued. 
"Being a god myself, | could not let this stand! Today, once and for all 
| intend to silence all those who doubt the divinity of Banana Head!" 


Naruto paused to build dramatic tension before he once more 
continued to speak. "I will do this by crashing this ship into the planet 
at the highest possible speed, after which we will both walk out of the 
wreckage completely unharmed in true divine fashion." 


Immediately after the sentence was completed, Naruto angled the 
Te'ltac into a nosedive, aiming at a rocky patch of ground on the 
outskirts of the city. 


"What are you doing?" Banaded asked in alarm, seeing the terrifying 
grin on the horned man's face as the ground approached. 


"| already told you what I'm going to do." 
"You will kill us both!" 
"Don't be ridiculous, we'll be fine. We're gods aren't we?" 


"| beg you my lord, do not do this!" Banaded pleaded, throwing all 
pride to the wind in the face of his need to survive. 


"Why not?" Naruto asked in a puzzled tone. "Haven't you ever done 
something crazy just because you're a god and you can?" 


"We are not gods! That was just a lie to keep the Jaffa and the 
slaves docile!" The Goa'uld said frantically, seeing that they were 
fast approaching the point of no return, where it would be impossible 
to pull out of their descent in time. 


"Oh." Naruto said in the same tone that someone might use if they 
had, after years of misuse, discovered that the toothbrush was 
actually meant for the brushing of teeth and not for scrubbing the 
toilet. "In that case, this is going to end badly for you." 


His nerve breaking, Banaded tried to wrest the control sphere out of 
Naruto's hands, only to be easily pushed back into his chair. 


Seeing his death approach with no way to stop it, Banaded let outa 
wordless yell of fear. "AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH.” 


Unable to let the opportunity go, Naruto waved his hands in the air 
madly and echoed him, though his own voice was sarcastically high 
pitched. "AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH." 


Just before they hit the ground, Naruto was struck by another idea 
and he implemented it instantly without so much as a second 
thought. 


"ALLAHU AKBAR!" 


A large crowd of gawkers stared at the twisted wreckage of the 
Tel'tak, both human and Jaffa. After seeing Banaded admit that he 
was not a god in a fit of terror, none of them were quite sure what to 
think. 


Naruto's Jaffa also stared at the wreckage, worried for their lord in 
spite of themselves. They'd seen him survive some pretty crazy 
things, but this was way beyond that. 


"What will we do now?" Banaded's First Prime asked as he 
approached Te'lok, sounding a bit lost. "If they are both dead, then 


we have no one to serve. Are we to wait for Ra to arrive?" 


They were interrupted by a shriek of tortured metal before any 
answer could be given. Looking back at the remains of the Tel'tak, 
they beheld a chuckling Naruto walk out of it without so much as a 
scratch on him. 


"That was fun." 


Banaded's Jaffa immediately fell to their knees, causing Naruto to 
sigh even as the Goa'uld's former First Prime spoke. "What is your 
wish my lord?" 


The large crowd of humans behind them instantly follow their 
example, in response to which the horned man pinched the bridge of 
his nose. All this kneeling had gotten old really fast, but he couldn't 
deal with it right now. They were on a schedule. 


With this in mind, he jumped on top of a building and spoke ina 
booming voice that easily carried halfway across the settlement. 


"We're evacuating this planet, spread the word to everyone that they 
are to take as many supplies as they can and bring them to the 
stargate. Don't bother with shiny trinkets, focus on bringing food, 
clothing, tools and other basics. Take as much as you can carry and 
feel free to loot the palace while you're at it." He ordered. He wasn't 
going to be giving them a choice in the matter, because he sincerely 
doubted that the humans on Saral could be trusted to make an 
informed decision after centuries, millenia even, of brainwashing. 
"And no fighting! | want this looting to be done in a calm and orderly 
manner." 


Everyone scrambled to obey and soon word spread like wildfire that 
their new god had commanded that Saral was to be abandoned. 


A few minutes later, Te'lok approached Naruto with a question. "My 
lord, why did you shout 'Allahu Akbar’ before crashing? Is it some 
kind of spell?" 


Naruto's shoulders slumped in disappointment. Before Te'lok had 
asked this, he'd been able to pretend, but now... 


"Let me ask you something else instead of answering that one 
Te'lok." He sighed out. 


"Yes my lord?" 


"If aman says and does something really offensive, but nobody is 
around to be offended by it... is it still funny?" 


"Uhh..." Te'lok pontificated and attempted to decipher the 
philosophical question. "If something is offensive... or amusing... 
then would it not be so regardless of whether anyone hears it or 
not?" 


Naruto brightened slightly and clapped the Jaffa on the shoulder. 
"Thanks Te'lok, you're a good man." 


He didn't feel like counter arguing that both offense and amusement 
were entirely subjective and therefore it did matter if anyone heard it 
or not, as well as who heard it. He wanted to believe that someone, 
somewhere, some when was offended... so that he could laugh at 
them. 


"Thank you my lord." A somewhat confused but nonetheless proud 
Te'lok replied. 


A few hours later, Naruto was doing what he could to organize the 
exodus he'd started. There was a constant stream of people bringing 
stuff to the as of yet inactive stargate and it was starting to get rather 
chaotic. People naturally wanted to keep hold of their own things, but 
there was only so much room. 


Already, most of the immediate area around the gate had become 
cluttered with sacks, crates, carts and other forms of containers that 
were full of the things he'd ordered people to bring along. There was 


even a sack made out of one of the golden curtains from the palace. 
Naruto was impressed with whoever had thought of that one. 


Inevitably, there were a few people who didn't listen and brought 
along useless junk such as golden chalices, candlesticks and other 
such things that Naruto collectively called ‘booty’. 


The pirate kind, not the ass kind. 


And by ass he meant the euphemism for the human rear end, nota 
donkey. 


Either way, if this kept up he was going to need to open the gate and 
start letting people through, or else things might start going bad. 
There had already been a few arguments as people were starting to 
become crowded. 


It was not all bad though. Over a hundred children and teenagers 
had been found in the now deceased Banaded's expansive palace, 
clearly having been taken to be trained as slaves for one reason or 
another. They were now getting reacquainted with their families, 
though it was clearly a somewhat stilted affair in the case of those 
who had already gone through many years of training. Still, it was a 
very sugary sight. 


"My lord, we have a problem." 


Naruto sighed and responded in a tone of resignation. "Of course we 
do. What is it?" 


"You said that Saral was chosen as a target because it had a 
population small enough that we could take them all and support 
them with what little infrastructure Erius had." 


"Yes, and?" 


"Zeus' databanks seem to have been incorrect or out of date my 
lord. According to Banaded's former First Prime, the full population 


of Saral is nearly ten thousand instead of five." 


Naruto grimaced. He'd thought that the amount of human life he was 
sensing was a bit high, but there was nothing else for it now. He 
wasn't going to just tell half of these people that they couldn't come 
along. 


"My wife is going to be so piilissed~." He sing-songed to himself. 


Telok's lips twitched in humour, being well aware of the limitation that 
Xanna had given as to the number of humans that Naruto was free 
to take and why she'd given it. 


"Perhaps not my lord, there is a large amount of grain and other 
foodstuff being held in storage, either for the people here or for some 
other Goa'uld. Enough that feeding so many should be possible for 
at least a short while. Unfortunately, it is being held in crates so large 
that we have no means of moving them without a cargo ship... which 
you destroyed, but the food itself is there." 


"Don't worry about that, I'll move them." Naruto grinned. 


"There is one other problem my lord." Te'lok said hesitantly. He 
hadn't been able to deal with this particular problem on his own 
without bloodshed and he wasn't sure how Naruto would handle it. 


He'd already snapped the neck of one particularly mouthy Jaffa 
priestess who had been asserting that the now freed slaves 
belonged to Ra and that Naruto had no right to take them. She'd 
been causing problems and delays despite the rather convincing 
demonstration Naruto had put on about how Goa'uld weren't gods 
and the horned man had clearly lost patience with her. Te'lok had no 
wish to see any more of his people killed for their delusions to bring 
the others in line, but he couldn't blame Naruto for it either... they 
didn't have time to do things the slow way. 


"Another one?" The horned man asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"While the priesthood of Banaded has submitted to your will with little 
issue, those of Ra stationed on this planet are proving a good deal 
more stubborn. They have barricaded themselves in the Temple of 
Ra, along with a few dozen people who still believe in the divinity of 
the Goa'uld, and refuse to come out. They claim that they will wait 
for Ra's arrival so that he can ‘liberate’ them from your oppression." 
Te'lok explained. 


Naruto rubbed his chin thoughtfully and considered how to solve this 
issue. 


"Gather a few dozen warriors and raid the temple. Subdue them by 
force if you have to and drag them to the gate, we don't have time to 
talk them out of being stupid. After you've done that, | want you to 
make them watch as you rob the temple blind and set it on fire. 
"Naruto ordered after a moment of consideration. "And remember to 
pillage before you burn." 


"But my lord, there is nothing of use in the temple, only trinkets and 
religious paraphelia, perhaps a few robes. Did you not say to leave 
such things behind?" Te'lok asked in confusion. 


"It's not about the stuff Te'lok, it's about sending a message." The 
horned man said with a grin, getting the idea to send Ra a message 
or two of his own. 


Naruto nodded to himself approvingly as he saw that things were as 
ready as they were likely to get. Soon, it would be time to open the 
stargate and start sending people through. He would open the gate 
and keep supplying power to it to make sure it could stay open for as 
long as needed, instead of the usual thirty eight minute limitation. 
He'd have to try and figure out what that was about one of these 
days. 


They'd be aprehensive of walking into the shimmering blue portal no 
doubt, but they'd get over it. They had gotten over their incredulity of 


seeing him carry a multi ton crate of food to the gate all by himself 
too. 


"My lord." Te'lok began nervously. 


"Don't tell me we've got another problem?" Naruto groaned. The 
Temple of Ra had just barely started burning properly and he didn't 
think that he could just keep setting things on fire as a solution. 


"No my lord, but you are standing in a pile of animal excrement." 


Naruto looked down and saw that he was indeed standing in sucha 
pile. "Ah, the dangers of going barefoot to a planet with lots of 
livestock." He said musingly and extracted his foot, preparing to use 
a surreptious control of water to clean the soiled appendage. 
"There's so much shit around | didn't even notice the smell." 


Right at that moment, one of Banaded's Jaffa shoved a man, 
causing him to stumble and fall on his children, who cried out at the 
sudden and surprising turn of events. 


The few Jaffa that Naruto had brought along winced in sympathy for 
their fellow Jaffa, knowing exactly what type of punishment was 
going to be heaped upon him. 


Instead of cleaning his foot, he swung it forcefully, making the shit on 
it splatter over the offending Jaffa's back, with a small amount 
landing on the back of his head. 


The man spun around with a glare, seeking whoever had dared 
assault him and paled when he saw the horned form of his new god 
beckoning him to approach. 


"What is your name?" Naruto asked mildly once the man was 
standing in front of him. 


"B'rick my lord." He answered with as much composture as he could 
manage. 


"Your name is Brick, seriously?" Naruto couldn't stop himself from 
asking incredulously, but waved off any answer. "Nevermind, it's not 
important. Why did you feel the need to push that man? Especially 
when I gave specific instructions that you are not to harass anyone?" 


"He was moving too slowly my lord." B'rick tried to justify. 


"| see, well you seem to be behaving most unyouthfully, so in order 
to fan your flames of youth you are going to apologize to him and 
then run circles around the palace." Naruto decided. "Te'lok, have 
one of the others explain things to him, I've got another job for you." 


Te'lok nodded and waved the closest warrior over and sent him to 
explain to B'rick what he was to do. 


A few minutes later, one of Banaded's former Jaffa leaned over and 
asked what the ‘flames of youth' were and how running circles 
around the palace was going to help fan them. 


"We don't know. " The man, a young Jaffa that had only become an 
adult scant months before the horned duo had killed zeus and taken 
over, shrugged. "Lord Naruto frequently uses this type of punishment 
when he is displeased with us. He will speak of these ‘flames of 
youth’ and tell us to run until we are told to stop. Not even Te'lok 
understands what it is supposed to mean, but we all do it." 


"What if you were to refuse?" The same Jaffa asked curiously. 


"It was only attempted once." The young Jaffa shuddered. "Lord 
Naruto forced him to wear an extremely tight fitting, bright green suit 
and made him run through the streets, all the while encouraging the 
women to make lewd comments. B'rick should consider himself 
fortunate that he did not need to endure such humiliation." 


The listeners nodded empathically. Indeed, they could not imagine 
how they would live with themselves if their pride was so mauled. 


Meanwhile, with Te'lok and Naruto. 

"You'll be going through first Te'lok, along with the one dead Jaffa 
that we haven't been able to bring back with Banaded's 
sarcophagus. Tell my wife the situation and that she's going to have 
more work than expected getting everything organized." Naruto said. 
Te'lok shifted uncomfortably as he spoke. "Do | have to my lord?" 


"Don't worry, she's not in the habit of killing the messenger, and we 
can bring you back in case she does anyway." Naruto assured him. 


Te'lok merely sighed and nodded, prepared to carry out his 
unenviable order. Xanna scared him. 


"And yes Te'lok, | am a bastard." 

"| did not say anything." The Jaffa said defensively. 

"You were thinking it." 

And here we have chapter two. I'm in a big hurry to get to work, 


so I can't make any poignant requests to review, but it would be 
much appreciated :P. 


Chapter 3 


Here is another chapter, this time with a slightly-longer-than- 
planned delay. You should expect the chapters to come a bit 
slower than they had for my previous fics, mostly due to the 
higher difficulty of writing a fic in an empire building setting, 
but also due to my suddenly being slightly less of a no-lifer. 


Not to worry, no danger of me getting a girlfriend or even 
wanting one :P. I've merely been playing a lot of co-op games 
with a friend any my brother. 


I would like to thank everyone for reviewing and I hope you 
enjoy this latest chapter. 


The stargate on Saral opened with its usual eruption of unstable 
plasma before settling into the calm, blue event horizon of a 
controlled wormhole. Through the gate stepped a small troop of 
Jaffa, led by an old Jaffa Master. 


Ra had recently received word from one of his underlings who had 
come to Saral to make a trade that the planet was emptied with no 
sign of who had done it and the Supreme System Lord had sent the 
best tracker among his Jaffa to figure the mystery out. 


Master Borok was both honored and grateful for the assignment. 
Honored for the trust in him it showed and grateful for the chance to 
stretch his legs a bit. At his age, he wasn't sent into combat anymore 
and his days were filled with instructing younger Jaffa in the art of 
tracking. In fact, had he been a less skilled tracker, he would not 
have been given any more symbiotes to carry. Though it would no 
longer be an issue very soon, as the last one was having difficulty 
keeping him going. 


He observed with approval as his squad, which were all his current 
batch of students, took care not to mess up any of the tracks. He'd 
taken them along on this trip because it would allow them to practice 
the craft he was teaching them without risk of combat. 


Though they could hardly have done any worse than the buffoon 
who reported it to lord Ra. The crotchety old Jaffa thought to himself 
sourly, seeing that many of the tracks were made only recently, not 
feeling the slightest bit repentant for his uncharitable thoughts on 
one of the lesser gods serving Ra. 


At the very least it hadn't rained, which would have erased all the 
tracks here. A small blessing, as the tracks were clearly several days 
old. 


"Master Borok, something extremely heavy was dragged here." The 
voice of his student snapped him out of his irritable wool gathering. 


Borok took a look at the tracks and saw that the much younger Jaffa 
was indeed correct, though it was not a very hard deduction to make. 
A wide trench had been gouged in the earth. 


"A large cargo crate, fully loaded." Borok said after a moment's 
consideration on the size and depth of the trench. "More than one in 
fact." 


"But how did they get it through the gate?" One of the others 
wondered, frowning at the stone stairway that led to the stargate. 
While it would not have been impossible for several dozen Jaffa to 
have dragged it there, it would have been extremely difficult since 
the cargo crates had no convenient handholds or anything that a 
rope could be tied on, but it was not impossible. Dragging it up the 
stairs would have been even more difficult, but also not impossible. 
Doing it without badly damaging the stairs however, was impossible 
and the short stairway was in very good condition. 


"It was lifted." Borok said, though a faint hint of incredulity could be 
heard in his tone. 


"Impossible, even if Jaffa were to grab hold of every available 
surface, a fully loaded cargo crate of that size would be too heavy." 
The same young Jaffa protested. 


"It was done by a single man." Borok replied quietly, staring at the 
ground in front of him while his students erupted into denials. 


"Silence fools!" He shouted at them once he lost patience with their 
behavior. Teaching these idiot younglings to come to the correct 
conclusions while being wary of deception was always the 
hardest(and most frustrating) part of instructing them in the fine art of 
tracking. "Look for yourselves." 


The younger Jaffa approached and looked wide eyed at the single 
set of deeply indented footprints. The set closest to where the crate 
had been stopped was spaced wider, clearly indicating that the man 
had braced himself before lifting the crate. There were a few more 
before the stairway had been reached, but aside from how deeply 
into the earth they were pressed, they did not show the staggered 
gait that one might expect from a person carrying an extremely 
heavy burden. 


Aside from incredulity at the idea that a single man could possibly be 
that strong, the footprints themselves puzzled them also. They were 
large, clearly belonging to a big man and they were barefoot. Borok 
could not think of anyone that walked with their feet uncovered like 
this. The Jaffa usually wore their armored boots if they were not at 
home, the slaves wore sandals or some other self made footwear, 
depending on planetary conditions and the gods wore a variety of 
foot coverings. 


"Let us move on, we may discover more elsewhere." The aged Jaffa 
Master commanded and moved off. 


The long since burnt out Temple of Ra was nearby and it didn't take 
them long to reach it. 


Borok ignored the muttering of his students as he looked around, 
noting the empty containers that looked as if they had once held oil. 
That would explain how they had started the fire but it was not 
particularly useful. 


They found the bare footprints here once more, though much lighter, 
as well as Jaffa footprints applenty and it looked as if they had 
forcibly dragged several people away from the temple, most likely 
the priesthood. This pointed to it being the action of a rival Goa'uld, 
but Borok could once again think of none that would do this. The 
barefooted tracks would in that case most likely belong to the god 
that these Jaffa served, as only a god could be so strong, but no god 
would lower himself to performing manual labor. 


It was also baffling that the priesthood had been taken alive instead 
of killed. 


"Master, what do you make of this?" The puzzled voice of his student 
once again snapped Borok out of his contemplation, causing him a 
small amount of irritation. Borok didn't like having his thoughts 
interrupted. 


Grumbling, he made his way over and was himself puzzled at what 
his student had found. There were three golden chalices that were 
normally used in religious ceremonies, clearly taken from the temple 
before it had been burned. 


The first contained the rotting body of a dead Goa'uld, perhaps 
Banaded himself or some other mature symbiote taken from the 
pouch of a Jaffa. The second was filled with what Borok identified as 
stale animal excrement. And most baffling of all, the third contained 
a stone tablet with a crude, but recognizable carving of male 
genitalia belonging to either a human or Jaffa. 


He had to give his irritating students a glare to shut them up again 
when they started muttering about how blasphemous it was. Yes, it 
was blasphemous, but whining about it wasn't going to make it any 
less SO. 


"Master, what does it mean?" The only Jaffa to have kept silent at 
the sight asked. 


Borok frowned deeply as he considered the question, but could 
make no sense of it. 


Naruto had intended the first to imply that the Goa'uld would rot just 
the same as any dead man. The second one was supposed to be a 
metaphorical representation of how full of shit the Goa'uld religion 
was and the third one was there simply because Naruto was a dick 
and knew it. 


Of course, all this metaphor was completely lost on the Jaffa, whose 
culture was so far removed from that of 20th century Earth that they 

couldn't even begin to make sense of it. Naruto had known this when 
he'd left the three chalices there, but he hadn't cared much. Because 
he was a dick. 


Giving up on solving the apparent riddle and deciding to pass it on to 
Ra, they moved on. The temple was close to the city outskirts and 
they had been able to see the wreckage of the Tel'tak from there, 
which was where they headed. 


The only thing they found was the mangled, bloated, decaying body 
of Banaded's host that was giving off a truly spectacular stench and 
wriggled with insects and other corpse eating creepy crawlies. 


Naruto hadn't bothered disposing of the man's body since nobody 
among the living would care about him and the man himself was 
dead and in no position to care what happened to his carcass. He'd 
briefly considered simply removing the Goa'uld and letting the host 
live, but the poor bastard had long since been become a vegetable 
over the course of millenia of mental domination. 


"I do not know." Borok admitted. 


"Could it have been the Asgard?" 


Borok frowned again in uncertainty. Jaffa legend wasn't exactly 
detailed on the enigmatic enemy of the Goa'uld, so he couldn't say 
for sure. 


"Lord Ra will know if it was." 


Once more the Jaffa moved on through the eerily empty settlement. 
Everywhere they could see the signs of a mass exodus. Tracks left 
by carts and livestock abounded on the hardened dirt roads, with the 
occasional forgotten item left lying carelessly on the ground. There 
were signs of battle in some areas, especially the town center, but 
there was a puzzling lack of bodies, either those of Banaded's Jaffa 
or that of the invader. Surely someone must have died, yet the 
victorious invading force had apparently taken the dead as well as 
the living. 


Borok organized his students into several groups to cover more 
ground, leaving the most capable in charge. It was nearing nightfall 
by the time they regrouped in front of the palace to report their 
findings. 


"What have you found?" Borok prompted, staring at the leader of the 
first group. 


"The homes of the slaves are mostly empty, everything has been 
taken that could be easily carried." The much younger Jaffa 
reported. "We have also found a glider that has been shot down with 
a Staff cannon, its pilot and gunner were not present." 


"We found the cannon." The second group leader spoke up. "It had 
been ripped from its glider with brute force. The metal was bent 
slightly where it had been squeezed too hard." 


The report set off another round of muttering from the others who 
knew how durable the staves were, severely irritating Borok once 
again. "You will cease gossiping like old matrons and allow him to 
finish!" 


"We also believe that the cannon was ripped away mid flight, as we 
found the glider that once carried it nearby. It crashed due to having 
its wing severely bent by what appears to be a forceful stomp. The 
size of the indentation in the wing corresponds to the size of the bare 
footprints we found." The second group leader continued reporting 
after getting a nod from the Jaffa Master. 


"What of the Jaffa who had flown it?" Borok asked, giving a pre- 
emptive glare to prevent his students from gossiping. 


"They were not present." 


Borok hummed and rubbed at his chin, considering the situation for a 
moment before giving a nod to the third group leader as a prompt for 
him to speak. 


"We found the last of the gliders, this ones underbelly had been 
carved open with what appear to be claws. Given that the glider 
crashed, it must have also been done during flight. Neither pilot nor 
gunner were present." The young Jaffa reported. 


"What makes you think it was done by claws?" Borok asked. 


"We did not truly know until we investigated the signs of a pursuit 
into the nearby forest. Many jaffa were chasing the barefooted one, 
to no apparent effect. The distance between each footprint was 
immense and the stride forceful. The speed with which this creature 
would have been moving would render pursuit impossible and it 
appeared to have been toying with the Jaffa chasing it, as the 
footprints reverse direction many times." 


"You have still not told me why you believe the damage to the third 
glider was done with claws." Borok reminded when it appeared that 
his student had gone on a tangent. 


"Many of the trees bore claw marks, some faint and some deep. We 
also saw them in the tree tops, so it must also be capable of climbing 
as well." 


"It is no creature if it is intelligent enough to operate a staff cannon 
and toy with pursuers in such a manner." Borok said contemplatively. 
"Show me what you found, | wish to see it for myself." 


He had to make certain that his idiot students hadn't gone from being 
too sceptical to being too gullible after all. 


Several hours later, they were back at the palace and much to 
Borok's masterfully hidden shock, his students had been entirely 
correct. 


The barefooted god could indeed move at insane speeds and did 
indeed possess claws that could tear apart metal. He was less 
shocked about that than he was over the fact that his students had 
actually been entirely correct. Perhaps there was some hope for 
them yet. 


It was well into the night now, so the group of Jaffa equipped torches 
as they moved into the palace. Borok had considered making camp 
for the night and continuing the search in the morning, but Ra had 
demanded answers as soon as possible. It would mean that they 
were much more likely to miss something important, but one did not 
lightly ignore orders from one's god. 


It became immediatelly apparent that the palace had also been 
looted. Many rooms were stripped bare or nearly so, with only the 
occasional decorative trinket left behind. Banaded's personal 
quarters had not been spared this either, even his sarcophagus had 
been taken. 


The inspection of the room where Banaded conducted his deals was 
the most interesting by far. An altercation of some sort had clearly 
taken place here. A small table lay smashed against the wall and a 
Ma'tok staff with its bulbous firing end crushed had been left 
carelessly on the ground. The deep indentation of fingers was more 
obvious here than it had been on the staff cannon, making it clear 
what had happened. 


Borok suspected that this was where it had all started, but did not 
mention it to his students. He had nothing solid to base his 
suspicions on, but for this room to have been used at all, Banaded 
must have invited the invader inside. 


A short way down the hall, they found four lines gouged into the wall 
and easily identified them as claw marks by this point. 


Next they made their way to the slave quarters, which were adjacent 
to the palace wing where new slaves were trained. As had been the 
case with the rest of the palace, it was stripped bare. 


There they found the body of a single Jaffa priestess bearing the 
symbol of Ra, her body in the same state of decay as Banaded's had 
been. 


"Master, | do not understand." One of the Jaffa began. "Why was this 
one killed instead of taken?" 


"| do not know." Borok said as he inspected the body. He was glad to 
see that the priestess had at least not been violated before her 
death. Jaffa were generally too disciplined for such deplorable 
behavior, but it did happen occasionally that the warriors of an 
enemy god would take such liberties with either the priestesses or 
the slave women of a defeated planet. Jaffa that sunk to such 
dishonorable behavior were usually quielty disposed of by their 
fellows if something else did not take their lives first. 


"She was grabbed by the throat with one hand and had her neck 
broken with the a push of the thumb. A quick death." Borok 
pronounced after taking a look at the bruising on her neck and jaw, 
still visible despite the decay. 


The younger Jaffa stayed in respectful silence for the life of the 
priestess, already knowing who had done it. Breaking a persons's 
neck required a certain amount of strength and could not be done 
with with just the thumb unless the owner of said thumb was 
monstrously strong. 


Borok led them deeper into the palace, going where Ra had 
instructed them to go in order to retrieve the magic crystals that 
Banaded had in his keeping. All Jaffa knew of the crystals that held 
the magic of the gods and allowed their great starships to fly. Ra had 
said that he suspected that the enemy god who had destroyed 
Banaded would have taken them, but they were to look just in case. 


As they had half expected, the crystals were gone, stolen just like 
most everything else on the planet. With nothing left for them there, 
Borok and his students wrapped the decaying body of the dead 
priestess in one of the few curtains that hadn't been stolen and 
buried her. 


While Borok continued to puzzle over who could have possibly done 
this, his students mentally cursed the abomination that had 
blasphemed against their god and slain his servants Banaded and 
the unfortunate priestess, hoping that he would suffer for his actions. 


Naruto was at that moment suffering his wife's silent displeasure as 
he walked next to her through the palace. Akitsu was on her other 
side, holding the horned woman's arm between her breasts in a not 
very subtle attempt to distract her. 


It wasn't working too well because Xanna was not as easily 
distracted from her irritation with sexual invitations as Naruto might 
have been. 


It had been almost a week since the last of the people from Saral 
had come through the stargate, which had been an endevour that 
had taken almost a full day in and of itself. 


Naruto had been the last to leave Saral, carrying the heaviest of their 
ill gotten gains through the gate. While he'd been supplying power to 
the gate to keep it open indefinitely, Xanna had needed to keep the 
whole thing organized on the other side. They had made some 
preparations for receiving a large influx of people, but it would have 


been fairly chaotic even then, with twice as many people it was nigh 
unmanageable. 


This was one of those rare situations where you became glad that 
your enemy was so stupid, in this case with their ship design. 


The Ha'tak mothership was the mainstream ship used by all Goa'uld. 
They were all pretty much identical and they were the 'one size fits 
all’ solution of the Goa'uld, a truly textbook example of putting too 
many eggs in one basket. It was a capital warship, troop transport, 
carrier and even cargo ship if need be. It could even land on a planet 
if whichever Goa'uld flying it wanted to really make an entrance, 
something that even Naruto (who had no experience with 
spaceships whatsoever) could tell was fucking stupid for a ship that 
was well over half a kilometer long and wide. 


Then again, there was alot about the ship itself that he felt was 
stupid besides the people who typically owned it. The pyramidal core 
and triangular superstructure around it gave the thing way too many 
angles. Sure, it had sixty rather powerful plasma cannons, but only a 
small number of those cannons could actually fire at a target at any 
given time due to its shape, not to mention the lack of variety in their 
weaponry. Plasma weapons for their infantry, their fighters, their 
stationary defences, their bombers and their capital ships. They 
didn't even have any point defense guns to fight off swarms of 
fighters and bombers. 


Naruto had been hoping to see some frickin lasers but oh well, he'd 
just have to make his own. Good thing that Sekirei ship he'd 
appropriated had some. 


But the troop transport part of the Ha'tak actually came in handy this 
time, no matter how dumb it was to have a front line capital ship 
double as a troop transport. It could comfortably hold 400-500 Jaffa, 
depending on how much of it was used as a barracks, but in the 
current situation it was uncomfortably being used as a temporary 
home by over a thousand people. 


That still left about nine thousand homeless that needed taking care 
of, but it was something and Erius was currently in early summer, so 
nobody was in danger of freezing to death. Fortunately, the city of 
Hesa wasn't too far north of the equator, so the temperatures didn't 
drop particularly low even during winter. The people certainly hadn't 
complained much, though that was probably because they were 
used to being slaves and not being allowed to complain. 


Things had still been racter hectic though. 


Nearly every moment since their return from Saral had been spent 
trying to figure out what to do with so many people. They had not 
slept, eaten, had sex or done anything else save directing the efforts 
to settle them somewhere. None of that was necessary for them to 
do and it was no hardship for them to go without, but Xanna tended 
to get crabby without those things. Sex and sleep were activities of 
pleasure and relaxation that she had gotten used to and did not 
enjoy going without, while eating was one of the few things that had 
not gotten dull over the millenia and she'd gotten attached to it. 


Aside from being pretty much the only people keeping things even 
vaguely organized, Naruto had also been performing large amounts 
of manual labor, such as hauling heavy loads of stone and wood for 
the construction of new homes, hewing said stone into more 
manageable sizes along with various other things. He wasn't 
particularly pleased with the lack of sex either and the work had at 
least been a half decent distraction. 


Xanna had kept most of her focus on keeping track of things and 
directing efforts to make the labor as efficient as possible, as well as 
using a number of Jaffa as a makeshift police force to prevent any 
altercations from happening. 


The work was not nearly done and would likely take a several more 
weeks before the new population was even vaguely settled in and 

the people currently inhabiting the Ha'tak could move out, followed 
by the long process of integrating them completely. He was familiar 
enough with the concept of culture shock to know that you couldn't 


just mash two disparate peoples together and expect them to mesh 
perfectly. 


With the ability to clone themselves, they could have quite easily 
given themselves a break while still getting shit done, but much to 
Naruto's puzzlement, Xanna didn't want to do it because it would be 
‘cheating’. 


To Naruto, cheating was a way of life. For Xanna it had long since 
become necessary to exercise some restraint or else ruin your own 
fun. 


He could understand her desire to limit the use of their powers on an 
intellectual level, but why was she so damn annoyed by it when she 
was doing it to herself? It was times like this that Naruto became 
certain that she'd chosen correctly when she'd decided to take a 
female form. 


Immediately after the thought passed through his head, a fist caught 
him in the jaw and sent him crashing into a wall, though not hard 
enough to do more than crack it. 


"That is not the cause of my displeasure my idiot husband." Xanna 
said scathingly, tearing her other hand away from Akitsu's grip in 
irritation. "I was aware that refraining from the use of our power to 
speed things along would mean that we would need to put that much 
more personal effort into it long before the idea to rule an empire 
even entered your thoughts. Even your blunder with the size of the 
population you've just abducted was not so bad since you at least 
had the foresight to bring along plenty of food." 


Though it did point out the fact that they should have prepared better 
for a large influx of people. Despite her wishes otherwise, a 
considerable amount of cheating would need to take place to provide 
for the new population. 


"What | am displeased with is how casually you've undermined our 
authority." 


Naruto had raised his hands in surrender at her tirade, though he 
couldn't keep himself from grinning at how hot she looked when she 
was mad. He knew she wasn't really mad at him anyway. The last 
sentence just plain confused him though. "How did | undermine our 
authority? Last | checked everyone was still doing as as we said." 


"You did it by allowing those children to braid your hair!" She 
Snapped in exasperation. 


"| had to admire that little girl's guts for just walking up behind me 
and starting to play with my hair without even asking for permission 
and the others just sort of joined in afterwards." He shrugged, not at 
all sorry. 


The girl's mother had been terrified out of her mind at what her 
daughter had done though. That had been vaguely funny too. 


"Naruto, she couldn't have been more than three years old and 
probably didn't even register that your hair was attached to you. That 
is not an indication of 'guts', but a lack of cognitive development." 
Xanna replied dryly. 


"The others were older and ballsy enough to do it." He pointed out. 


"They could hardly be intimidated by you when you had a three year 
old wiping her spit stained fingers in your hair." 


"|... have no argument to support myself." Naruto capitulated. "But | 
don't get what's so bad about letting them braid my hair." 


"It is bad because if they do not fear us, we will eventually be 
inundated with requests to use our power to help them with all of 
their inane little problems." She explained, slightly frustrated at his 
shortsightedness. 


She'd even heard people refer to her as a merciful goddess, clearly 
demonstrating how out of hand things were getting. She hadn't even 
done anything particularly merciful. 


Naruto swaggered forward and pressed her into the wall, bringing his 
mouth very close to hers before he answered. "Then we say no." 


"So it is that simple now, but when | suggested that we kill half of the 
people you took to make things easier, it was 'going too far'?" Xanna 
asked archly. 


"I know that I'm the newbie here, but mass murder seems like a bad 
starting point for a society." He answered sardonically, knowing that 
the suggestion had been only half joking. "Now come on, lets go 
catch up on the sex we missed out on and you can make it up to 
Akitsu for almost making her cry." 


The Ice Sekirei started a bit at suddenly being spoken about, having 
retreated a short distance away, where she had been wringing her 
hands anxiously. 


"Ah... it's okay, | wasn't going to cry." She muttered quietly, only lying 
a little bit. The rough way that the horned woman had torn her hand 
away had made her tear up at little, but she hadn't been about to cry. 
It just seemed so silly to be upset over something so minor when 
Naruto had been punched into a wall and managed to grin about it. It 
was just that it had been a week since they'd had any time for her 
and she'd been so happy about it that the sudden violence had been 
really distressing. 


Naruto rolled his eyes at the subdued response. "Sure you weren't. 
Now do you want to join in on the fun or not?" 


Akitsu smiled shyly and fidgeted as she answered. "Ah... yes." 


Xanna frowned to herself as she closed the door to the royal 
quarters behind her and made her way down the hall. The past day 
of ‘catching up' on lost time had done a lot for her ill temper, but it 
had also raised some other questions. 


Akitsu. 


What the hell were they doing with that girl anyway? 


The Ice Sekirei certainly was fun to have around for several reasons. 
Notably for her habit of giving the impression that she was some 
helpless girl that was abused on a constant basis by the scary 
horned people. It was always amusing to see people's reaction to 
that one, though it wasn't likely to come into play for some time now. 
A pity. 


The other thing was her submissive personality. Xanna had always 
liked being in control and Naruto was too wild to be submissive to 
anyone or anything for very long, even her(which she had to admit 
was somewhat refreshing even if his unique form of obsession with 
her wasn't looking like it would ever loosen its grip on him). The Ice 
Sekirei felt positively blissfull in the presence of two such dominant 
personalities. 


Like right now, when Naruto was pinning her to the bed, covering her 
completely with his much larger body as he thrust into her with just 
enough restraint to keep it from being painful. Despite being more 
than ready to fall asleep from exhaustion, Akitsu still eagerly kept her 
legs spread for him, moaning in near delirium as he took her. 


The horned woman shook the image out of her mind before she got 
the urge to go back in there and rejoin them. She'd left the fun a bit 
early this time to think about the situation, not to get herself horny 
again. 


Akitsu had been extra attentive to her this time, no doubt still feeling 
deep inside that she had to make up for the minor irritation Xanna 
had felt at having her arm occupied while she'd been punching her 
husband. 


It was beyond obvious that the Ice Sekirei had attached herself to 
them so completely that to cut her loose now would destroy her. 
Xanna would have had no real compunction about doing so anyway 
despite her fondness of the Ice Sekirei, but Naruto would object to it 
severely. 


For her, Akitsu was only been supposed to be a fun plaything for a 
while before they moved on, but she'd been so much fun that the 
situation had just dragged on. 


She snorted at the thought. Naruto used to be just a fun plaything 
too and now she was married to him. 


Akitsu was so submissive that any thoughts about not wanting to 
share Naruto with her were moot. If anything, if was the Sekirei being 
shared between the two of them, but it was still a deviation from the 
plan that Xanna had envisioned for the two of them and she hated 
deviations from the plan. 


Granted, it hadn't been much of a plan. Basically just 'enjoy our 
divinity for as long as possible before eternal life made everything so 
boring that we want to die’. 


Then have Naruto find a way to utterly obliterate their existence. If 
anyone could find a way to kill the unkillable, it would be him. Much 
to her shock, Naruto's own power had started mutating, his 
unforeseen manifestation of Rinnegan abilities proved it. Initially, it 
would have been simple to take back what she had given him with 
the Chakra Fruit, now it would pose some negligible difficulty. If this 
continued, he would eventually be completely independent of her. 


Not truly a concern given his devotion to her, merely unexpected. 
She trusted him completely and knew that nothing would change 
between them due to this, but it highlighted the fact that a means to 
end their existence needed to be found for the inevitable day when 
the burden of eternity became too heavy. 


That was still a long, long way into the future though, so she hadn't 
mentioned it to him yet. Not that it would do any good anyway, he 
would just shrug, grin and refuse to think about it until it happened. 


Same thing with the Akitsu situation. He likely hadn't devoted even 
half a second of thought to where they were going with her and was 
just going with the flow. 


Her thoughts on the subject were interrupted when she passed 
through the throne room, which now sported a far more impressive 
and tasteful dual throne of polished obsidian furnished with 
comfortable blood red coushins. In fact, most of the palace had 
already been redecorated so that it was more to their tastes instead 
of the gold obsessed Goa'uld. 


The decor of the throne room was not what stopped her in her tracks 
though, but the dozen or so nervous looking women waiting in it. If 
she did not miss her guess, they were all from either Banaded's 
serving staff or personal harem. While they had not been a priority, 
Naruto's... peculiarities... regarding women had ensured that they 
were well treated, so their presence here was something of an 
oddity. 


"Yes?" Xanna prompted, instantly bringing the women to attention. 
Apparently Naruto had managed to convince them to stop kneeling 
all the time, though it did look as if they had just barely restrained the 
impulse to get down on their knees. 


"My lady, we wish to offer our services to lord Naruto." The one that 
seemed to be the designated speaker said with a small quaver in her 
voice. 


"Is that so?" Xanna murmured to herself too quietly to hear and 
discreetly scanned their minds. Naruto had let it be known that none 
of the former harem girls or pleasure slaves would be required to do 
the same under their rule, but most of them were here for exactly 
that purpose anyway. 


They seemed to be of the opinion that Naruto was the only real 
power here, which was irritating but understandable given that they'd 
come from a society where the only authority had been a male. Well, 
a worm pretending to be a male, but it amounted to the same thing in 
the end. 


In short, they felt a bit lost and unsure of what to do with themselves. 
Despite being slaves, they'd actually enjoyed a very comfortable life 


so far. Abused, malnourished and tormented women weren't very 
attractive after all, unless you were a particularly sick individual. 
Their duties hadn't even been demeaning from their point of view 
thanks to their upbringing, so the only reluctance they felt in offering 
themselves as harem girls was Naruto's frigtening appearance. They 
were doing this with the hope that in return they would get to 
continue to live in the luxury that they were accustomed to. 


Though there was one among them that Banaded had apparently 
favored, causing the woman to think that he had loved her and she 
was now planning to assassinate Naruto after he had sex with her 
and fell asleep. Cute, but misguided on so many levels. 


The whole thing was misguided actually, Naruto wouldn't be 
interested in a harem. He chased other women for the thrill of 
seducing them rather than the pleasure of sleeping with them. It 
wasn't as if any of them could even remotely compare to her after all. 


Xanna wasn't interested in a harem either, but there was one thing 
that she could use these women for. She'd already decided to put off 
making any decision about Akitsu, so this would be as good a 
distraction as any. 


"How good are you at giving massages?" 


"We were well trained." The apparent speaker for the group said with 
a bit of hope. 


"Good." Xanna purred and started walking to another room, 
disrobing as she went. Before she was completely naked, she 
manifested her ten tails and kept them wrapped around her 
midsection to make it seem as if they were always there. "Come 
show me then." 


The women muttered amongst each other in shock at seeing the 
tails unfold, but hastened to follow when they made an unmistakable 
beckoning gesture. 


Alone in an absurdly opulent room that was heavily decorated with 
gold, a young and very handsome, Egyptian looking boy of perhaps 
seventeen years of age was frowning. At least he gave the 
appearance of being a boy, though the age and malice in his eyes 
gave lie to that first impression. 


This was Ra, Supreme System Lord of the Goa'uld Hegemony, and 
he was confused. As someone that was around ten thousand years 
old, he didn't get confused often. 


The emptying of Saral had been a surprising development, but he'd 
not expected it to be so puzzling. Vacating an entire planet was 
usually done with orbital bombardment or with an army of Jaffa 
sweeping it clean. It was not done often because large numbers of 
human slaves could be difficult to replace, so they usually only 
suffered minor casualties during conflicts between Goa'uld. 


Taking the people but leaving the planet was a new tactic, which he'd 
assumed one of his rivals had cooked up for some reason. Borok's 
report on what tracks they had found seemed to contradict this 
however. He'd been disbelieving when the aged Jaffa had told him 
that a barefooted man had lifted a fully loaded cargo crate all by 
himself and carried it through the stargate, more than one even. He 
had considered if perhaps the old Jaffa's mind had finally failed him. 


Borok was as sharp as ever though and his assessment of the tracks 
gave little choice but to believe him. 


This forced Ra to consider who could have done this. One of his 
fellow Goa'uld might have conceivably developed some technology 
that would allow for such a strength increase, but they would never 
sully their feet by walking barefoot. Especially not on a planet 
swarming with disgusting cattle that left their droppings everywhere. 


Furthermore, Borok's claims that the 'enemy god' had claws capable 
of shearing through stone and metal also argued against it being one 
of them. Unlike the Jaffa, Ra knew physics and knew that natural 
claws simply couldn't do that. Nor was it possible to crush a staff 


weapon in one's fist or leap high enough to take a death glider out of 
the air. The Unas were the most physically powerful race that the 
Goa'uld had encountered so far and even with a symbiote enhancing 
the lizard creature's native strength, they couldn't have done that. 
Though Goa'uld who had used Unas hosts did often walk barefoot 
due to the creatures clawed toes, Borok had been adamant that the 
footprints matched that of a human. 


Some new technology employed by a rival Goa'uld was the most 
logical explanation and Ra wanted it for himself as soon as possible. 


The most baffling part of this came from what Borok and his students 
had found in front of his desecrated temple. That was in and of itself 
an act that angered him greatly and he would enjoy making his 
displeasure known once the defiler was found. 


Ra, the same as Borok, could not decipher the meaning of the three 
golden chalices no matter how much he thought about it. Why would 
anyone put animal excrement into a cup made of gold? Why would 
someone put excrement in any kind of cup? Or a dead symbiote for 
that matter? 


The stone tablet with the carving of male genitalia was even more 
confusing. It somehow seemed like an incredibly immature thing to 
do. 


Regardless, Ra might not be able to understand the exact meaning 
of these things, but he knew that he was offended by it and that was 
all that he truly cared about if one was to be completely honest. 


Banaded's death didn't phase him much at all. The minor Goa'uld 
had been a useful underling because he lacked the will and ambition 
to rebel against him even if he wasn't loyal, but there were plenty 
more like him. They probably wouldn't be quite as good as Banaded 
at governing a planet, but that was alright. Keeping slaves under 
control only took so much skill after all. 


The blow to his reputation, and therefore his ego, was far worse than 
the loss of a minor trade planet whose only real value was the 
slightly higher quality of trained slaves it tended to produce. There 
were always more slaves after all, but he would lose face in the eyes 
of his fellow Goa'uld for having his planet attacked like this and his 
temple defiled, which could be dangerous given Sokar's briefly 
successful rebellion recently. He would have preferred to keep the 
fate of Saral entirely quiet if possible, but too many had already 
known of it. If there was one thing worse than having a planet deep 
in your territory invaded like this, it was trying to cover it up and 
failing. The whole thing made him burn with the desire to 
demonstrate to the attacker why it was unwise to slight the Sun God. 


Unfortunately, he had no idea who had done this. Banaded and the 
priestess had been dead much too long for the sarcophagus to be 
capable of reviving them and there were no other witnesses. 


It could have been one of his rival Goa'uld, but they would probably 
not have attacked Saral if that were so. It was too much of a high risk 
target for too little gain. 


The idea that it might have been the Tok'ra was dismissed out of 
hand. Those rebellious traitors were a nuisance at best and survived 
only by hiding in caves. Evacuating ten thousand humans would 
have only served to compromise their stealth while gaining them 
nothing of any true worth. 


The Asgard were a far likelier possibility. The advanced race 
certainly had the power and technology for it, but the method was all 
wrong. Had it been them, one of their monstrously powerful ships 
would have come and used its weaponry to disintegrate every 
Goa'uld structure and Jaffa warrior on the planet. By all accounts, 
this was a strictly ground based attack and Ra knew that the little 
grey aliens were physically very frail. They would have never left the 
safety of their ships to engage in such a confrontation. Not to 
mention that the Asgard didn't leave any bodies behind, such as 
those found of the priestess and Banaded that had been found by 
Borok and his students. 


Besides, Ra couldn't recall doing anything lately that would instigate 
their wrath. 


So either this was some new race with an unknown agenda, or one 
of his rivals playing some clever game. Ra could not be certain either 
way. The Jaffa tracks pointed at a Goa'uld, but everything else 
seemed to point at something else entirely. 


He would find out one way or another, and when he did, he would 
make sure that the offender suffered for their insolence greatly 
before they were finally allowed to die. 


Some weeks later . 


In another part of the Galaxy, beneath the ground of an otherwise 
abandoned planet, a webwork of crystal tunnels stretched. 


This was the base of the Tok'ra(one of them anyway), a resistance 
movement of rebel Goa'uld symbiotes The vast majority of them had 
been spawned by the Goa'uld Queen Egeria, who hadn't liked the 
path that her race was taking and decided to rebel against them. The 
Tok'ra, like their mother, wanted no part in the evil perpetrated by 
others of their kind and their goal was to end the reign of the 
Goa'uld. Not through war or open military action, but through 
infiltration, sabotage, subterfuge and assassination. 


Despite being in operation for thousands of years, they had only 
limited Success in accomplishing this goal. 


The biggest hurdle was the Supreme System Lord himself. As Ra 
was powerful enough to force all the others into compliance, he 
incidentally also kept most of the other System Lords from open war 
with each other, which was the exact opposite of what the Tok'ra 
wanted. 


Assassinating Ra would have been a crowning achievement for 
them, causing the loosely aligned Goa'uld Empire to collapse into 


infighting and allowing them more opportunities to whittle away at 
their power. 


Unfortunately, Ra was well aware of this and justifiably paranoid 
about it. Intensely so, especially after he had captured Egeria and 
presumably killed her. He never interacted with his underlings face- 
to-face to prevent Tok'ra who managed to infiltrate his ranks from 
having even a chance at killing him, he had all his food tested for 
poison and the only Jaffa allowed to be in his presence were the 
ones that he chose personally when they were children. 


Worse still, for a Tok'ra to even enter his service as a minor Goa'uld 
was a feat, as Ra tended to be a lot more careful in the selection of 
his underlings than other Goa'uld. 


They did manage it every so often though, and they happened to 
have an agent among Ra's underlings at the moment. An operative 
that had just recently passed on some very interesting information. 


"What is so important on Saral that it would prompt an attack such 
as this?" Grand Councilor Garshaw, the second highest ranked 
Tok'ra asked, unable to remember anything of importance ever 
happening on that particular planet. She had barely been aware of 
its existence before this had happened. 


"Nothing." Anise, a scientist and historian rather than a field 
Operative, answered succintly. "It has no naquadah deposits or any 
Significant amounts of other precious metals, nor was there any 
technology being developed there. Saral has been deep in Ra's 
dominion for millenia and has never even been invaded by a rival 
Goa'uld. By all accounts, it was just a minor trade planet with almost 
no value." 


"Could Ra have been hiding something on it that another Goa'uld 
somehow learned of?" Delek, another member of the Tok'ra high 
council, asked. 


"No, if that were the case then Ra's reaction would have been much 
stronger. He is angered over the loss of face it caused him, but is not 
mobilizing a fleet." Selmak dismissed. 


The others nodded their agreement with the logic. Though Selmak 
was not on the council(because he had repeteadly refused when the 
position was offered), his voice carried a lot of weight due to him 
being one of the oldest and most successful Tok'ra operatives. 


"What cause would anyone have to attack it then?" Garshaw said, 
repeating her earlier question. 


The meeting descended into silence as they tried to think of what 
possible purpose that attack could have had. 


"They took the only thing of value from the planet, its people.” 
Selmak finally said. 


"| agree, but why Saral? There are thousands of worlds that would 
have been easier targets, many of them completely undefended 
save for the threat of retribution." Anise spoke in support of Selmak's 
analysis. 


"To show that they could of course." Delek said derisively. "I am sure 
that whichever Goa'uld did it would have been gloating already if 
they were not so afraid of Ra's vengeance." 


His was not an unfounded claim, as the uncontrollable arrogance of 
the Goa'uld had in fact been their greatest asset since the very 
beginning. It was a rare Goa'uld indeed who managed to do 
something without bragging about it, making the lot of them quite 
terrible at any kind of subterfuge. Their ego simply didn't let them be 
anything but flamboyant. 


"We should not be so quick to assume that it was another Goa'uld." 
Garshaw cautioned. "None of our other operatives have reported 
such movements among those who we have infiltrated." 


"We do not have spies among them all." Delek pointed out in turn. 
"Not to mention that it was supposed to have been executed by 
Jaffa." 


"True, " Garshaw conceded. "but remember what our agent heard. 
Despite the presence of Jaffa, whoever led them does not sound like 
a Goa'uld. Aside from the complete lack of any sign of who had done 
this, the physical features that Ra's trackers reported the invader to 
have..." 


"You do not seriously believe that rumor that he has claws that can 
cut through stone do you?" Delek asked with some incredulity. 


"That rumor had to have come from somewhere." Garshaw 
countered. "Aside from that, there are enough other inconsistencies 
to cast doubt on the idea of it being done by a Goa'uld." 


"Could it have been the doing of our brethren?" Anise asked, 
knowing that there were other Tok'ra cells scattered across the 
Galaxy. Having all of them in the same place would be far too 
dangerous. 


She knew that the Tok'ra sometimes assassinated Goa'uld and freed 
the populations ruled by them, though it was not done for entirely 
altruistic reasons. Since the Tok'ra did not take unwilling hosts, 
recently freed and grateful populations were often the best places to 
find willing ones. 


"No, we do not have the means shelter that many humans." Selmak 
explained. Anise had never been in a situation that would require her 
to understand the logistics of moving so many people. "Such a thing 
would require an already established infrastructure." 


They all went silent for a time, all thinking the same thoughts. If it 
was neither them nor the Goa'uld, then it had to have been a third 
party. The problem was that none of them could think of any 
established power that would do this. 


The Asgard would not have been subtle, they would have asserted 
their will by openly attacking with their overwhelmingly powerful 
ships. But the Asgard rarely did so unless the Goa'uld violated the 
Protected Planets Treaty that had been brokered some centuries 
ago. 


There were some human worlds out there that were at least 
moderately advanced, but they were highly isolationist and wouldn't 
have provoked the Goa'uld like this. 


"| do not believe we will be able to solve this mystery just yet." 
Garshaw finally spoke up, clearly ending the meeting. "Selmak, you 
will inform the other cells of this. Anise, consult the historical records 
to see if you can find any mention of a similar event happening." 


The two Tok'ra nodded their assent and left the council chamber, 
leaving the two councilors alone. 


"| wonder if this new player, if it is a new player, would be open to an 
alliance." Garshaw mused. 


"For all we know they are just as bad as the Goa'uld." Delek 
countered. "And we have no way to contact them either way." 


"True, though | suspect we will solve this mystery soon enough." 
Garshaw said. The Tok'ra received intelligence from across the 
Galaxy after all, both from their own operatives and from various 
human informants. There was only so long that anyone could hide 
before becoming known. 


Several months later. 
Entirely uncaring of the fact that he'd kicked over an anthill with his 


little stunt and all the clues he'd left behind, Naruto let out a pleased 
rumble at the soft hands kneading the muscles on his back. 


While it hadn't been quite as fast paced as that first week, he and 
Xanna had still had a lot of work with all the new people he'd brought 
from Saral, but the worst was finally over. Everybody had a home 
and aside from the mild cheating that had been done with the food 
supply, they hadn't needed to use their powers much. 


Semi-predictably, Ra's priesthood was trying(and failing) to incite 
rebellion. The people were firmly on his and Xanna's side now, so 
they didn't have much to work with. Still, they were being watched to 
prevent them from trying anything reprehensibly stupid, such as 
killing anyone. Most of them had simmered down and accepted their 
new situation, but there were always those few diehards that were 
determined to cause trouble, so they were being observed in case 
another tragic fall down the stairs needed to happen. 


He definitely wasn't doing raiding another planet with so little 
preparation even if things were under control now though, it had 
messed up everything else and set back their plans to build a school 
by several months. 


At least things were mostly back on track, except for one little detail. 


"Does it please you my lord?" The girl sitting on his lower back and 
massaging him asked. 


"Yes Tia, you're very good at this." He complimented in a near 
mumble without opening his eyes. 


He'd been only mildly surprised to hear that his wife had 
appropriated over a dozen girls as masseuses while he'd been... 
distracted... with Akitsu. He certainly had no problem with it. 
Banaded had sent them back to the human settlement once they got 
too old for his tastes or sometimes even killed them, but he intended 
to start them up as the next batch of potential teachers. They would 
just happen to be masseuses at the same time. 


Besides, school had always been a good place for matchmaking and 
they might find someone they liked during that time. 


Tia was the would-be assassin that Xanna had told him about. 
They'd been playing games with her ever since, never quite allowing 
an opportunity to present itself. It had been fun playing hard to get 
with her attempts at seducing him. 


She wasn't the only one trying to seduce either him or Xanna, but 
she'd been the most fun to play with because she wanted to kill him. 
Though the other girls assumption that Akitsu was a favored 
concubine had been rather amusing, especially their adorable 
attempts to replace her. That kind of power jockeying shouldn't have 
surprised him, but it had. 


Xanna had laughed at him and told him that he was too used to 
women that would sooner die than live as part of a harem. 


Eventually they'd gotten bored of frustrating Tia and Naruto had 
decided to give her a perfect opportunity to attempt killing him since 
she obviously wasn't intending to give up. He had to admire her 
persistence at least. 


This time instead of getting a group massage along with Xanna and 
Akitsu, he'd asked Tia to follow him somewhere nice and private to 
let her have a shot at him. 


They were in one of those seemingly useless rooms that every 
overblown palace had. Comfortably furnished and decorated, but 
nobody could tell you what exactly it was good for. This particular 
one was full of furniture, some of which wasn't exactly native to this 
dimension. 


Naruto was currently layed face down on a large pillow type thing, 
while Tia sat on his back and massaged him. 


"Thank you my lord." She replied and continued kneading. 


After a few more minutes of silence, Naruto pretended to doze off to 
make her more comfortable. 


Tia forced down her slight nervousness and focused on her anger at 
this 'man'. Though he'd been kind and had never so much as glared 
at her, she just couldn't forgive him for killing Banaded. She was 
certain that her dead master had loved her, he'd favored her and 
taken care of her ever since she was a child after all! 


Silently but quickly so as not to arouse suspicion, she drew a small 
dagger from a hidden pocket that she'd sown into her clothing 
herself. A weapon was remarkably hard to come by on this new 
world, but she had fortunately taken this dagger from Banaded's 
palace. 


After taking a deep breath to fortify herself, Tia stabbed the dagger 
downward with all the force she could muster, eliciting a grunt and 
tensing from the horned man under her as the blade sank into his 
flesh. Within moments, his body slackened and he let out a deep 
exhale. 


With shaking hands, Tia stood up, before the blood welling from the 
wound reached her. She'd done it! She'd avenged her master and 
now this pretender was dead by her hand! 


"You missed." Naruto said in a bored tone and pushed himself to his 
feet. 


Tia yelped fearfully and backpedalled.. "B-b-but | killed you!" 


"Pro tip: If you want to kill someone, you should stab them in the 
heart or lungs, not the spleen." He replied in the same bored tone. 
"Besides, didn't you see me walking out of a ship that | deliberately 
crashed into the ground?" 


Seeing that the terrified woman wasn't going to answer him, he 
turned his back on her to present the handle of the knife buried in his 
back. "Could you pull this thing out? It's getting a bit uncomfortable.” 


Robotically, she approached and grabbed hold of the handle and 
pulled it out... only to slam it back in with an enraged yell, followed 


by an escape to the symphony of frustrated female crying. 


"Ah, the wonders of Stockholm Syndrome. That should be fun." 
Naruto commented wryly to the empty room. "At least she hit my 
liver this time." 


The room failed to answer him. 


Undaunted by the silence, he grabbed hold of the dagger, ripped it 
out and continued speaking. "What do you think? Is it going to be fun 
to play therapist with that one?" 


"Impressive that you can see me even when | do not wish to be 
seen." The room seemed to reply in a female voice. 


"No it isn't." Naruto said dismissively, turning to the now visible 
visitor. 


It was another one of the ascended, though this one was slightly 
older in appearance than Ganos Lal had been, perhaps in her late 
thirties at the most though. She had auburn hair and was wearing a 
modest white dress of a similar design as the one Ganos had worn. 


"So... who are you?" he asked flippantly he'd taken in her 
apperance. 


"I am Oma Desala." The ascended woman answered serenely. 


"And you are here because?" He prompted, crashing heavily into a 
nearby couch and sprawling into it bonelessly. 


"Curiosity." Oma answered shortly, remaining in a standing position 
despite there being a comfortable looking armchair available. For 
one thing, she didn't have a physical body so it didn't really make 
any difference and for another, she hadn't been invited to do so. "You 
and your wife caused a mild panic among the Ascended when 
Ganos suddenly vanished from their senses." 


"You don't say?" He snorted with some derision. "Did you decide to 
come talk to me instead of my wife because you're intending to ride 
me like a pony?" 


Oma was unruffled by his innuendo, having expected something of 
the sort. "No, | merely estimated that out of the two of you, you were 
more likely to speak to me amicably." 


"Translation: You were afraid she was going to wrap you in leather 
and shove a pinecone up your ass." Naruto snickered. 


Oma remained silent while he laughed, fighting the urge to cringe at 
the mental image. Not exactly something she'd considered, but 
Xanna was far too much of an unknown to be considered safe to 
approach. Despite his outwardly abrasive manner and downright 
insulting form of speech, the horned blond seemed to be the less 
volatile of the two. 


"Heheheh..." Naruto's amusement trailed off with a sigh. "Didn't 
Ganos convey our message to you stiffs clearly enough? We're not 
going to stop and you can't make us, so | really don't see what 
possible reason you could have for wanting to talk to me." 


"On the contrary, | would like to see you continue doing as you have 
done so far." She said with a small smile. 


Naruto's eyebrows climbed higher on his forehead in surprise anda 
grin began to pull at his lips. "Go on..." 


"The Ascended are not united in their belief that non-interference is 
the best policy. There is a small minority of us who are of the opinion 
that it was our carelessness that enabled the Goa'uld to rise to their 
current dominance of the Galaxy and that we should work to correct 
this. Unfortunately, the others will not allow us to act, save in the 
most minor of ways. You however, are not so restricted and have 
already liberated thousands from slavery." 


"| hate to break your heart princess, but | didn't do that out of the 
goodness of my heart, or because | felt sorry for them. We just 
needed the numbers to speed the expansion of this empire of ours." 
He responded flatly. 


He couldn't afford to care about anyone that wasn't in his immediate 
vicinity. When you could instantly travel anywhere and help anyone, 
while simultaneously realising that there existed an infinite number of 
people that could use that help, you could drive yourself insane in an 
awful hurry if you cared too much. 


And he just wasn't that nice either. 


Oma's smile faded somewhat at the blunt admission, but she wasn't 
dissuaded just yet. "Regardless, you have been treating them well, 
helped them build homes, educated them and not attempted to force 
them to worship you despite claiming to be a god." 


"Being a god doesn't mean | want anyone groveling in front of me 
and the people are a means to an end, | just have no reason to treat 
them like crap." He retorted. 


"And yet, many would have been overcome by the temptation of 
power when they felt the spiritual strength of their worshippers flow 
to them." Oma argued. "There are many who worship you and your 
wife even though you have not demanded it, surely you felt your 
power increase?" 


"Big whoop." He rolled his eyes sarcastically. "As if | need any more 
power when | already have everything | want. At this point everything 
is just a big game to me and more power isn't worth diddly squat. 
And it isn't even much of a power boost in the first place." 


"Irrespective of your reasons, you are a much better alternative than 
the Goa'uld." Oma finally said after a few moments of silence. 
Perhaps not the champion she had been hoping for, but he was at 
least not interested in committing pointless atrocities and she had a 


feeling that he was deliberately trying to make himself sound worse 
than he actually was. 


"If you say so." He replied airily. "Personally, | get the feeling that 
you're just hoping I'll take care of Anubis for you." 


That one was a nasty piece of work and Oma was a gullible idiot for 
letting herself get tricked into helping a Goa'uld ascend. So much for 
the wisdom of the ascended. The inevitable encounter with Anubis 
promised to be quite interesting due to his unique situation though. 


Oma stared at him in shock, not just because of his words, but 
because he'd spoken them in Alteran. His accent was fairly terrible, 
but it was still clearly understandable. She had no idea how he knew 
about Anubis or when he'd learned their language, but it left her too 
surprised to respond for a few moments. 


"You're wondering how I'm able to speak this language and how | 
know about your screw up with Anubis." He stated with certainty, still 
speaking Alteran and his pronounciation improving with every word. 
"You weren't getting to the point, so | got bored and took it from your 
mind.” 


Mastering her surprise, Oma replied with the same calm tone that 
she had been using thus far. "I see. | suppose you do not care that 
such a violation of a person's privacy was considered a high crime in 
the Alteran civilization?" 


That he was capable of doing it so easily and without her notice was 
another thing that shook her quite badly. 


"Not in the slightest." He answered in the same airy tone he'd used 
before. "You're the one who came to me, not the other way around." 


Before the ascended woman could offer any kind of reply, a 
thoughtful look crossed his face. "While we're on the subject of 
coming..." 


The next thing Oma knew, there was a sudden feeling of vertigo and 
she found herself sitting in the previously noted armchair. More 
worriedly, she was also feeling long forgotten sensory input that 
relied on physical senses rather than spiritual ones. 


"There we go, so much better than talking to a floating ghost thing." 
Naruto said in satisfaction. 


"You've descended me." She said numbly, still feeling more than a 
little dazed at the abrupt transition. She could perfectly remember all 
of her experiences as an ascended being, but all the power available 
to one was out of reach. It left her feeling vulnerable in a way that 
she'd never felt before. 


"Nah, I've just shoved you into that puppet body and temporarily 
shackled you to it. You're still ascended, but your power has been 
hijacked to keep the body alive, that's why you can't shoot lightning 
around and shit." He said dismissively. "Tea?" 


A tea set materialised between them and Naruto busied himself 
pouring it into her cup and dumping the rest into a tankard for 
himself. Like hell was he going to bother with a dainty little cup, a 
man can't even sprawl properly without spilling it on himself with 
those damn things. 


Oma didn't notice this, busy as she was staring at her arms. It felt 
decidedly strange to use physical eyes again after being used to not 
having them for thousands of years. After the initial shock wore off, 
she noticed something a bit... odd. 


"Yeah, | made your body younger. | figured 'Why would | look ata 
middle aged woman if | could look at one in the prime of her life?". 
Naruto admitted before any questions could be asked. "Have a look." 


A mirror appeared in front of her and Oma stared at the image of a 
young woman that stared back at her. It was her face, but without the 
signs of age. She hadn't been particularly old when she'd ascended, 
but the beauty of youth had already started abandoning her. 


She also noted that her clothing had changed to something a bit less 
modest. It was still the same dress, but it was noticeably tighter and 
the neckline lower. Not that the dress had been anything but a 
projection of her will earlier, but he'd obviously altered it to suit his 
own preferences. 


Taking a calming breath so steady herself at yet another abrupt 
shock, she gave her 'host' a level look and spoke with as much of 
her shattered serenity as possible. "You are doing this to keep me off 
balance." 


"Among other things." He addmited with amusement. "Drink your tea 
woman, you don't want it getting cold. Not to mention how rude it is." 


Finding it strangely difficult to resist the urge to make a scathing 
retort on the subject of rudeness, Oma nonetheless reached for the 
offered tea and brought it to her lips. 


... and promptly spilled it when she was reminded that physical 
bodies generally do not like coming into contact with hot liquids. 


Naruto roared with laughter at how inept the 'wise and powerful’ 
ascended were when you shoved them back into physical bodies. 
Thousands of years of of experience as fleshless spirits wasn't going 
to vanish in a few minutes after all. 


Oma considered herself a very patient person. Millenia of life, and 
more importantly, millenia of putting up with her fellow ascended 
restricting her at every turn when she tried to help people on the 
lower planes demanded a lot of patience. Then there was the 
occasional mortal that stumbled across one of her sanctuaries and 
started learning the secrets of ascension. Some of them could be 
incredibly irritating at first. 


Dealing with Naruto required a different kind of patience altogether 
though. None of those previously mentioned disrespected her so 

blatantly her or engineered situations where she would make a fool 
of herself, only to laugh in her face when it happened. It didn't help 


that she once again had adrenaline, estrogen, testosterone and 
various other hormones, along with biologically driven emotional 
reactions. 


So it shouldn't come as a surprise that once again having such 
biological factors influencing her after thousands of years without 
them, in combination with the gratingly annoying giggling and 
juvenile pointing of the horned man caused her temper to snap. 


"You are an immature child!" She surged to her feet and snapped 
angrily, face flushed red and her scalded lips throbbing painfully in 
tune with her heartbeat, serving only to worsen her temper. 


"If you say so granny." He snickered back, even more amused that 
this was her best effort a throwing an insult. "Te'lok is nearly twice 
my age after all." 


The off handed statement shocked Oma badly. Bad enough that her 
anger was completely forgotten. Ganos had of course told of what 
had happened to her and what Xanna had told her with that 
‘presentation’. 


There had been much speculation among the Ascended about these 
horned newcomers, but they didn't know anything for sure. Their 
self-classification as ‘Primordial Forces of Creation and Destruction’ 
gave the impression of vast age, so to hear that this man was 
younger than the Jaffa that acted as his First Prime was shocking in 
the extreme. 


"But how could you have come so far at such a young age?" She 
whispered. "Some of us have sought further enlightenment for tens 
of thousands of years and have been unable to progress to the next 
level." 


"Lets just say that I'm a perversion of nature and leave it at that." He 
said reassuringly, forcing down another laugh. 


Enlightenment my ass. Ascension has about as much to do with 
enlightenment as it does with my balls. 


Oh there was certainly a mental component to it, but judging from 
the minds of the few ascended he and Xanna had scanned, as well 
as the fact that a fucking Goa'uld had managed it, ‘enlightenment’ 
was most definitely not a requirement. 


And what was enlightenment anyway? An arbitrary scale of 
knowledge? A subjective scale of how much contentment a person 
feels in their existence or something similar? If that was the case, 
then the secret of enlightenment might as well be found in his balls, 
because it was as good an explanation as any. 


While Naruto was having his philosophical moment, Oma said 
something that he didn't catch and wasn't interested in enough to 
ask her to repeat it, so he started a new thread of conversation. 
"Say... you've got that nice young body now. How would you like to 


put it through its paces and I'll fill you up with my enlightenment juice 
Oe 


Oma balked at his sudden leering expression as he looked her over 
like a piece of meat, not to mention the proposition that had nothing 
at all to do with what she'd just asked him. 


"| have no interest in having interc-" 


"Don't be hasty now." He interrupted with a creepy crooning voice, 
taking a slow step forward. "If you agree I'll enlighten you so hard 
that it'll leak out of every hole. You'll reach the next level in no time at 
all." 


Starting to get genuinely scared and creeped out by the predatory 
stalk and coaxing voice, Oma backed away warily and spoke as 
strongly as she could, though a tremor of fear still made it into her 
voice. The way that her newly physical body was reacting with 
instinctive fear to the threatening approach wasn't helping, not to 
mention how terribly unused she was to any kind of threat. 


"I'd like to leave now." 


Naruto stopped and gave her a smile so mild that she found it nigh 
impossible to reconcile with the sexually driven threat he'd emanated 
just a moment ago. "Alright, if that's what you want. The fast way or 
the slow way?" 


Oma understood that he was asking her about the method of 
disengaging her from the physical body she was currently occupying. 


Unfortunately, Oma hadn't lived in a culture where everyone knew 
that picking ‘the fast way' was often a bad idea. She just knew that 
she was in desperate need of some solitude where she could get her 
equilibrium back after getting one shock after another, followed by 
behaviour that had made her truly fear that she was about to be 
violated. 


"The fast way." 


She barely saw the flash of steel that came at her neck and only had 
time to make the briefest flinch as the Kusanagi took her head off, 
ejecting her forcefully from the fleshy prison that Naruto had stuffed 
her in. 


Back in her ascended form, Oma flew away as fast as possible, 
ignoring the phantom sensation of steel parting flesh. 


Naruto didn't try to stop her and merely snickered to himself after a 
few seconds. "I wonder how long it'll take her to figure out that she 
never got to the point of her visit... and how long it's gonna take her 
to come back." 


When his amusement subsided, he took a look around the room that 
had now seen one attempted murder and one quasi-murder in the 
space of an hour, paying particular attention to the rapidly spreading 
pool of blood that the meat puppet he'd made for Oma was leaving 
on the floor. 


He picked up the head and balanced the bloody, severed neck on 
his palm as he raised it into the air. "Alas, poor Oma, for | Knew her 
well... but not as well as I'd hoped if you know what | mean." 


Aaaaaaand, the end... of chapter three. Salutations until next 
time. 


Chapter 4 


Review responses: 


Guest: I would truly like to give visual aid to help you picture 
what Naruto and Xanna look like. Unfortunately, the average 

kindergartner has better drawing skills than me... seriously, 

even my stick figures look lopsided. 


I'm afraid that visual aid will not be forthcoming xD. 


And without further ado, the actual chapter! 


Approximately ten Earth years after the raid on Saral. 


Hasara Space Station, neutral ground for the meeting of the High 
Council of System Lords. 


Ra had assumed that the insolent swine who had emptied his world 
and desecrated his temple would be easy enough to find and punish. 
He would just need to investigate a bit more and eventually, there 
would be signs pointing at the culprit. He had been fairly sure that it 
was one of his fellow System Lords at any rate. 


Ten years and a few more emptied planets later, Ra had long since 
revised that opinion. Whoever was doing this, they were definitely 
not a System Lord, possibly not even a Goa'uld and they left no clue 
as to their identity. 


Not to say that they didn't leave any clues at all, because they did. It 
was just that these clues weren't all that helpful in figuring out the 
identity of the mysterious attacker. Often they were merely more of 
the stone tablets with infuriatingly nonsensical drawings or 
messages carved into them. 


The loss of Saral had been a fairly minor blow to his domain, 
important only in how it made him lose face in front of his rivals., but 
the continued attacks were starting to have an effect on more than 
just his reputation. Some of those planets were places where 
naquadah was mined and moving about enough slaves to get those 
mines operational again was a pain. 


On the bright side, he wasn't the only System Lord to have suffered 
such attacks. He'd heard that several others had also been left with 
mysteriously empty planets and none of them were having any more 
luck figuring out who was doing this than he was. 


What the constant poaching of their slaves and burning of their 
temples had accomplished however, was garner a lot of outrage. 
Enough that a summit had been called. 


Ra both liked and detested summits. He liked them because he 
could flaunt his superiority over his fellow Goa'uld and he hated them 
because he knew exactly what a tempting target they made for the 
Tok'ra. 


The other System Lords thought that his demands on thorough 
security precautions were excessive, especially his demand that not 
even Lo'taur were to be present. The Hasara Space Station that had 
long served as a neutral meeting ground for the System Lords was 
after all heavily shielded, armed and protected by a fleet of Ha'tak. 


Ra thought that their laxity would be their doom one day. He hadn't 
held on to his position as Supreme System Lord for millenia through 
luck, but through superior cunning and caution. The fools didn't 
seem to grasp that the danger of the Tok'ra was in infiltrators, not 
open attack. The formidabble defenses were still required of course, 
as some ambitious Goa'uld might think to capture the space station 
for themselves, but they were not going to be effective against an 
assassin's blade. 


Regardless of his mixed feelings on these summits, it had been 
necessary to call one. 


It hadn't been him who had called it of course... that would imply that 
there was something that he couldn't handle, which was clearly 
ridiculous since he was the Supreme System Lord. 


Most System Lords attended when a summit was called, but 
occasionally, some of them would refuse to. This time, the meeting 
chamber was full, though one of the System Lords had appointed an 
underling to speak in their place. 


Sitting in the more ornate and slightly higher chair as befit the 
Supreme System Lord, Ra assessed his ‘compatriots’. 


The closest to his right was his backstabbing, egomaniacal brother 
Apophis, a constant thorne in his side that obviously wanted to sit on 
the throne of the Supreme System Lord. Just like him, Apophis still 
used the same host that he had long ago acquired on Tau'ri, a dark 
skinned man from Ancient Egypt whose skin had paled slightly over 
the years due to spending so much time away from the light of the 
sun. 


Further down from Apophis sat Bastet, who favored female hosts 
and oddly enough, female Jaffa as her warriors. 


Ra trusted her even less than his brother and that was saying 
something. This extreme distrust was based almost entirely on her 
preference for females. A Goa'uld Queen needed a female host in 
order to spawn larva, unless she whished to leave the host entirely 
and thus leave herself vulnerable. 


After the betrayals of his Queens Hathor and Egeria, Ra made sure 
that every Queen was kept strictly controlled and restricted to 
prevent another such occurence. Truth be told, it was not the 
betrayal itself that caused him such paranoia on the subject of 
Goa'uld Queens, but the fact that any Queen who gained power of 
her own didn't actually need anyone else. Queens could spawn larva 
without need of a mate or even the genetic sample of a human, 
though it made the larva stronger. 


Hathor had wanted power of her own and had quickly risen to the 
rank of System Lord through judicious use of her ability to sway the 
minds of men by changing her host to produce a mind altering 
pheromone, while Egeria's spawning of the Tok'ra continued to be an 
irritation even millenia later. With the immense control that Goa'uld 
Queens could exert over their offspring and their own biology, they 
were far more dangerous than a regular symbiote and needed to be 
controlled lest they usurp him. 


Fortunately, both Egeria and Hathor had been captured and put into 
stasis to prevent them for being a problem. Unfortunately, Hathor 
had been left behind on Tau'ri when the insolent slaves had rebelled 
and forced him off and the planet that Egeria had been entombed on 
had been lost in the meanwhile. He really should have killed them, 
but Queens were extremely valuable and he'd thought that he might 
be able to make some use of them in the future. 


These facts were something that Ra had kept secret from his fellow 
Goa'uld. The fact that He'd lost control of Tau'ri because of a slave 
uprising of all things would have been a severe embarrassment, 
combined with the fact that he hadn't actually killed Egeria like the 
others believed might have been enough to cause them to band 
together and attempt to unseat him. 


He'd actually lost the coordinates for Tau'ri long ago and the Asgard 
had since then made it clear that any attempt to find the First World 
again would result in dire consequences, even if that particular world 
was not in included in the Protected Planets Treaty. The little grey 
pests hadn't said what those consequences would be, but he wasn't 
willing to chance it. Having one of their ships decimate his fleets 
would be a devastating blow to his power. 


He wasn't sure if Bastet was actually a Queen, but he wasn't willing 
to chance it, so he made sure to send his loyal attack dog(and son) 
Heru'ur to invade her holdings every so often to keep her weak. 


Bastet was likely aware of this, but couldn't really strike back as 
strongly as she would have wished, so she had struck up a strong 


alliance and even friendship with the System Lord who sat next to 
her, Kali. 


Kali also favored female hosts, which had drawn Ra's distrust 
towards her as surely as it had to Bastet. Kali too, suffered periodic 
attacks by Heru'ur to keep her weakened for this reason. 


Much to Ra's consternation, this only made the friendship and 
alliance between Bastet and Kali stronger. Separately, they were 
weak in comparison to the other System Lords, but together they 
were formidable. 


On the next seat over from Kali sat Nirrti, yet another one who used 
female hosts most of the time, though not always. Ra was almost 
certain that Nirrti wasn't a Queen. 


Not that it would have made much difference in her case, as Nirrti 
had the smallest military of any System Lord. Her greatest strength 
had always been in the devastating biological plagues she could 
unleash against her enemies, as well as her penchant for treachery. 
She was the most likely among the System Lords to stab you in the 
back by a wide margin. 


Ra knew that Nirrti didn't actually care about her position as a 
System Lord, she had only claimed it to keep the others off her back 
while she dabbled in genetic research, selective breeding and other 
such pursuits in her search for the perfect host. No doubt she bitterly 
resented having to be present for this summit, but she was too 
paranoid to assign an underling to do it and too cautious pass up the 
information that would be gained. 


After Nirrti came Olokun in a host of extremely dark complexion, who 
fancied himself a scientist and researcher on the level of Nirrti at 
least, but was in fact an incompotent idiot. It was no doubt only his 
well known skill in intelligence gathering and the highly defensible 
nature of the solar system where his throne world was located that 
allowed him to keep his position. 


Next was I|zanagi in a tall, stern faced host of Asian descent, sporting 
long black hair combed into a ponytail. Rumor had it that he kept his 
Queen, Izanami, locked in her chambers where she was allowed to 
do nothing but spawn new larva for him. 


Ra approved of that, but doubted the wisdom of allowing his chief 
underling and offspring, Amaterasu, as much leeway as he did. He 
suspected it would end with Izanagi's death eventually. 


Next was Yu-huang Shang Ti(or just Yu for short), the oldest of the 
System Lords by a considerable margin. He used the same host that 
he had used since abandoning his Unas host thousands of years 
ago, a chinese man with a rather ridiculous looking patch of facial 
hair hanging from his chin. 


Yu was an oddity among the System Lords for several reasons. For 
one thing, he hadn't taken the persona of a god exactly, preferring to 
be called the Jade Emperor and he'd chosen his host based on 
knowledge rather than appearance. His was the largest domain after 
that of Ra, so he was obviously doing something right, but nobody 
wanted to emulate him. 


Another oddity was his reputation for being trustworthy. Unlike the 
other Goa'uld, nobody could remember a time when Yu had broken 
his word, which gave him considerable leverage when negotiations 
had to be conducted. 


Ra spared little attention for Yu despite the elder System Lord 
potentially being his greatest rival. Yu's domain was on the other 
side of the Galactic Core and they had little interaction with each 
other, which was how they both liked it. 


Next in line was Camulus, who was all in all a fairly unremarkable 
Goa'uld in a pale skinned host with dark hair that he liked to keep 
oiled for some reason. He'd only established himself relatively 
recently and was not any kind of great power, but he was a good 
strategist and tactician. 


In the next seat sat Morrigan, who was not actually a System Lord 
herself, but a representative of one. She used a very pale and very 
buxom red haired woman as a host, both of which she accentuated 
with a deep black corset. 


Of all the Goa'uld using female hosts, Ra was the most suspicious of 
her. Despite not being a System Lord herself, she clearly held great 
favor to be allowed to represent the one she served. The fact that 
she was known to be cunning only exacerbated his distrust. 


Mind you, Ra didn't actually know whether she was a Queen or not, 
but he was forever suspicious of Goa'uld that used female hosts. 


In the next seat over was Svarog, who used a muscular man with 
blue face paint as a host. He was just as egomaniacal as Apophis 
but otherwise fairly unremarkable. 


After Svarog came Cronus, who had some years ago come into a 
great deal of power and influence for once again defeating Zeus and 
being the one who had banished Sokar after his rebellion. 


Lastly came Ba'al, the most recent Goa'uld to ascend to the rank of 
System Lord due to his usurping of Zeus' fleet and immediately 
using it to help drive off Sokar. Ra had no choice but to reward his 
former underling for that act, even though he knew that Ba'al would 
have turned on him if he'd thought that allying with Sokar would have 
been more advantageous. 


Regardless of the problems between them, the System Lords did still 
band together against outside threats, such as the unknown that was 
poaching their slaves. 


"Why was this summit called?" Nirrti asked with a certain level of 
impatience, speaking out of turn and earning herself Ra's irritation in 
the process. 


"No doubt it concerns the emptying of several worlds suffered by 
certain System Lords, something that you would have known had 


you bothered to keep yourself informed." Olokun answered and 
taunted. 


Nirrti scoffed derisively. "Whether you cannot keep your slaves from 
being stolen from you or not is no concern of mine. | see no reason 
that a summit should be called over this." 


"But the summit was called and you will keep your objections on the 
matter to yourself." Ra interjected warningly, relishing the glowering 
silence he received from both Olokun and Nirrti. He knew they hated 
him for imposing a tithe of slaves and naquadah on them long ago, 
but they didn't dare protest against it, knowing that he could destroy 
them. 


That tithe would coincidentally allow him to recover from these 
attacks much sooner than the others. 


"So our holdings were not the only ones to suffer these mysterious 
attacks." Morrigan picked up the conversation. "One of our worlds 
was suddenly emptied with little indication of who had done it. We 
had suspected a rival Goa'uld, but the evidence left behind seemed 
to contradict it." 


"Claw marks in the walls, bare footprints in the ground and cryptic 
messages left on stone tablets or gouged into the stone?" Ra asked, 
fairly certain that he was right. 


"Exactly so." 


"Two of my worlds have been emptied in such a manner." Apophis 
inserted himself into the conversation, his tone agitated and angry. 


"| have lost three." Yu said simply, seemingly calm. 
"One of mine has been emptied some years ago, a world | favored 


for the skilled craft working slaves." Izanagi said, making no mention 
that this particular world had also been favored because the slaves 


there were usually quite stubborn and spirited. He always enjoyed 
breaking them of their defiance. 


That was why he'd never stationed an underling there to do it for 
him, preferring to send his Jaffa to snatch a few slaves every so 
often. 


"As has mine." Bastet said angrily. It had happened months ago, but 
thinking about it still made her angry. She had heard about it 
happening to some of the other System Lords, but had figured it to 
be merely the usual warring between them. She'd known it wasn't as 
soon as one of her own worlds was hit. 


It had been a minor world in every way and it's loss was no great 
injury to her. What angered her was how extremely insulting the 
whole thing had been. Insulting enough that she had called for this 
summit to deal with the perpetrator, since it had been exceedingly 
obvious that it wasn't a Goa'uld. 


Flashback 


Bastet ground her teeth together furiously as she stared at her 
desecrated temple, her Bast Guard doing their best not to shuffle 
nervously in the face of their goddess’ anger. 


Attacks by rival Goa'uld would have been taken as a simple matter 
of the way things were. Sometimes her temples would be razed just 
as she razed theirs, a particularly brazen Goa'uld might have even 
defiled it, but most of the time it would have simply been repurposed 
for their own use. 


It went far beyond that this time though. 


Nearly every wall was defaced with rather accurate images of her. 
That much was something that she might have been pleased by 
considering how well made they were, if not for the fact that all of 
these images showed her being impaled on a male member. 


By far the worst was the giant sized image that was a clearly top 
down view of her on her knees, having the offending member 
shoved into her mouth while a clawed hand held her harshly by the 
hair. It was made even worse because the image showed her mouth 
barely fitting around it, while she looked upwards with an absolutely 
worshipful expression. 


There were similar images of herself staring worshipfully at the 
instantly hated male member, sometimes drooling as it spurted thick 
streams of what was clearly semen into her mouth and all over her 
face. 


Brazenly and recklessly, the man who had done this had even drawn 
an himself in detail on all of the ones that showed the man's face, 
clearly feeling no danger at all in exposing himself like this. No doubt 
seeking to anger her further by so casually discarding anonymity. 


Though anonymity might simply have been a lost cause for a man 
with horns growing from his head. If that was even his true 
appearance... it seemed rather unlikely. 


As a final insult, there was another image of just him, this time 
clothed and holding up the thumb of his right hand with a strangely 
infuriating smile on his face. Under that image was a short message 
that was possibly just as infuriating as the defilement of her temple. 


‘You'll be on your knees soon after meeting me in person catgirl.' 


In the end, she was forced to destroy the temple herself to make 
sure that no one ever saw it. Simply cleaning it wasn't an option, as 
the lewd imagery had been literally burned into the walls by some 
unknown means. She'd even had the Jaffa that had seen it executed 
to prevent them from talking about it. 


End flashback 


"And | have lost five." Ra concluded, snapping Bastet out of her 
angry remembrance. 


"Is there any sign as to who is responsible?" Cronus asked, knowing 
little of the matter because none of his worlds had been attacked. 


"No, the coward attacks only weak worlds and never with ships, 
always taking all the slaves and Jaffa with him." Izanagi answered. 


"We will find who it is and see their world burned to ash for this 
insolence." Ra proclaimed strongly. 


The next couple of hours were taken up by conversation as the 
System Lords figured out a time line for these attacks, intersped with 
constant veiled insults being hurled at each other. 


Seeing the bickering made Yu want to take a torture rod to some of 
the worst offenders, those being Apophis, Cronus, Svarog, Nirrti and 
Olokun in order of irritation caused from most to least. He would 
have included Ra in that list, but Ra was merely being his usual 
condescendingly superior self rather than childish. 


“Enough! We must find out who is doing this and how he chooses his 
targets if we are to put an end to it." Yu said forcefully, bringing some 
measure of order to what had rapidly descended into a room full of 
bickering children, each of which just so happened to be thousands 
of years old. 


Bastet could have spoken up and revealed to them what had been 
drawn in her defiled temple, but then they would have wanted to see 
it for themselves, which would mean she'd have to tell them she'd 
destroyed her own temple. Too many awkward questions. Besides, if 
the man doing this really was horned, then he'd be quite distinctive in 
any case. 


"| believe that Saral was the first." Ra said, retaking control of the 
meeting, not wanting his rivals to think that Yu was somehow better 
than him for keeping his focus on the task at hand. 


This time it took merely thirty minutes to figure out a timeline, after 
which they all puzzled over the seeming randomness of it. Saral had 


indeed been the first and Bastet's world had been the last. 
"A curious pattern." Cronus said, trying to sound smart. 


"What pattern?" Ba'al scoffed. "The only pattern | see is that only 
weak or undefended worlds are attacked." 


"Silence whelp!" Cronus snapped at the much younger System Lord, 
incensed that he'd been called out so rudely. "That much is plain for 

all to see, but there is obviously a cunning mind behind the choosing 
of planets to be attacked." 


Meanwhile on Erius. 
"Akitsu sweetie?" Naruto said absently. 


"Yes master?" The Ice Sekirei perked up, cheeks coloring slightly in 
pleasure at being called sweetie. 


"Be a dear and give me a number between one and fifty." He couldn't 
very well use a twenty sided die with that many planets to choose 
from after all. 


"Ah..." Akitsu paused, trying to think of a number. At last, she 
decided to give one based on the number of orgasms Naruto had 
given her the previous night. "thirteen." 


Naruto scrolled down to the thirteenth planet on the short list of 
planets he'd okayed for a raid earlier and memorized the stargate 
address. His eyebrows climbed upwards slightly at seeing which 
planet the thirteenth one on the list was. That should be interesting 
and it might also serve a secondary purpose in leaving him absent 
for a longer time than normal. It was the planet of an independent 
minor Goa'uld that he'd learned about by raiding the data crystals on 
Goa'uld controlled worlds. 


Yes, even years after the first attack on Saral, the Goa'uld still had 
no concept of ‘operational security’. He did have faith that they would 
figure it out eventually though. 


Once he was done, he turned towards Akitsu and gave her a hug. 
"Thanks." 


The Ice Sekirei sighed contently in the embrace and rubbed her 
cheek against his bare chest. She felt a strange urge to sneeze 
rising up, but pushed her nose into Naruto's chest to force it down. 
She didn't want to get snot all over him, even if he would probably 
find it funny. 


"Alright, now that I've got a target | just need to tell Te'lok that we're 
all set to go." Naruto said after a few moments. 


Akitsu made no indication that she was intending to let go anytime 
soon. 


"You'll need to let go of me." Naruto prompted eventually. 


Instead of that, Akitsu started nibbling on his nipple, using her 
powers to cool her spit enough that it made Naruto take a surprised 
inhale at the sudden coldness. 


With a certain amount of regret, he pulled her away, smiling at her 
disappointed pout. "I'll play with you once | get back. Why don't you 
go find Xanna to play with in the meanwhile, | think she's reading a 
book in the bedroom." 


"Ah... okay." She agreed in her usual subdued tone. 


As soon as he'd walked out, her shoulders slumped a bit. Xanna had 
been having times when she was distant in the past ten years and 
those times were getting more frequent. It worried the passive Ice 
Sekirei more than she cared to admit, enough that old fears of being 
discarded had resurfaced. 


It wasn't that Xanna had been mean or anything, just... distant. It 
confused and worried Akitsu terribly. She hadn't wanted to bother the 
horned woman if she was thinking about it, but she also knew how 
jealously possesive she was of her husband, so she'd also hesitated 
to spend too much time around Naruto. 


She just wished that things could go back to how they used to be. 


Back with the Goa'uld. 


"Whatever reasoning our enemy is using to choose his targets, | can 
make no sense of it." Olokun admitted unhappily. "What of the 
messages left behind?" 


"Mere nonsense." Apophis said dismissively. 


"Do not be so quick to dismiss it merely because you cannot 
understand it." Ra spoke to his brother condescendingly. 


Apophis glowered and swore to himself that Ra would suffer greatly 
for this insult once he defeated him. 


"There may be some clues in those messages that would hint at the 
identity of our attacker or his next target." Ba'al suggested logically. 
"We should examine them carefully." 


Having no reason to argue against the suggestion, the System Lords 
did so. 


Saral had been the first, with the unhelpfully baffling carving of male 
genitals. 


The second had been another of Ra's worlds, though this one had 
no Goa'uld or Jaffa presence and was only visited when Ra wanted 
to pick up some slaves of a paler complexion. It had a higher than 
normal gravity as well, and the population was generally shorter but 
stronger as a result. 


A stone tablet with a crude representation of a face had been left 
there, just a circle with two dots for eyes and a curved line to 
represent a mouth that made it look disgustingly cheerful. This too 
made little to no sense to the System Lords. 


"See? Mere nonsense." Apophis sneered again. 


"Wait for them all to be revealed before you make such 
proclamations." Ra condescended again. 


As it happened, the third world to be attacked was in the domain of 
Apophis. It had had no Goa'uld overseer, but there had been a small 
Jaffa Garrison present to ensure that the slaves mined the modest 
naquadah deposits. 


The message left here was considerably more gruesome, several 
symbiotes of varying levels of maturity had been stabbed through 
their tails with hooks and hanged to dry in the sun over a nearby lake 
on a wooden pier. On the pier itself, a stone tablet had been left with 
the message ‘Gone fishing.' carved into it. 


There was no mistaking the fact that the display was meant to 
equate them to the worms that slaves and Jaffa often used as fishing 
bait and it caused them no small amount of anger. 


"An obvious insult." Cronus muttered angrily, getting nods of 
agreement from all present. 


The fourth belonged to Yu and was another of those worlds that 
were left unsupervised because there was no need. It was a 
dangerous planet with hostile wildlife and plant life, which kept the 
population low and the humans were often grateful to get away from 
it, making them easily trained and obedient slaves. 


It was discovered to be completely empty the same as all the others, 
with a simple stone tablet bearing the rather philosophical message 
of 'If you would divine the future, study the past.' 


The fifth was once again one of Ra's planets, another one of those 
that was left alone except when it struck the Supreme System lord or 
one of his underlings to go collect a few slaves from it. An entirely 
unremarkable place that might well have ended up as one of those 
planets that the Goa'uld simply forgot about until the native 
population advanced enough to draw attention to itself again, upon 
which time it got blasted back to the stone age from orbit. 


In the middle of the now forlorn and empty village a stone tablet had 
been left behind. It bore the ominous and downright threatening 
message of ‘From beneath you it devours.', which was completely 
incongruous with the tracks that spoke of a peaceful exodus. 


The sixth planet belonged to Izanagi and had apparently been 
emptied without fuss due to the lack of Goa'uld or Jaffa presence. 
The stone tablet left there bore a similarly ominous, though not quite 
as threatening, message saying ‘My flesh is forever!’ 


The seventh once more belonged to Apophis, though this one had 
been defended by one of his minor Planet Lords. The underling in 
question was found under the balcony of his own palace, apparently 
having stumbled and fallen off according to the Jaffa trackers. 


The signature stone tablet bore the more understandable but still 
unhelpful message of ‘My teeth made them flee in shame. ' 


It was not hard to deduce that Apophis' underling had apparently 
been running away and fallen to his own death, something that made 
the System Lord in question fume in anger. How dare his underling 
make him look bad by dying like that! 


Yu had lost the eighth, this one defended by a Jaffa garrison of 
considerable size. There had obviously been a fierce battle as the 
Jaffa defenders fought against the invaders, but were ultimately 
defeated. There were several wrecked Udajeet and even one 
Al'kesh to give silent testimony to their resistance. Several of the 
Udajeet looked to have been knocked out of the sky with thrown 


boulders, while the Al'kesh has been cut open like a fish by a long 
bladed weapon of impossible sharpness. 


Next to the wreckage of the Goa'uld bomber, a stone tablet had been 
left, carrying the philosophical message of 'He who learns but does 
not think is lost. He who thinks but does not learn is in danger.’ 


The ninth planet to be attacked had been under the governance of 
one of Morrigan's underlings, which was the main reason that her 
own overlord had sent her to the summit. The underling in question 
had been found with her head cleanly severed from her body, 
bisecting the Goa'uld symbiote in the process. 


Next to the macabre sight of a severed head with a terrified 
expression frozen on its face by death, a stone tablet lay witha 
message saying ‘There can be only one!’ . 


None of them could make any sense of that one at all. There could 
be only one what? If such a thing were found next to say... Ra's 
severed head, one could have assumed that there could be only one 
Supreme System Lord, but finding it next to the underling of an 
underling was simply baffling. 


The tenth planet to be attacked had once again belonged to Ra and 
it had once again been undefended. The tablet left behind on this 
one was another of the ominous type, saying ' Out of the darkness 
we will rise.' 


The eleventh belonged to Yu and had also been one of the 
undefended ones. Rather than a philosophical message as had been 
the case for Yu so far, this one had a series of lewd drawings that 
clearly represented sexual positions. 


That had annoyed Yu a great deal. It was a little Known fact that he 
actually enjoyed philosophy, so he'd found the messages left behind 
rather enjoyable. Not enough to be worth losing that many slaves 
over, but enough that it made him angry to have the expected 
philosophical saying replaced by crude carvings. 


The twelth had been Ra's and had taken months to discover the theft 
of the slaves due to how little it was visisted. Once again not fitting 
with the apparent peaceful nature of the slave exodus, the ominous 
message of ‘I'm hiding in the dark, my teeth are razor sharp.' had 
been left behind. 


The thirteenth and last planet that they knew of to be attack 
belonged to Bastet. It had held only a moderate force of her Jaffa 
warrior women, along with a priesthood at her temple. As always, all 
the people were missing, though this time even the temple cats that 
were a common fixture at her temples had been taken. 


The tablet left behind for her to find bore perhaps the strangest 
message yet. 


‘Dead | am the rat, feast upon the cat. 
Tender is the fur, dying as you purr.' 


The System Lords puzzled over the seemingly nonsensical words, 
which made little enough sense in English and none at all when 
translated into Goa'uld. Obviously it was a reference to cats being 
Bastet's sacred animal, but other then that they were at a loss to 
interpret it. 


These tablets, along with the omnipresent bare footprints, claw 
marks and the ruined temples(if there were any on the planet) were 
the only clues they had and they spent a long while arguing over 
what it might all mean. In the end, the only thing they managed to 
agree on was that this needed to be stopped. 


"But in order to strike back, we need to know the location of their 
world or at least where they will strike." Camulos said, speaking for 
the first time. 


"True, we know only that they will not strike at heavily defended 
worlds." Yu agreed. 


"That suggests that they do not have the strength to attack anywhere 
else." Ba'al surmised. 


Silence reigned for a while, with everyone knowing that they had far 
too many worlds where they only exerted influence through the 
stargate to defend. They simply didn't have the resources to bolster 
the defences of every planet that could be subject to these 
mysterious attacks. Even if they completely stopped warring against 
each other(which simply wasn't going to happen), they would still 
come up short. 


The idea of sending an ashrak assassin against this enemy was also 
stalled because they didn't actually know who the enemy was. 


Prevented from easily exacting their vengeance, the System Lords 
anger grew and they became all the more determined to retaliate for 
the insolence of daring to attack them like this. They could not hide 
forever after all. 


Galactic North, North-west, Perseus Arm, planet Ratania. 
Throne world of the minor Goa'uld Kuvera. 


While the System Lords were trying to puzzle out the connection 
between disjointed song lyrics from Skillet's Monster and Rob 
Zombie's Dragula, quotes from Confucious and the Highlander 
movie, lewd carvings and other random bullshit that had been going 
through his head at the time that those raids had taken place, Naruto 
was attacking yet another Goa'uld world. 


The stargate on Ratania opened with its characteristic outburst of 
unstable plasma, discharging Naruto with a horde of warriors at his 
back. It was the middle of the night on Ratania and the Jaffa guards 
had been half asleep since little ever happened on their planet and 
were thus easily overcome. 


Normally you wouldn't be able to simply gate to a Goa'uld throne 
world and attack it like this, but Kuvera was a very minor Goa'uld 
that couldn't just put a shield around the gate to prevent it for various 
reasons. Those reasons being mostly that he had no Queen of his 
own and needed to use his Jaffa as a mercenary force to barter for 
Goa'uld larva to sustain them. 


It would be bad for him indeed if someone who sought the services 
of his Jaffa ended up crushed into molecular paste upon exiting the 
gate. 


"We have secured the perimeter my lord." Te'lok said to Naruto 
loudly over the sounds of many feet stomping the ground and people 
efficiently setting up portable barricades made of armor slabs from 
deconstructed death gliders. They had done this before and 
practiced it a lot, so it was done quite quickly 


He wasn't wearing the Jaffa armor anymore, Naruto having ordered 
that a lighter, more practical cloth uniform be made for them. It 
wasn't worth a damn thing as armor, but then again, Jaffa armor 
wasn't worth a damn thing against Jaffa weapons either. He hadn't 
liked it at first, but he did have to admit that it was much easier to 
move without the bulky plate and chain armor and it wasn't as if they 
were putting down peasant revolts anymore either, against whom the 
armor had actually been useful. 


"Good." Naruto nodded approvingly and surveyed the continued 
stream of people coming through the gate in orderly lines. "Lets get 
this invasion started then." 


Back on Erius. 


Xanna held back a sigh, Keeping her eyes on the book in front of her 
but having trouble focusing on the words. 


It was a good book and she'd been enjoying it, especially as it had 
been a gift from Naruto once he'd cottoned on to the fact that she 


missed having something to read on this planet full of illiterate 
peasants. They were learning, but well over half of their population 
still didn't know how to read and write, the process of educating them 
being slowed down by the influx of new people with differing cultures 
every time Naruto went to raid another Goa'uld world. They most 
certainly weren't going to be producing any good literature for a long 
while yet, which meant that she was forced to pop back into their 
previously visited dimension whenever she wanted something to 
read. 


At least, that had been the case until Naruto had taken it upon 
himself to compile a library for her, full of books that he thought she 
might find interesting. A bit unnecessary since it wasn't any great 
harship to find her own books, but undeniably sweet and it did save 
her a bit of effort. 


It was especially sweet since she knew that he had his own 
problems with living in such a primitive society, having gotten 
somewhat addicted to the various electronic toys that had been at 
least half the reason that his quest to get some little sisters had 
taken so long in the first place. 


She'd made him a secret entertainment room for that, furnished with 
the best computer she could steal, a state of the art sound system 
and enough songs that he could keep pressing 'next song’ on shuffle 
for at least an hour without getting the same one twice if he were so 
inclined. 


He'd cackled gleefully despite the lack of internet, been very 
appreciative and called her the best wife ever to have set it up for 
him even if it had barely taken any effort. So easy to please 
sometimes. 


It was also a good place to retreat when he wanted to get away from 
the overly amorous attention of the servant girls, a situation that was 
a source of neverending amusement for her. Naruto couldn't help 
himself from flirting with them, but he didn't want a harem either, 
resulting in a truly bizzare reverse harem situation where he tried to 


stay out of their beds for as long as possible without completely 
snubbing them. 


If he'd just listened to her and kept the servants at a cool distance, 
treating them well but not too friendly, he wouldn't have this problem. 
Naturally he couldn't help himself from acting as if they were friends 
and seducing them almost by accident. It distinctly reminded her of 
the time when he'd ended up being a favorite riding pony for the 
majority of the prostitutes in Konoha's red lights district. 


Her amusement at Naruto for his inability to stop womanizing was 
slightly soured at the moment however, because of the situation he'd 
engineered to get her to talk to Akitsu. 


Clearly, he had noticed that there was something on her mind in 
regards to the Ice Sekirei, but he hadn't pried into it as one might 
expect and had instead simply waited for her to figure it out. Months 
had passed and eventually years and she still hadn't figured 
anything out and now he'd apparently decided that it was time to do 
so, so he'd gone harring off to a planet that would take a good deal 
longer than most before everyone was evacuated and resettled on 
Erius, during which time he'd have to stay on the other side to make 
sure that things went smoothly. 


So here she was, unable to enjoy her book because she knew her 
husband was going to get progressively more annoying with his 
ideas if she didn't resolve the distance that had developed between 
her and Akitsu in this odd threesome of theirs, it was evident even 
now. 


While Xanna was lounging comfortably naked on a nice couch, 
Akitsu was kneeling on the floor and rubbing her feet, keeping her 
head down and being quiet as a mouse. In other words, acting as 
slavishly submissive as she had when they'd first taken her in, more 
so even. 


It didn't take a genius to figure out that she was scared of being 
discarded but not knowing what she'd done wrong, so she'd just 


defaulted to the most inoffensive behaviour that she knew of. 


Xanna had noted this, but hadn't been able to decide what she 
wanted to do about the Ice Sekirei that had latched onto them like a 
particularly affectionate kitten. She hadn't wanted a third party in this 
relationship, but Naruto was clearly fond of her and not intending to 
send her away until Akitsu decided to go, which simply wasn't going 
to happen. 


She didn't bother hiding her sigh this time as she put away her book, 
which instantly made Akitsu tense as if she expected bad news and 
was bracing herself for it. 


"Akitsu?" Xanna asked, bracing her elbow on the nearby armrest 
and her cheek on her fist to look at the Ice Sekirei lazily. 


"Yes mistress?" 

Instant response in a completely bland monotone with a hint of 
fatalism behind it? Yes, definitely preparing herself for expected bad 
news. 

"What do you want to do with your life?" 

Confused blink from the Ice Sekirei. Clearly an unexpected question. 


"Ah... | wish to stay with you and Naruto." Akitsu answered timidly. 


Xanna's lips twitched slightly at the predictable answer. At least 
Naruto had managed to finally get her to drop the honorifics when 
she spoke their names, though she did that only rarely. 


"Yes, but what do you want to do ? What activity is there that you 
enjoy which involves neither me nor Naruto?" 


Worrying at her lower lip, Akitsu got the distinct impression that 
‘whatever you want me to' would have been the wrong answer. 


She liked sex, but only with them. 


Unlike Xanna, she didn't really like reading because it made her 
sleepy. Except if she managed to get Naruto to read for her. Some of 
her fondest memories were of when Naruto would read a book out 
loud while she and Xanna rested on his chest, though Akitsu had to 
admit that she paid less attention to his words than she did to the 
sound of his voice. 


Despite her power, she didn't really like fighting and avoided conflict 
wherever she could. She wouldn't have hesitated to fight and kill if 
either Naruto or Xanna had ever needed defending, but they didn't 
and Akitsu found that comforting. 


She'd wanted to help them build this empire they were set on 
creating, but had been forced to abandon that idea. Her avoidance of 
people who weren't Naruto or Xanna made it impossible to help with 
that. At the end of the day, she didn't care whether they lived in a 
palace or a cave in the woods, as long as they were there she would 
be happy. 


Several other activities came to mind, but she generally only liked 
them because either Naruto or Xanna were involved. 


"| don't know." She admitted tremulously after a few minutes of 
silence, looking as if she was about to cry. 


"| will be honest with you Akitsu." Xanna began without much 
sympathy, knowing that her words would be painful to hear. "You are 
fun to play with and | enjoy your submissive attitude, but you are too 
clingy and needy, not to mention rather dull outside the bedroom 
unless there is someone to play mind games with around." 


"I'm sorry." The Ice Sekirei choked out, now openly crying and clearly 
trying not to wail. She still remembered how annoying the horned 
woman had found it whenever Kusano had bawled her eyes out for 
one reason or another and had no wish to irritate her any further. 


Xanna sighed again, feeling just the slightest twinge of guilt in the 
dark recesses of her heart at having reduced Akitsu to tears. She 


just knew that this ability to feel bad about hurting someone with the 
truth was Naruto's fault. The truth was what it was and she wouldn't 
have cared who felt hurt by it before getting involved with him. 


Not that her husband generally cared who he hurt with it either, 
unless it was one of ‘his cuties’. 


"Come over here." She beckoned gently, patting the empty space on 
the couch next to her and the Ice Sekirei hastened to obey, laying 
her head down on Xanna's chest and wrapping her arms around the 
horned woman's midsection. 


"While | had considered it, | will not send you away." Xanna said 
after Akitsu had gotten the convulsive hitching of her chest under 
control. 


Akitsu sniffled a bit and rubbed her cheek against the soft but firm 
breast that her head was resting on, sighing contently when she felt 
the familiar comfort of long, clawed fingers trailing over her scalp. 


"| will however, want you to find a hobby for yourself that does not 
include either me or Naruto." 


"Help?" Akitsu asked shyly, feeling braver now that she had a little bit 
of assurance that she wasn't about to lose everything she held dear. 


"Just think, have you ever done anything to pass the time while you 
were bored that you enjoyed doing?" Xanna asked, fully 
understanding why something like this might be difficult for the Ice 
Sekirei. Having been treated more like an object than as a person for 
pretty much her entire life before Naruto had found her would leave 
anyone damaged. 


Now that it wasn't looking as if her worst nightmare was about to 
happen anymore, Akitsu could think a bit more clearly and 
remembered something that she'd overlooked earlier. Unfortunately 
it was kind of embarrassing. 


"You've thought of something." Xanna stated amusedly, feeling 
Akitsu's face heating up. 


The Sekirei silently nodded, face still burning. 
"Show me." 


Reluctantly, Akitsu extracted herself from the embrace and made for 
the exit, mumbling a 'be right back.’ as she did so. 


Several minutes later, She came back with a book that Xanna 
recognized as the one that Naruto had given her years ago that was 
meant for taking notes. 


Akitsu sat next to the horned woman and twidled her thumbs 
nervously while Xanna took the book and started leafing through it. 


"Akitsu, this is just the self study that Naruto or | assigned you while 
we were teaching you." Xanna said flatly, somewhat baffled as to 
what the Ice Sekirei was playing at. 


"... The middle." Akitsu said meekly, face still a blazing pink color 
despite her passive expression. 


Giving her another odd look, Xanna nonetheless turned to the middle 
of the book, seeing yet more homework, this time the slightly higher 
level math that they'd gotten to by that point. Turning a few more 
pages finally revealed what had Akitsu so embarrassed. 


Intersped between the various quadratic equations were crude 
drawings of a man and woman with horns, with little hearts floating 
around them. 


Highly amused, Xanna kept turning pages to see what came next. 
The drawings got better bit by bit, until they were actually fairly well 
made representations of her and Naruto. The math petered out 
eventually, to be replaced by the drawings entirely. They also 
changed from simple doodles into rather kinky sexual positions that 


one might find in the Kama Sutra, though this one mostly had three 
people involved rather than two. Many of them Xanna recognized as 
things they'd already tried in practice. 


There were other things aside from visual representations of Akitsu's 
kink though. 


Naruto in the middle of executing a sword stroke, his usual fierce 
grin firmly in place. Akitsu had given the whole thing a dramatic 
addition by making it look as if he was cutting the very air. 


Herself with ten tails splayed majestically behind her. 


Both of them sitting on their throne while a multitude of people 
bowed to them. 


A rather ridiculous one of all three of them holding hands in a cirle, 
all with silly smiles on their faces. 


That and more filled the rest of the book. By the last page, the 
drawings were starting to look quite well done, though still not 
something she'd wish to see made public. Akitsu's drawing skills 
weren't quite doing her justice yet. 


"This wouldn't happen to be the reason that you suddenly lost 
interest in learning math would it?" Xanna asked in amusement after 
she reached the end. 


Akitsu shifted awkwardly before answering in an embarrassed 
mumble. "Math... boring." 


Xanna snorted, agreeing with that assessment wholeheartedly. "So 
you started doodling out of boredom and then kept at it?" 


Akitsu nodded, happy to see that the horned woman wasn't mad at 
her for it despite the fact that Akitsu had been the one to ask for 
lessons only to find them dull afterwards. 


"But these look to be years old, why did you never continue doing 
this if you enjoyed it?" 


"Ran out of space." The Ice Sekirei answered, face lighting up with 
color again. 


"And it never occured to you to ask for another empty book or 
perhaps even a canvas?" Xanna asked with an archly raised 
eyebrow, causing Akitsu to visibly shrink in embarrassment. 


"Would have to tell what for." She pouted, Xanna's tone making her 
feel silly. 


"And you were too embarrassed to tell either me or Naruto about 
this, so you decided to abandon what looks to be an interesting skill 
instead?" The horned woman continued in the same arch tone 
before sighing. "Sometimes you can be truly absurd Akitsu, how you 
can still be embarrassed about some drawings after all the things 
that Naruto and | have done to you is beyond me." 


Akitsu said nothing, only bowed her head and glowed a brilliant pink. 


Xanna watched her with silent amusement for a few more seconds 
before speaking again. "Too bad really, since these are quite good 
for a beginner." 


"They are?" Akitsu asked, perking up a bit at the thought that the 
horned woman liked her drawings. 


"Mhm." Xanna hummed, leafing through the last few pages again. "I 
dare say that with some more practice you might end up being quite 
the artist. You are certainly looking to be more talented than either 
myself or Naruto." 


They could both use their powers to create photo realistic imagery, 
such as what Naruto had done with Bastet's temple several months 
ago, but trying to draw it by hand was beyond them. 


Akitsu blinked in surprise at the last sentence. "Never learned how?" 


Akitsu had been certain that Xanna was good at pretty much 
everything. 


Xanna snorted in amusement at the question, remembering that 
particular scenario. "I tried. | was only about twelve hundred years 
old at the time and | was certain that | had finally managed to master 
my foul temper. | was passing through a town one day and beheld 
some truly beautiful works of art being displayed by a famous 
painter. Seized by a desire to learn how to create something like it 
myself, | approached the man and demanded he teach me, only to 
be refused. | was angered but kept it in check and seduced him into 
teaching me how to paint like him by promising him pleasure beyond 
imagining if he did so. He proved surprisingly susceptible to it." 


Personally, Akitsu suspected that Xanna was underestimating how 
good she was at seduction, though the Ice Sekirei was undeniably 
biased. 


"| spent several months learning how to paint but made very little 
progress and became frustrated by my failure. My teacher had 
meanwhile become frustrated by the way that | was not living up to 
my promise." 


By this point, Akitsu had a suspicion as to how this arrangement had 
ended. 


"He lost patience first, calling me a talentless harlot and that it was 
time for me to keep my word and spread my legs, since that was 
clearly the only thing | was good for." 


Xanna paused for dramatic effect, smirking when Akitsu leaned in 
with interest. 


"| tore his head off and the blood spray ruined all of his works in 
progress. Clearly, my temper was not quite as in control as I'd 


thought, but at least it was better than that of an overly self important 
human like him." Xanna finished, sounding satisfied. 


Akitsu decided not to point out the discrepancy between a man being 
angry for being led around by his penis after being lied to and 
demanding that she do as she'd said she would, and her being 
insulted by his demand and tearing his head off in retaliation. It was 
unlikely to serve any purpose. 


Besides, that man should have known better. 


"Ah..." She finally said, simply for lack of anything else to say. She 
couldn't find anything appropriate to finish it with though, so she just 
trailed off into silence. 


"But enough about the past, lets see how good you really are." 
Xanna said when it became obvious that Akitsu was not going to 
comment on the story. 


A canvas shimmered into existence nearby, along with a variety of 
pencils. 


"Would you draw me?" The horned woman asked. 
"Now?" Akitsu asked nervously. 


"Now is a perfect time." Xanna confirmed. "I'm already naked and 
posing for you." 


The Ice Sekirei was still looking more than a little aprehensive, so 
Xanna decided to throw in a little more encouragement. "You have 
nothing to worry about, no one will judge you if it isn't perfect and we 
will have something to surprise Naruto with once he comes back. | 
am certain that he will impressed that you can draw." 


Nibbling on her lip, Akitsu made her way to the canvas and grabbed 
one of the pencils. After a minute of indecision, she finally brought it 
to the paper and began to drag it across. It had been years since 


she'd done this last, but it came back to her quickly and she began 
to lose herself in the activity. Having the subject in front of her her 
instead of needing to work from memory also made it easier. 


Back on the couch, Xanna reopened her book and sighed contently 
at the fact that she could enjoy it again now that there was no 
tension hanging in the air. She still wasn't sure about keeping Akitsu 
around for an extended period, but she would settle for having 
resolved the most immediate problem, namely Akitsu being overly 
clingy to the point of being irritating. If the girl had a hobby, then it 
would keep her from hovering around as if she didn't know what to 
do with herself. 


As for keeping her around... well, Akitsu still had quite a few 
decades in front of her. The answer would surely reveal itself with 
time, as it always did. Naruto had the right of it this time, there was 
no point in overthinking it. 


Naruto at least would be pleased that the distance between her and 
Akitsu had shrunk. 


Hasara Space Station. 


"So it is decided." Ra stated imperiously. "We will leave agents on 
worlds that are likely to be attacked so that they may report back to 
us who is responsible for this. When they are found, | will go 
personally to burn their world to ash." 


The assembled System Lords nodded their assent, but privately 
intended to see if this could be used to their own advantage 
somehow. 


Ra and Yu were the only two System Lords present who suspected 
that this would also result in failure and were already thinking of 
alternative measures that might be taken. At the moment, their 
territories were far too spread out for anything else, but this new 


enemy had proven to be very canny and might well notice their 
agents before they could report anything of worth. 


At least this damnable summit was finally over. Even the highly 
enjoyable ritual cannibalism of mature Goa'uld was not enough to 
offset the irritation of dealing with their fellow System Lords. 


Ratania. 


Standing on top of a tall building in what was clearly the more 
affluent part of the city meant for the Goa'uld and their servants, 
Naruto grinningly surveyed the action going on around him. 


The stargate had been located a short ways off and his invasion 
force had splintered into multiple squads, each led by the most 
tactically inclined among them. 


Kuvera's Jaffa were quite battle hardened due to being used as a 
merceneray force by the lesser Goa'uld, but they had been caught 
flatfooted by the sudden attack, not to mention that Naruto's force 
was faster, better trained, more flexible in their tactics and were 
receiving constant reinforcements via the stargate. 


There was also the small matter that he'd snatched up every kara 
kesh hand device and healing device and equipped his Jaffa with 
them, since they could use them now. There weren't all that many of 
them, but those things gave a huge tactical advantage to every 
squad that had one. 


They also had the side effect of demoralizing enemy Jaffa, who were 
convinced that only the gods could use those. 


The only real problem had been the Udajeet and Al'kesh that had 
occasionally showed up, but those were easily taken care of by 
ripping out chunks of the stone buildings and using them as 
projectiles. Even the heavy weapon emplacements hadn't proved to 
be any great obstacle for his highly effective and mobile attack force. 


Strangely, the Ha'tak that was parked right on top of what he 
presumed was Kuvera's palace never got off the ground. He'd 
almost taken Ratania off the list of possible targets for the next raid 
because of that thing and now it wasn't even going to attack? 


How rude. He'd planned a whole badass flying leap of doom into the 
bridge(or Pel'tak in Goa'uld) of the ungainly ship, right into the face 
of the Goa'uld flying it and the cheeky bastard wasn't even intending 
to get off the ground? 


Naruto admired the sheer insolence of it even as he doubted its 
tactical soundness. He also doubted this particular tactical failure 
was motivated by insolence. 


Ah well, at least standing here and waiting for it to fly had served the 
purpose of distracting the defenders and making it easier for his mob 
of invaders to win the day. Considering that it was the dead of night 
on this planet, the slight glow of his skin and hair made him a 
veritable beacon in the dark and drew attention like nobody's 
business. His own people were at least used to it, but the defenders 
spent dangerous amounts of time gawking at him instead of fighting, 
which was all to the good. 


He could have suppressed the glowing, but he had yet to find a 
reason for doing that. 


"The city is ours Heika, the warriors of the enemy captured or dead 
and his underlings slain." A female voice in Japanese said to him 
from below, satisfaction evident in her tone. 


Grinning just a bit wider, Naruto jumped down in front of his favorite 
subordinate so that he wasn't talking down to her quite as much. She 
was a short-ish woman of Asian descent in her mid twenties, with 
black hair cut practically short and reaching only as far as her 
shoulders. 


Her people used to live on a world claimed by Izanagi before Naruto 
had visited and convinced them to come with him. 


It had been much easier than most situations where he found himself 
on a world that the Goa'uld left undefended and only visited 
occasionally. Despite attempts to convince them of his supposed 
divinity, they despised Izanagi and stubbornly refused to worship 
him, clinging to their culture and traditions instead. They'd even 
managed to preserve their language, though there had been obvious 
linguistic drift. 


Naruto had been delighted to find a people with a culture that clearly 
had ancient Japanese origins, even if much of it had been lost due to 
the ban on writing and Goa'uld influence. He'd wasted no time in 
being his most persuasive when speaking to their leader and 
convincing him that it really would be in everyones best interests to 
come with him where they could live in peace and rediscover their 
culture or whatever they wanted to do. 


He'd even offered to teach them how to write Kanji, Katakana, 
Hiragana and Furigana, which was something long since lost to them 
thanks to the Goa'uld... or in some cases had never been invented, 
but that was besides the point. 


Despite the standard wariness of his appearance, that wasn't 
something they'd been willing to pass up and had eventually agreed 
to relocate to Erius. There may have also been minor amounts of 
chakra compulsion present in his voice when he'd been persuading 
them to do this. 


"Excellent work Setsuna, and Te'lok should be just about finished 
with the Jaffa barracks and glider bays too. Were there any civilian 
casualties?" He asked, noting with some amusement that she was 
still using a cloth to carefully wipe blood off her katana, blood that 
was both human red and Goa'uld blue. He had a feeling those 
underlings had been less 'slain' and more ‘executed’. 


"Some." She admitted reluctantly, knowing he did not like it when 
that happened. "For the most part they hid in their homes and were 
safe, but a few Jaffa thought to take cover there and one of the 
underlings was cowardly enough to use one as a shield. My 


subordinates have already carried them to the stargate for healing or 
resurrection." 


"Good, take command of the troops in the lower city and keep 
anything stupid from happening while | go into the palace." He 
ordered. 


"AS you command Tenno Heika." She said almost reverently and 
made her way back to her squad. 


Shaking his head with a grin, Naruto started walking towards the 
palace, remembering how he'd met the woman. 


While initially wary, her people had quickly realized that living under 
his and Xanna's rule was incomparably preferable to constant raids 
by Izanagi and his underlings and had felt that they were indebted to 
him and needed to offer him something more than just their loyalty 
before honour would be satisfied. 


Or at least their leader had felt this way, as he had offered his 
granddaughter as a concubine for Naruto. 


Naruto hadn't wanted a concubine, but the old man had been as 
stubborn and inisistent as you'd expect from someone whose culture 
had spent generations silently defying an alien overlord despite the 
consequences, so he'd rolled his eyes and accepted. 


Of course, he'd still had no intention of actually taking the girl as a 
concubine and would have simply directed her attention somewhere 
else, depending on what she was like. He'd expected either a starry 
eyed young girl who thought that she was being given a great 
honour, or a silently resigned one that felt she had no choice. 


What he got was a resentful and downright angry girl in her late 
teens who had all but spat in his face when they met, clearly 
infuriated at the thought of being handed over as a Sex toy for his 
pleasure. 


Naruto had liked her immediately and asked if she'd like to be 
trained to fight. 


Her grandfather had been scandalized... and so had the Jaffa for 
that matter, both of which had strenuously objected to teaching a 
woman how to fight for one reason or another, but Naruto had not 
been accepting opinions on the matter. He rather hoped that it would 
encourage more women to ask for combat training eventually, but so 
far she was the only one. 


Setsuna had been ecstatic and thrown herself into the training 
eagerly, proving driven and skilled enough that he'd eventually given 
her a command position. The Jaffa that suddenly found themselves 
under the command of a human woman had grumbled of course, but 
Setsuna, much to his glee, had smacked them back in line with 
minimal difficulty. 


Just like all of her people, she had a burning hatred for the Goa'uld 
and took inordinate amounts of pleasure in using the sword he'd 
gifted to her to execute any that she found. Not too surprising, 
considering that her parents had been killed during a raid. 


The near worshipful devotion she'd developed for him over time was 
a bit unfortunate and saddening though. He missed the fire breathing 
little she-demon that she used to be, but he supposed there was no 
helping it with the way her culture had been and still was. Indeed, 
her people were among the least problematic to settle on Erius once 
they realized that he liked their lifestyle and wasn't going to pressure 
them to change it or demand a tithe of their population as slaves. 


He also suspected that she was using that sword(or its hilt at any 
rate) of hers for more than just killing if his nose didn't deceive him, 
but what people used as a dildo was none of his business. At least 
she hadn't turned out like Tia had after he'd played therapist for her. 
There were quite enough servant girls in the palace already, pouting 
at him that he didn't pay them private visits often enough. He didn't 
need that happening in the army as well. 


Ah, the perils of being too nice and too sexy. 


But now was not the time to be maudlin! Now was the time to find 
out why the fuck that incompetent Goa'uld that was supposed to be 
in charge of this planet had denied him the chance to dropkick a 
space ship. 


Tarnor scowled furiously as he stalked through the hallways of the 
palace, the burn scar on his face from a dangerously close 
encounter with a blast from a Ma'tok staff bolt making the expression 
something to behold. 


He wasn't even surprised that the demon that he'd heard of from 
other Jaffa that emptied the worlds of the Goa'uld would strike at 
them... it was just the way his luck was apparently. 


He'd thought that becoming First Prime was an honor and had been 
eager to serve the great Kuvera as his foremost warrior. 


That enthusiasm had dissipated upon the realization that Kuvera 
was quite incompetent. 


Once a Planet Lord in the service of the System Lord Shiva, Kuvera 
remained independent only because nobody could be quite bothered 
to conquer him. After Nirrti, at the time a scientist in the service of 
Shiva, had killed her master in one of the displays of treachery that 
she was now known for, the dominion of the Goa'uld who had taken 
the persona of the Hindu gods had splintered. Nirrti took a small 
dominion for herself, as did Kali and the rest was conquered by 
others. 


The secret of Kuvera's independence resided in the fact that his 
territory was very close to Nirrti's and she wasn't interested in it, but 
would poison it beyond recovery with a biological plague of some 
sort if anyone else conquered it. 


And so, Kuvera hobbled on, not good enough to rise in power but not 
important enough to be wiped out. 


According to the tales that his father and grandfather had told him, 
Kuvera had become progressively less interested in the day to day 
running of his little empire and Tarnor knew this to be true. 


He was the man that had to see his supposed god decline from an 
incompetent ruler to a useless waste of space. He'd become certain 
that the man wasn't even a god to be honest. It was hard to believe 
him to be a god when it was Tarnor that actually made all the 
decisions, while Kuvera sulked in his quarters and hid away from the 
world. 


Of course, this was not very important at the moment, because 
they'd been invaded and the enemy's commander was in the palace 
already. 


He'd been woken up from a dead sleep with news that they were 
under attack, but it was useless. By the time runners had come to 
inform him of the situation, the enemy had already taken most of the 
defensive positions and the only thing that might have helped, the 
Udajeet and Al'kesh, were being knocked out of the sky with thrown 
chunks of rock of all things. 


Kuvera had never taught anyone to fly the Ha'tak, fearing that it 
would be used against him and he was currently in no position to do 
it himself, so a critical asset remained grounded while enemy 
warriors seized it. 


Tarnor knew this was the end of the line for him, but at least he 
would die in battle against a worthy foe, which was the best that he 
could hope for. 


Whatever kind of creature the horned demon was, he was obviously 
powerful beyond measure and he had already brushed aside the few 
warriors to have encountered him. Tarnor wasn't sure whether his 
refusal to kill them was a mercy or an insult. 


When he finally found the horned man, he was standing before 
Kuvera's empty throne and looking contemplatively at the blank 
stone tablet in his hands. 


Tarnor's expression became grim and he gripped his Ma’'tok staff 
tighter. He knew that the next time someone visited Ratania, all they 
would find was an empty city with only a baffling message carved 
into that tablet. That was what he'd heard from other Jaffa at least. 


"Tell me, if you had the opportunity to say anything you wanted to the 
System Lords, what would it be?" Naruto asked, not turning around 
to face the Jaffa pointing a weapon at his back. 


Tarnor ignored the question and primed the staff instead, calling out 
a firm challenge. "I am Tarnor, First Prime to Kuvera. Face me in 
battle demon!" 


Naruto did turn around now, making Tarnor tense further as the 
slitted eyes that burned like fire settled on him, even though his 
expression was quizzical rather than hostile. 


"Really? You'd call them demons and demand that they fight you? 
Aren't Jaffa supposed to think that the Goa'uld are gods or 
something?" 


"| have seen enough to know better." Tarnor said grimly. "Now draw 
your weapon and prepare yourself!" 


Naruto ignored the challenge in favor of meeting a Jaffa that had 
apparently seen through the brainwashing of the Goa'uld. "Why do 
you still identify as a First Prime to the idiot ruling this planet if you 
don't believe him to be a god anymore?" 


Confused at the lack of hostility, Tarnor lowered the staff a marginal 
amount as he answered. "For my fellow Jaffa. As long as I remain 
First Prime here, | can keep them from being absorbed into the 
armies of another Goa'uld." 


Intrigued both by the answer and his lack of reaction to the insult 
leveled at Kuvera, Naruto decided that he wanted this particular 
Jaffa to switch sides. "Why not come with me then? I can cure you of 
your dependence on the symbiotes and nobody has to fight for me if 
they don't want to." 


"| have heard of you demon." Tarnor answered grimly, putting the 
claim of being able to heal them of their symbiote dependence to the 
back of his mind for now. "You attack worlds and leave them empty 
of people, what assurance do | have that those who go with you do 
not meet their end on your dinner table?" 


Tarnor was used to the Goa'uld tendency to be easily offended by 
even the smallest slight, so having the enormous and clearly 
dangerous horned man explode into laughter at his question left him 
quite nonplussed. 


"Is that really what they think of me?" Naruto asked with a final 
snigger after a few seconds. 


"The tales vary," Tarnor said slowly. "but it is generally accepted that 
the people whose worlds you attack meet some unfortunate fate." 


Something that the First Prime was beginning to strongly doubt. 


"That's hilarious, but not even close to being true." Naruto replied. 
"So, would you like to come with me or not?" 


"You would leave us be if we refused?" The Jaffa asked in shock. 
"I'd be disappointed, but yes." Naruto admitted. 

"Then why did you even attack?" Tarnor asked in confusion. 

"My wife and | are building and empire and we started out witha 
very small amount of people. Aside from their petty cruelty, the 


Goa'uld are clearly incompetent as rulers so we've taken to stealing 
away their people." 


"And suborning their warriors." The Jaffa added as a flat statement. 


"But of course." The horned man admitted proudly. "It is after all the 
pinnacle of a military victory to capture the assets of an enemy intact 
rather than outright destroy them." 


Tarnor had no choice but to agree with that rather sensible logic, at 
the same time recalling that most of the Goa'uld were more likely to 
obliterate the opposition entirely as a warning about resisting them. It 
would also explain why the majority of the man's warriors favored the 
zat'nik'tel rather than a staff weapon. 


"So how about it? Will you join me or would you like to stay here." 
Naruto continued, putting a little bit of a compulsion into two 
particular words to help sway Tarnor's decision. He didn't even feel 
bad about it because honestly, Tarnor was not equipped to make an 
informed decision at this point in time. 


Thinking quickly, the Jaffa considered the offer. If he accepted, then 
he would be going into the unknown with an unknown quantity, even 
if what he'd seen so far had been much better than the Goa'uld. 


On the other hand, the alternative was to go into seclusion and be 
forced to raid Goa'uld held worlds when the current batch of 
symbiotes started maturing, or approach another Goa'uld and ask to 
enter their service. Also a problem since Jaffa that needed to act as 
mercenaries were looked down upon by those in service to a 
stronger Goa'uld. 


The first option seemed a lot more appealing. 


"The others may not follow you for as long as Kuvera lives, but if you 
kill him, they will be unlikely to protest." He said, tacitly agreeing to 
go with the horned man. 


"A problem easily solved." Naruto said with a grin. "Where is the lazy 
worm?" 


"What's wrong with him?" Naruto asked, scratching his head as he 
looked at the Goa'uld that was supposed to be in charge of this 
planet. 


Kuvera's host was a man of Hindu descent that would have been 
quite handsome if not for his current state. Sprawled on top of a pile 
of cushions, his clothes rumpled and hair askew. There was even a 
line of drool hanging out of his mouth. 


"He has overindulged in concentrated kassa extract again." Tarnor 
said blandly, signifying that this was clearly a frequent occurrence. 


"And kassa is...?" Naruto prompted, picking up a nearby 
chalice(gold of course, what else would the Goa'uld use?) and 
sniffing dubiously at the contents. 


"A plant whose juices cause euphoria but slow the mind when 
ingested. A Jaffa or Goa'uld can withstand its addictive properties, 
but it swiftly makes humans slaves to their desire for it after a single 
bite." Tarnor explained. "The Goa'uld sometimes use it to deal with 
troublesome human civilizations, but not often as it tends to make 
them useless as slaves." 


"| take it that not even a Goa'uld can resist the effects of the 
concentrated variety." The horned man asked dryly. 


"So it would seem. He has been like this for years, only waking from 
his stupor long enough to stumble into a sarcophagus, eat or relieve 
himself." Tarnor confirmed. "Sometimes not even that." 


"Conveniently leaving you to execute orders ‘in his name’ as long as 
his underlings didn't find out that their master was... indisposed." 
Naruto guessed with amused irony. 


"As long as he made the occasional appearance, they wrote off his 
reclusiveness as caution and his underlings had neither the wit nor 
ambition to discern the truth." 


"No wonder you couldn't think of him as a god anymore, his brain is 
practically dribbling out of his ears." Naruto muttered after a moment 
of silence. 


Tarnor made no comment on that, though his scarred face did twitch 
into a brief smile at the mental image. 


Moving closer to the unconscious Goa'uld, Naruto placed his hand 
on the back of the man's neck and phased the symbiote out of him 
without causing any damage to the host. Unsurprisingly, without the 
healing ability of the symbiote, the host's body quickly shut down 
from the massive quantity of powerful narcotics in his system. 


"Oh yeah, he is so out of it." Naruto stated, flapping the serpentine 
creature around like a length of rope and getting only a minimal 
reaction out of it. Usually a Goa'uld treated like that would be 
writhing all over the place and screeching at the indignity of it. 


Tarnor flinched slightly as the symbiote was tossed uncaringly into a 
nearby fireplace, something that did finally break it out of the kassa 
induced haze. 


"Now lets go and address the people." 


In the ten Earth years(Naruto still wasn't entirely sure how long a 
local year on Erius was) that had passed since that first raid on 
Saral, Erius had grown considerably. Aside from the first settlement, 
numerous villages were popping up as the people sought out new 
places to live. 


The constant influx of people made it somewhat difficult to keep up 
the education to a level that Naruto and Xanna had been hoping for, 
especially in the more distant villages due to lack of a 
communication infrastructure, but things were hobbling along 
somehow. 


They knew that it would be handled eventually, but for now it was 
more important to increase the population base. At the very least, a 
rudimentary system for handling the refugee influx had been 
established so that it wasn't quite as chaotic as it had been the first 
time and there were now more people than just him and Xanna 
handling the organizational part. 


Ratania, being a throne world, had a substantially larger human 
population than the ones he'd been raiding so far, presenting a bit of 
a problem for relocating so many. Fortunately, it was also mostly 
ignored by other Goa'uld, so Naruto could afford to take his time. 


He couldn't just march the people through the gate either, as this 
amount of people being forced to a new world might end in some 
rebellious behavior from them, which would be annoying. 


So Naruto had called an assembly to talk to them and persuade 
them to go with him willingly. 


There was a lot of muttering as his horned self appeared on the 
palace balcony and even a short scream that was quickly cut off. 


"People of Ratania!" He began, his voice booming over the entire 
city and easily being heard by everyone. " Kuvera is dead and you 
are free of his oppression . If you wish, you may stay here and live 
as you see fit, but know that eventually another like him will come, 
seeking to rule you again. | offer you an alternative, come with me 
through the stargate and make a new life for yourselves on my 
world. | rule there, alongside my wife and we will protect you . For 
now, go home, speak to your loved ones, sleep on it and decide in 
the morning whether you wish to come with me or stay here. Thank 
you for your time." 


With that final sentence, he gave a short wave to the silent mass of 
people and retreated back inside the palace, out of sight before a 
grin made its way to his face. 


"An impressive speech, if only you had not laced it with so many 
vocal compulsions that there is little doubt as to the outcome." A 
familiar female voice spoke reproachfully. 


Grin widening, he turned to his visitor, spreading his arms as if she 
were an old friend and he expected her to leap into his arms for a 
hug. 


"Oma baby! So nice to see you again!" 


Damn, finally done. | didn't have a lot of time off lately and it's 
been annoying trying to write and this chapter just felt wrong so 
| had to keep rewriting sections of it. It still doesn't feel quite 
right... too much of an info dump at places, but it was fairly 
unavoidable and I just wanted to get it over with already. 


A bit of a cliff hanger, but the next chapter is almost certainly 
going to be out faster than this one. | hope you enjoyed it 
despite the info dumping. 


Until next time. 


Chapter 5 


| would like to thank everyone who continues to follow this 
story and an extra special thanks to those of you who leave 
extra long reviews. 


| love those. 


I hope you enjoy this latest chapter :P. 


"Oma baby! So nice to see you again!" 


Despite his exuberant greeting, Oma Desala did not rush into 
Naruto's arms as if he was a long lost friend, instead simply gazing 
at him with a neutral expression. 


"So..." Naruto began and lowered his arms when it became obvious 
that he wasn't getting a hug or a response. "How've you been? Has 
anyone licked your ectoplasmic nipples lately?" 


Resisting the urge to sigh and reminding herself that this was only to 
be expected from him, she answered with the characteristic calm of 
the Ascended. "I have been well." 


"Clearly you haven't if there wasn't any ghost sex." Naruto refuted 
with a sad sigh for her. Immortality without sex was just plain 
depressing. 


"| am not a ghost Naruto." 


"| must disagree." He argued back. "You ascended at the moment of 
death, converting your body mass into pure energy, allowing your 
spirit to exist consciously in a non-corporeal state. That is more or 
less the definition of a ghost, making me technically correct, which is 
the best kind of correct." 


"Is a ghost not incapable of affecting the physical world?" She asked 
pointedly despite her disinterest in playing these games with him. 


In the ten cycles of Terra since she'd last spoken with him, Oma had 
come to the conclusion that trying to get directly to the point with him 
was apparently something that he saw as a challenge and would 
purposefully clog the conversation with sexual innuendo and 
digression. 


She could only wish that she could speak to him in the same manner 
as she spoke to the occasional mortal that found one of her 
sanctuaries and began walking the path towards ascension, but that 
was just wishful thinking. Naruto wasn't interested in learning 
anything from her and would likely have little tolerance for metaphor. 


"Obviously not since you can do it." He countered with indisputable 
circular logic. By the grin on his face, he no doubt knew that he was 
not being very persuasive and simply didn't care. "But this is no way 
to have a conversation! Both of us should be in the same state of 
matter for a proper one." 


Wary of being forced into corporeality again, Oma tried to shift things 
in her favor. "Will you then discard the flesh and allow me to see the 
light of your soul?" 


Naruto gave her an aghast expression and spoke in a tone of 
incredulity. "Woman, are you crazy? | did not spend years of my life 
sculpting this body to perfection only to abandon it now." 


Before any counter argument could be made to the effect of him 
being able to rebuild it instantly at any time, of her existing as a non- 
corporeal form for millenia, or of the greater ease of conversation 
between two spirits, Oma experienced the familiar vertigo of being 
forced into a physical body. 


A wolf whistle brought her attention back to him and she 
straightened up from where she'd been leaning on a nearby wall. 


While the meaning of the whistle escaped her, the leer as he looked 
her over did not. 


Apparently she was back in her younger form, though it felt as if her 
breasts were somewhat larger than before, not to mention that there 
was a musculature to the body that spoke of dedication to physical 
exercise that she had never had. She barely remembered what her 
real body had felt like, but she knew that it hadn't been anywhere 
near this strong. 


Perhaps the most glaring change from the appearance she took as 
an ascended being were the clothes she now wore. Instead of the 
modest white dress she was now wearing a sleeveless, skintight 
black vest that left her stomach bare and exposed far too much of 
her breasts to be comfortable. Aside from that insufficient article of 
clothing she only wore a matching pair of skintight black pants made 
of the same soft and rather comfortable material. 


Oma felt terribly exposed with the way that his eyes roved over her 
barely covered body. Alteran society had favored lighter colored 
clothing that was not so blatantly sexualized. While they had mostly 
rid themselves of shame of the body, most chose not to expose 
themselves like this, nor were the Alteran people prone to leering 
appraisals of others. In short, this was the exact opposite of Oma's 
comfort zone and she would have likely felt less exposed naked. 


"You clean up nice." He complimented, leer never leaving his face. 
"Do a little spin for me so that | can see if | got your ass right." 


Brows lowering in a slight glare, Oma had to struggle keep her arms 
at her sides instead of using them to cover herself from his stare. 
Needless to say, she did not do a little spin for him. 


Undaunted by her refusal, Naruto ploughed on relentlessly. "How do 
you like the leather pants and vest? | put a lot of thought into making 
those for you." 


"These are made of leather?" Oma asked with her face going a bit 
pale. 


"Yep, 100% processed animal skin." He confirmed with a smirk. 


Oma felt a shiver of revulsion crawl up her spine at the thought that 
she had actually enjoyed the feel of the clothing if not their 
appearance. The Alteran civilization had stopped using animal hide 
as a raw material for clothing a long, long time before her birth, 
deeming it to be cruel, wasteful and unnecessary. The same went for 
food produced through the exploitation of animals. Aside from all 
else, even simple economics had made certain that such practices 
had been abandoned. With the technology at their command, the 
resources required to feed a single person with an animal's flesh 
would be able to feed at least a hundred people at the most 
pessimistic minimum. There had been a powerful stigma against it to 
the very end, so her revulsion was instinctive. 


"Well | suppose that's not entirely true since no animals were flayed 
to make it." Naruto continued thoughtfully, as if he didn't notice 
Oma's distress. "| wonder if PETA would object to me making 
authentic leather and fur clothing if there are no animals involved?" 


Already developing a headache from the constant bouts of 
randomness, Oma couldn't stop herself from asking something that 
she suspected she would regret. "What is PETA?" 


"There were naked women involved, I'm sure you can draw your own 
conclusions." He replied airily. 


Confused as to what connection naked women had with leather and 
fur clothing, Oma abandoned that line of inquiry before the horned 
man could make things any more unclear. 


Giving a miniscule pout as his guest once again went silent, Naruto 
prowled around her in a predatory manner, put his hands on her hips 
and purred into her ear from behind. "Since you've decided to visit 


me again, and dressed so provocatively might | add, I'm going to 
assume you... want... something." 


There was no restraining the sigh this time as she visibly held herself 
back from pointing out that it hadn't been her that had decided to 
dress like this. Nor did she give any outward hint as to how much the 
uninvited intrusion into her personal space bothered her. She'd come 
here fully expecting it to happen after all. "That is most certainly not 
what | am here for." 


"And what if |..." He paused and pulled her against his chest, 
drawing a small gasp of surprise from her at suddenly having a 
naked chest pressed up against her barely covered back. "Don't give 
you a choice in the matter?" 


"You will not do so." Oma said as firmly as she could, though there 
was still a slight tremble in her voice. It took all of the self-control she 
possessed to keep herself still instead of jerking away from him. It 
didn't help that the traitorous physical body he'd put her in was 
actually enjoying the way his forearm was holding her and the heat 
of his body against her back. 


"Are you sure about that?" He purred into her ear again in a low 
rumble that caused gooseflesh to prickle across her body. 


Not entirely. "Yes." 


He didn't reply verbally this time, choosing instead to drag his teeth 
across the curve of an ear and sniffing at her hair almost curiously. 


Oma simply closed her eyes and endured it silently, clenching her 
fists tightly the entire time. She had thought that something like this 
might happen, but she had underestimated how difficult it would be. 
The urge to bolt like a frightened deer was expected, but the slowly 
growing arousal was not. She had thought herself beyond such 
things, but was discovering that this self-assessment may have been 
in error and her lack of familiarity with having a physical body was 
only exacerbarating the situation rather than helping. 


The seconds ticked by agonizingly slowly as he stayed pressed 
against her back, ocassionally giving her ears a lick or nibble, or 
dragging his hand across her hips and abdomen. Oma stayed stiff 
and tense the entire time, refusing to relax even as the arousal 
became as strong as the fear. 


Much to her relief, he stayed away from her breasts and genitals. 
She wasn't entirely certain what would happen if his hands strayed 
there, but she didn't want to find out. 


Ten years spent thinking and occasionally observing(from a safe 
distance), trying to understand him had led to this and she would not 
be sidetracked or frightened away again. The other Ascended feared 
Naruto and Xanna's greater power and had decided to stay away 
from them, but she was not willing to waste this opportunity to 
remedy the mistakes of the past. Oh they wouldn't say they were 
afraid, claiming that 'the Outsiders existed on a different level and 
were exempt from the law of non-interference’, but she knew that 
they were simply unwilling to provoke the wrath of someone who 
may well have power enough to end their existence. 


So here she was, enduring what most definitely counted as sexual 
harrassment because she was unwilling to fall in line with their 
decision. More than one of them had none too subtly tried to 
convince her to leave it be, but were in the end restrained by their 
own reluctance to go against their self-imposed laws. Speaking to a 
higher being that already knew of them wasn't in violation of the law 
of non-intereference after all. She'd done worse in the past. 


The only problem was Naruto himself, because he made no sense 
and that which made no sense couldn't be influenced. 


She had finally felt that she had a reasonably good assessment of 
his personality and had decided to appear now that he was ona 
different planet from his even more unpredictable wife. Naruto at 
least gave her something to think about, while Xanna kept too much 
hidden within. 


The trick to Naruto seemed to be that he displayed several traits of a 
powerful predator, such as 'playing with his food'(for lack of a better 
term) when something or someone caught his interest. 


The current situation being a fine example. He'd figured out or 
guessed that she was uncomfortable with his blatant sexual 
advances, so he continued with them until she fled, such as last 
time. Oddly enough he only displayed this tendency of predatory 
playfulness with women who were both old enough and willful 
enough, both categories that Oma apparently fit into. 


Which was why she was merely staying silent and letting him do 
what he wanted in the hope that her lack of response would cause 
him to lose interest. She had seen that he had only minimal interest 
for women that threw themselves at him and he had certainly never 
forced himself on one as far as she could tell, so she'd felt that it was 
safe enough to do this. 


Of course, there was a slight chance that she'd badly misjudged him 
and would up raped, but she'd been almost certain that that wouldn't 
happen. 


That much at least she had been correct about, but she hadn't 
accounted for the possibility that he might actually be able to get her 
aroused. A foolish oversight, but nothing to be done about it now. 


"Well somebody came here with a plan." He purred to her and 
stepped back, snapping Oma out of her thoughts. 


She cringed internally at the interested note in his tone. She just 
knew that she could now look forward to more of the same whenever 
she was in a physical body around him. He was definitely far too 
much like one of the great cats that now lived on Terra. 


It wouldn't be an issue if he just let her stay in an ascended state, but 
there was little hope of that. He clearly reveled in his physical senses 
and didn't like the fact that he couldn't smell or touch her. 


"Have you been reading my mind again?" She asked with a frown, 
still feeling intensely disapproving of how casually he violated the 
privacy of people's thoughts. 


"Didn't need to." He said with a wide grin. "You're both scared and 
turned on, but you didn't try to run or encourage me to do more 
despite your wet snatch and out of control heartbeat. You're actually 
breathing hard and shaking with the effort of staying still, so you're 
clearly up to something." 


Oma felt the long forgotten and much disliked feeling of blood 
rushing to her already flushed face at his accurate assessment. 
"Must you be so crude?" 


"Must you be so prude?" He tossed back mockingly, tossing himself 
into a comfortable armchair that had just now appeared. 


"Have a seat." He offered as another one appeared for her. 


Oma almost released a sigh of relief as she sat down, the shaking 
that afflicted her disobedient physical legs having made it 
uncomfortable to stand. The earlier arousal still lingered and made 
her entirely too aware of her rather exposed state of dress, but it 
wasn't so bad as to be hard to control. 


"Tea?" He asked with a smirk, materializing a familiar tea set and 
pouring it into a cup for her and dumping the rest into an 
incongruous tankard for himself. 


With a suspicious look at him, Oma took the cup and brought it to 
her mouth, surreptitiously sticking her tongue into it to test the 
temperature, remembering what had happened the last time. It was 
a much more reasonable temperature this time and she drank some 
of it, finding the flavor to be quite enjoyable. 


Naruto grinned both at her caution and at the pleased little sigh she 
let out as the tea made it's way down her throat. The Ascended 
could yammer on about the benefits of leaving behind their physical 


bodies all they wanted, but he'd never believe that they didn't miss 
all the little pleasures they gave up by doing so. 


"If I were to force myself on you right now, would it be rape or 
masturbation?" Naruto asked out of nowhere. "You know, since | was 
the one who created that body, which means that it technically 
belongs to me." 


Oma looked at him very strangely and slowly put down her tea cup. 
Remarkably enough it had helped soothe her jangled nerves from 
earlier and the sexual charge in the air had dissipated in the more 
casual atmosphere. Despite the content of the question, he didn't 
sound at all threatening but rather curious. 


"| would say that it would be rape, since | am the one occupying it." 
She answered cautiously, finding the philosophical tone of the 
discussion to be incredibly strange given what it was about. 


"| suppose that you are technically correct." Naruto agreed with a 
smirk and brought the tankard of tea to his lips. 


Lips twitching into a slight smile at what was now an obvious attempt 
to bring some humor to the situation, bizzare though it was. Deciding 
to go along with it she responded with his own words from earlier, 
even if she didn't agree with them. "Which is the best kind of 
correct?" 


Naruto raised his tankard to her as if in toast and nodded with a 
broad grin. 


"So what do you want?" He asked after another moment of silence. 


Oma almost felt like slumping in relief that he was finally letting her 
get to the point. Both her and Ganos' encounters with Naruto had 
made it clear that immediatelly attempting to get to the purpose of 
her visit was doomed to end in ignoble failure. 


"| was hoping to come to an arrangement with you." She said 
vaguely. 


"I'm going to take a wild guess that you're not looking for a friend 
with benefits?" Naruto asked dryly. 


"Friend with benefits?" Oma asked in confusion, the term being 
unfamiliar to her. 


"You know... benefits. " He leered. 


Oma sighed at how he had once again navigated the conversation 
into the filth. "Does everything revolve around the act of fornication 
to you?" 


"Everything, and | mean everything, is just a big dirty joke when you 
get down to it." Naruto asserted with authority. "Maybe you'll 
understand that when you reach a higher level of enlightenment." 


She did not react to the backhanded insult, knowing by now that he 
was just doing it to get a rise out of her. Instead she pressed onward 
with her purpose. "The arrangement that | wished to reach with you 
would be thus; | would help you in the creation of your empire and in 
return you would speak to me about the nature of the Universe that 
is hidden from the Ascended. You may not have as much raw 
knowledge as us due to your youth, but | suspect that you can 
perceive far more than we do." 


Oma ignored the nervous fluttering in her stomach as he didn't 
answer for a solid minute, instead simply staring at her unblinkingly 
with that predatory gaze. He was clearly considering something and 
the abyssal darkness in the slits of his eyes made her feel so very 
small and insignificant. The tension kept building until she broke out 
in a cold sweat for reasons that she couldn't even name. 


Naruto paid no heed to her rising discomfort as he considered her 
proposal. He didn't for a second believe that what she said was the 
whole of it. He'd been deliberately creepy earlier and she wouldn't 


have put up with it if all she wanted was access to more knowledge. 
He knew what buttons to push in a woman's body to get her aroused 
even if she wasn't particularly interested and he knew that Oma most 
definitely was not interested. It should have driven her away even 
more effectively than her fear, but she'd stayed without so much as a 
word of protest to what he was doing. 


She was obviously up to something. 


It wasn't really hard to figure out what it was either. The Ascended 
had no motivations at all on the physical plane besides keeping their 
noses out of everything and enforcing their no interference law, 
which they had already tried and failed to do with him and Xanna. 
Oma was something of a maverick in the sense that she didn't 
entirely agree with their no interference policy. She didn't want to 
meddle with mortals, but felt that they should at least take care of the 
mess they left behind. 


Offering to help with the creation of their empire in any capacity ran 
contrary to those beliefs and she wouldn't have proposed such a 
thing unless it would gain her something that she wanted. 
Considering how empty the lives(if they could even be called that) of 
ascended beings seemed to be, there wasn't a whole lot that she 
could possibly want. 


She was trying to manipulate him. It was so cute! 


Finally the silence was broken when he gave her another broad grin 
and spoke in a deeply amused voice. "Are you playing games with 
me Oma?" 


Oma stiffened and responded just as stiffly. "My proposal is 
genuine." 


"No doubt, but you didn't mention your primary objective." He pointed 
out gleefully. "You knew that you couldn't stop us from building this 
empire of ours, so you thought to use this arrangement to 
manipulate its growth into something more to your liking. I'm also 


thinking that you saw how helpful | tend to be to people that | like 
and were hoping to strike up a friendship with me so that | would 
want to get rid of Anubis for you. How marvelously underhanded of 
you! | honestly hadn't thought that any of you sulky poodles had it in 
you to try something like this." 


Oma had gone pale as she'd heard all of her plans exposed before 
they'd even gotten started. While there was no plot to usurp their 
empire, she had hoped to influence its growth in a more positive 
direction. She hadn't expected to keep it secret for long, but by then 
Naruto would have hopefully seen that it benefited him to keep her 
around. Her hope that he would eventually do away with Anubis for 
her was spot on though. "H-how? Did you-" 


"No, | didn't read you mind," He cut her off with an eyeroll. Honestly, 
did she really think that he went around reading everyones mind? He 
needed to stop telling people that he could do that. "that would be 
boring. You're just predictable." 


Though he had plucked the memory of her interaction with Anubis 
out of her head. 


Oma was starting to get irritated despite her resolve to stay calm but 
nonetheless replied without rancor, though her voice was a touch 
colder than before. "And what will you do now that you know 
Emperor?" 


"Firstly, | am going to salute you for even trying something rather 
than sulking in your own little corner of the astral plane like the other 
ninnies you share it with." 


He did as he said he would, giving her a thumbs up and a cheesy 
smile that wouldn't have been out of place on the face of Maito Gai 
or Rock Lee. 


"Secondly, | am going to offer you a mango." 


Oma blinked as he reached into the air next to him and pulled a fist 
sized red-yellow fruit out of it, offering it to her. Robotically she took it 
and stared at it, frowning in further confusion as her stomach gurgled 
demandingly at the sight of it. It took her a few seconds to classify 
the feeling as hunger, having long forgotten what it felt like. 


Under Naruto's expectant gaze, she hesitatingly took a bite of it, 
wary of another prank like the one with the tea he'd pulled at their 
first meeting. 


She had not been at all prepared for the sweet, juicy flavor that 
exploded in her mouth and she very quickly found herself taking 
larger bites of the perfectly ripened fruit that was just firm enough to 
offer some resistance to her teeth. 


Naruto looked on in bemusement, munching on his own mango, as a 
woman that hadn't eaten in well over ten thousand years more or 
less devoured the fruit. She was clearly trying to eat with some 
decorum but appeared to be having some trouble. He'd guessed that 
she would have a more extreme reaction than most to the tastier- 
than-normal fruit that Xanna had been fiddling around with, but he 
hadn't expected it to be quite this bad. 


Genetically engineering the perfect fruit had become something of a 
hobby for his wife. 


He handed the embarrassed looking woman a napkin to wipe her 
mouth once she was done, clearly able to see that she was 
restraining herself from asking for another. 


"Was that a pocket dimension?" She asked instead, running her 
tongue across her teeth to keep the taste of the delicious fruit on it 
for as long as possible. 


"Interdimensional Storage Locker." Naruto corrected. "Xanna and | 
keep our stuff in there.” 


"What can it hold? And what is its capacity? How is it sustained?" 
Oma asked, curiosity getting the best of her. 


"It can hold anything, its capacity is infinite and it is sustained by our 
will." He answered with a smirk. "But don't trouble yourself with this 
astonishing achievement, because thirdly, | am willing to accept your 
proposal." 


"You are?" She asked in surprise, having been certain that it would 
be rejected out of hand once her intention had been exposed. 


She really would have wanted to know more about this 
‘Interdimensional Storage Locker’ as he called it. It sounded 
suspiciously like a empty miniature universe they'd created for the 
sole purpose of keeping their things in, a use so incredibly frivolous 
for such a thing that she had trouble understanding it. Unfortunately, 
Naruto did not look willing to share any further information on it. 


"Your attempt to manipulate me is adorable and I'm curious to see 
how exactly you plan to go about it." He informed her with a smirk. 


Oma frowned slightly at his tone, feeling that there was something 
there that he wasn't telling her but unable to discern what it might be. 
The frown deepened considerably at his next words. 


"I'm also very amused by your selfishness concerning the Anubis 
situation." 


"Selfishness? | tried to help him, thinking that he had seen the error 
of his ways during his exile. He was dying and seemed sincere in his 
remorse for his past deeds." 


"I'm not talking about that, that was just you being gullible and 
stupid." He said without concern for the way that her face tightened 
at the insult. "I was talking about how much of a spineless coward 
you are to try and get me to clean up your mess for you while Anubis 
uses his half-ascended state to seek out Knowledge that will let him 
overthrow the other Goa'uld." 


That stung her in a way that no casual insult could, because it had 
the truth behind it. 


Still, it wasn't something that she liked to think about and the 
physical body she was occupying reacted to unwelcome stimuli in a 
predictable fashion. It felt a threat and released a flood of hormones 
in preparation for a fight. 


Surging to her feet, she snapped angrily at the grinning horned man, 
his clear amusement at her reaction only fueling her anger. "All this 
subterfuge would not even be necessary if the others had simply 
descended him all the way instead of trapping him in between as a 
means of punishing me!" 


"Very true, those heartless bastards." He agreed, grinning even 
wider at seeing how she was shaking with the force of her anger. 
Whatever Oma had been before her ascension, a fighter it was not. 
Too frazzled by her anger for that, though he supposed she might 
have simply forgotten how to control herself, but he suspected that 
his first guess was the correct one. "Why, just think of all the 
innocent lives that cloud of oily vapor has destroyed since then, all of 
which could have been prevented if they just descended him all the 
way and killed him." 


Confused by his seeming turnaroud, Oma simmered down a bit and 
did not reply, while Naruto blithely continued speaking. 


"What do you think the Ori would have done in the same situation?" 


"They would have descended him completely and had him killed." 
She admitted reluctantly. Their fanatically religious counterparts 
would never have tolerated the Goa'uld on sheer principle, much 
less a Goa'uld that had managed to ascend. 


The Ascended did not like to think about the other faction of their 
race to have reached ascension and she was no exception to this. 
Their entire home galaxy was under Ori control, being slowly but 
surely populated by humans created by the Ori to fuel their power 


with worship. The Ascended refused to act against them aside from 
preventing direct actions, fearing that a war between their two 
factions would be disastrous. The Ori of course had no such 
concerns, refraining from starting a war only because the odds were 
against them for the moment, so they were content to gather power 
until that changed. 


Moros, or Merlin as he came to be known later had known this and 
descended himself with the intent of finding a way to destroy them 
that way. From what she knew he had nearly succeeded before 
Ganos had stopped him. 


Oma had the distinct feeling that stopping Moros from executing his 
plans would prove to be a bad decision sometime in the future. 


"What an amusing example of evil doing good." Naruto sniggered. 


"They would have only done so because they want everyone to 
worship them as gods and would tolerate none to challenge this." 


Naruto simply shrugged at her response. Their reasons were 
irrelevant and they did technically qualify as gods, as did the 
ascended. Pointing that out to Oma would probably be unwelcome 
though. 


Best save that for some other day when he was running low on other 
material to annoy her with. 


For now, he decided to let go of the subject of Oma's refusal to take 
Anubis out of the equation herself, not wanting to actually guilt trip 
her into doing it. He had a pretty good idea why she didn't want to do 
that and it was certainly understandable, staying locked in combat 
with the half ascended Goa'uld for all eternity sounded like a shitty 
existence to him too. 


"Have you ever wondered why you're always so irritable when | put 
you into a physical body?" He asked instead, forcefully changing the 
subject. 


Taking a moment to regain her composture, Oma answered him 
calmly, glad for the subject change. "Because you make it your 
mission to be irritating?" 


"True, but not the whole truth." Naruto told her with a grin. "It's also 
because that body is about a day away from starting its menstrual 
cycle." 


In short, he'd given her PMS. 


"You were using this body's hormonal imbalance to manipulate my 
emotions?" Oma asked, feeling the anger rising again. That would 
certainly explain why her breasts ached in the uncomfortably tight 
vest and why her abdominal area felt bloated. 


"| was using it to make it easier." He corrected, not at all phased by 
her anger. 


Taking a deep breath, Oma decided that she'd had quite enough of 
the horned man for one day... possibly enough for a few years. 


"| believe | would like to leave now, the slow way this time." 


"No sexy time?" He pouted at her. "There's another mango in it for 
you." 


The only response was a downright angry scowl that he hadn't 
expected to see on her face quite yet. In some ways it was even 
better than if she had agreed to sleep with him. 


Chuckling at the look, he disconnected her from the body and 
watched her fly away with a grin as it collapsed like the unguided 
puppet it was. A moment later it disintegrated into nothing, leaving 
behind no evidence that Oma had ever been here. 


"Ah Oma," He sighed to himself fondly. "you're playing a dangerous 
game here. | love dangerous games." 


He strongly suspected that aside from the previously mentioned 
reasons, Oma was also going to try and influence him to be a more 
ethical person. Something that was doomed to failure from the start. 
Even if he had been inclined to change, Xanna would never have 
stood for it. She didn't have a lot of tolerance for people with too 
many morals. 


But at least the whole thing had provided him with some inspiration 
for what to put on the obligatory stone tablet! With a wide, 
anticipatory grin at what the future would bring, he started carving 
into the tablet with his claw. 


As you gaze into the abyss, the abyss gazes also into you. 


Nietzsche would be so proud that one of his most famous sayings 
was being used in outer space, or maybe he'd be mad... it was hard 
to say for certain. Of course, Nietzsche technically hadn't been born 
yet and word of Naruto's quote theft was extremely unlikely to ever 
reach him so it was all academic. 


The point was that Oma wasn't the only one who could play that sort 
of game, except he'd be doing it in reverse. 


Naruto idly wondered what Oma would be like as a hedonistic sexual 
deviant. He would enjoy finding out, provided he could corrupt her 
enough of course. 


The evacuation of Ratania proceeded without issue from that point 
on, it's population of approximately seventy thousand moving to 
Erius over the course of fifteen local days. For a Throne World, it 
was a tiny population, but Ratania was only called a throne world 
because Kuvera was technically independent and it was the only 
planet to his name. 


There was unfortunately no way to get Kuvera's Ha'tak back to Erius 
undetected, seeing as it was on the other side of the Galactic Core 
and would need to cross the territory of several System Lords. Not to 


mention how long it would take to traverse that distance. In lieu of 
bringing it back, he'd blown it up with one of those silly spherical 
bombs that the Goa'uld used. Seriously, spherical bombs? 


Sometimes, Naruto wondered whether the snakes got their 
inspiration from cartoons. It would almost make sense, if not for the 
fact that cartoons also technically hadn't been invented yet, at least 
not on Earth in this particular time. 


Ah well, he already had the one Ha'tak from Zeus anyway and they 
were all pretty much the same. The fireworks at least seemed to 
have impressed Kuvera's former subjects and made moving them to 
Erius a little bit easier. 


It was the largest population they had ever tried to move bya 
considerable margin, but it all went smoothly enough. Temporary 
housing was built for them while work was done on something more 
permanent. 


There were still logistical issues to be dealt with of course, but there 
was a system in place by now. A somewhat crude system admittedly, 
but a system nonetheless. They'd be fine, it would just be more work 
than usual after one of these raids. 


All of that could wait however, at the moment he was a lot more 
interested in seeing his wife again. This was the longest time that 
he'd ever been separated from her since they'd gotten married and 
he missed her. Sure, they could talk to each other no matter the 
distance, but it just wasn't the same. 


So it was that Naruto found himself marching at a fast clip through 
the palace towards his wife. He'd have been running but she'd 
already given him a lecture about how Emperors do not run, they 
stride majestically and he had no desire for a repeat of that particular 
experience. Don't even get him started on the teleport ban and the 
need to be seen. 


Regardless of Naruto's disgruntlement with the limitations his wife 
had placed on his means of travel from point A to point B, he still 
broke into a happy grin when he saw her sitting on her half of the 
Obsidian Throne(a name for it that he rather liked), apparently 
settling a dispute of some sort and looking spectacularly 
unimpressed by the two shepherds fidgeting nervously beneath her 
flat stare. 


He couldn't blame her, he'd be unimpressed too if someone had 
come to him to settle a dispute over sheep. Alas, sheep tended to be 
quite important in primitive societies, especially ones as small as 
theirs currently was. 


Her look shifted over to him with a smile of welcome, the type of 
happy smile she only ever gave to him. It softened the arrogant 
perfection of her face considerably and the two fidgeting peasants 
stared dumbfounded as the forbidding Empress became a woman 
that was happy to see her husband had returned for a few moments. 


The moment passed when Naruto didn't stop his quick march 
towards her, making her expression shift into one of warning. 


A warning that was pointedly ignored as he pulled her off the throne 
and into a kiss. No doubt he was going to be the target of some 
scathing barbs and exasperated looks for yet again ignoring her 
warnings about over effusive public displays of affection diminishing 
their authoritative presence or something to that effect, but he wasn't 
going to be moved on this one. 


Returning his smouldering look with one of her own, Xanna spoke to 
the two uncomfortable shepherds without turning to look at them. 
"We will settle this tomorrow, you may make use of the guest rooms 
and baths for the night. Ask one of the servants to direct you." 


Naruto didn't even wait for the two guests to say their thanks before 
he started leading his wife away from the throne room, his hand 
already sliding over the curve of her buttocks. She must have missed 


him as much as he'd missed her if she wasn't going to bother giving 
even a token reprimand to his form of greeting. 


The following morning, Naruto was brought out of sleep by an odd 
scratching sound. He refused to open his eyes however and did not 
react save for a slight twitch of an eyebrow, being far too comfortable 
at the moment. 


A few more minutes of the odd sound preventing him from falling 
back asleep caused him to deeply inhale the scent of his wife from 
where he had his nose buried in her hair and twisted around to take 
a look at what was going on. 


Akitsu was sitting in front of a canvas, looking even more sleepy than 
normal, making the offending sound by dragging a pencil across the 
aforementioned canvas. 

"Akitsu?" He questioned in confusion. 


The Ice Sekirei started at the sound and made a noise of distress as 
the twitch caused her to make an unintended line on the canvas. 


"What are you doing?" He asked curiously. 


"Drawing." She replied quietly, apparently focused on correcting her 
earlier mistake. 


"You can draw?" he pressed further, now sounding impressed. 


The Ice Sekirei colored slightly at his tone, but was spared from 
having to answer due to Xanna doing it for her. 


"Apparently so. She got bored of doing math one day and started 
doodling in the notebook we gave her until she ran out of space, at 
which point she stopped." The horned woman murmured, pulling 
Naruto back down to keep him from leaving the bed to take a look at 


the unfinished picture. It was still dark outside and there were 
several hours of cuddling yet to be done. 


"Why would she do that?" Naruto wondered. 


"Embarrassment." Was the flat answer, making Akitsu pout slightly 
behind her canvas. 


"O... kay." He said uncomprehendingly. "Can | see what you're 
making Akitsu?" 


Akitsu pinked again at the idea of it, nervous about what he would 
say. Xanna had said that it was pretty good, but she couldn't help 
thinking that it really wasn't and didn't want to be criticised. She 
wouldn't have even been drawing in the open like this if Xanna 
hadn't more or less told her to get a hobby. 


Xanna sighed in minor irritation, seeing that they wouldn't be getting 
back to the cuddling until her husband's curiosity on the matter was 
satisfied. "Bring it here." 


The command giving her no real choice in the matter, she did so and 
then shuffled nervously behind the drawing while they inspected it. 


It was obviously still incomplete, but there was enough of it done to 
see that it was a drawing of the two of them sleeping, with Naruto 
spooning Xanna, the sheet just below their waist and their hair 
splayed everywhere. There was even the start of what seemed to be 
moonlight coming in through the balcony. 


It was a bit rough around the edges, giving the impression that 
Akitsu still hadn't figured how to properly draw certain things, but 
Naruto barely noticed that. After all, his last attempts at art had been 
a dick carving and a smiley face that he'd left for Ra to find. 


The thing with Bastet's temple didn't count, because he'd cheated to 
make that. 


"That's really good." He complimented, grinning at her 
pleased/embarrassed blush. "Did you do all of this just now?" 


Akitsu nodded happily and swayed around a bit with her hands 
clasped behind her back, pleased that he liked it. 


Xanna on the other hand frowned in thought as she looked at the 
drawing. It looked like the work of at least a few hours. "Akitsu, how 
long have you been working on that exactly?" 


"Ah... since you fell asleep?" 


"And how did you know when we fell asleep?" 


"Akitsu, have you been listening to us have sex so that you could 
start drawing when we stopped?" 


"Maybe?" 


Naruto sniggered into Xanna's hair, more than a little amused by 
Akitsu's antics. It would certainly explain why she looked so sleepy if 
she'd been up the whole night, first doing her creepy stalker 
eavesdropping and then drawing them in their sleep. 


"Why?" Xanna pressed relentlessly, paying no mind to her easily 
amused husband. 


"Full moons... good light." Akitsu offered as an explanation. 


Xanna looked through the open balcony that let in a pleasantly cool 
night breeze and saw that both moons were indeed nearly full, 
offering considerable illumination even during the night. Having both 
of them full at the same time was something of a rare event actually, 
but not extremely so. 


"You could have simply asked." She pointed out. 


"... You were busy." 


It was Naruto that frowned this time, detecting a note of melancholy 
in her tone, probably feeling left out but trying to hide it. He could tell 
that something had happened while he'd been gone and he'd get the 
full story later. For now it would be enough to make the Ice Sekirei 
get some of the sleep she'd missed out on, as well as some 
attention. 


He made a come hither gesture with his hand towards Akitsu, 
causing the Sekirei to be pulled towards them. Her silk kimono 
suffered the same fate as several hundred of its predecessors as it 
was ripped to shreds before she was allowed into bed with them. 


She ended up with her face nestled in Xanna's breasts due to the 
horned woman being determined to get back to the morning cuddling 
and this way she got it from both sides. Tired as she was, Akitsu fell 
asleep quickly. 


"| see you've had a talk with her." Naruto murmured into his wife's 
ear once he was certain that Akitsu was fast asleep. 


Xanna hummed confirmingly but said no more. It remained to be 
seen whether Akitsu could develop some personality from this or if 
she would backslide into being a living accessory. For the moment 
she just wished that Naruto would stop talking already. 


Deciding to drop it for now, Naruto started talking about another 
interesting event from the recent past. 


"You'll never guess who dropped in on me on Ratania..." 
With a small sigh, she answered. "It was that Oma woman wasn't it?" 


"Okay, so you'll easily guess who it was, but you'll never guess what 
happened." 


"You slept with her." Boring! Now shut up already. 


She kept the thought to herself, but if he didn't stop talking soon that 
was going to change. 


"Oh no, this is going to be much better than just sleeping with her." 


Interest finally prickled in the horned woman's mind at his tone, 
which was that particular conniving pitch that Naruto always used 
when he was planning to do irreparable harm someone's way of life 
or world view. 


"You sound so deliciously devious." She purred. "Whisper your evil 
plot into my ear... slowly ." 


Naruto went quickly started getting hard at her tone, and finished 
getting hard even faster when he felt her hand wrap around the 
hardening member and start stroking in an encouraging manner. 


He'd been intending to tell her everything anyway, but he certainly 
wasn't going to complain about the extra incentive, so he used his 
lowest, sexiest rumble to reveal his intentions towards one Oma 
Desala, being more loquacious about it than originally intended. 


Akitsu ended up being woken up shortly after that and ended up 
even more exhausted than before, but she did eventually get some 
sleep. 


Months later. 


After shaking off the latest case of Naruto induced frustration, Oma 
had showed up again to help him and Xanna start up their empire as 
agreed upon. She had no intention of being present on a constant 
basis, but would pop in from time to time and offer advice to help 
things along. 


Naruto had indeed been correct in his suspicion that she intended to 
attempt planting the seeds of some more ethical behavior if possible, 
but she was well aware that the chance was fairly remote. Power did 


tend to corrupt after all, which was one of the reasons that the 
ascended secluded themselves away from mortals, removing the 
temptation to tell them how to run their lives. That at least she did 
agree with the others on. 


Not everyone had always believed so. Oma in particular had argued 
strenuously in favour of removing the Goa'uld from power since it 
was their own leftover technology that allowed them to gain it in the 
first place. It had taken a long time before she had convinced 
enough of the others to agree to it that they had to be heard by all of 
the ascended. 


An attempt had been made to give the Jaffa the means to overthrow 
the Goa'uld on their own and the Sodan Warriors had been created, 
a faction of Jaffa free of Goa'uld influence. They could have 
conceivably been able to overthrow their former masters with 
minimal ascended interference. 


Unfortunately, the Jaffa as a people were highly spiritual and their 
culture had severe religious leanings thanks to the Goa'uld. They 
had abandoned the Goa'uld yes, but they had taken the Ascended 
as their gods from then on, worshipping them and looking to them for 
leadership no matter how much they argued against it. 


The Ascended had been appalled and stopped interacting with 
mortals almost entirely, the parallels to the Ori being too great to sit 
well with them. They did not want to remove the Goa'uld as masters 
of Avalon as they called this galaxy only to replace them like a mirror 
of what the Ori had done in their home galaxy. 


The interventionist faction as it was called among the Ascended 
dispersed almost entirely after that abyssmal failure. She had been 
the only one that had still wanted to try doing something about the 
Goa'uld instead of letting things happen as they would. 


Of course, her later blunder with Anubis had only confirmed their 
belief that they should leave well enough alone. Truth be told, even 
Oma had started thinking that and had stopped interacting with 


mortals save through the caretakers of the handful of sanctuaries 
scattered across the galaxy. 


Naruto and Xanna were a different matter though. They were clearly 
going to do whatever they wanted no matter what the Ascended 
thought of it, so she might as well try to offer advice that would 
nudge them along as positive a path as possible. Hopefully, They 
would be shaped by the civilization they built just as they shaped it. 


So she had taken a metaphorical deep breath to brace herself for 
what would probably be another incredibly irritating interaction with 
two horned beings. 


Rather shockingly, it proved to not be particularly irritating at all. 


She had certainly been put back into a physical body, the same 
young one that Naruto always used, though this time he had 
fortunately not inflated her breasts. To her relief, she'd also been 
given clothing that was much better than the previous leather outfit 
that was somehow even worse than being naked. Instead of that, 
she'd found herself wearing a light blue silk blouse with matching 
pants. 


They were far more modest than the leather vest and skintight 
leather pants, even though the neckline on the blouse was still a bit 
on the low side. They were also exceedingly comfortable. 


Oma had expected that they would get to the business of making 
plans on how to advance their society right away, but they had 
refused to talk about it then, insisting that it was time for dinner. 


Much to her boundless relief, there had been no meat brought out. 
Oma wasn't entirely certain that she would have been able to keep 
her stomach from heaving if she had to see the butchered and 
cooked remains of dead animals brought out to be eaten. 


It had been millions of years since the last time that an Alteran had 
eaten meat, enough time that they had mostly lost the ability to even 


digest it. The body that Naruto had created for her could indoubtedly 
do it, but the deep revulsion she felt at the very idea would have 
never allowed her to keep it down. 


While bodiless it was fairly easy to look at things froma 
dispassionate distance, to understand that just about any species 
that reached sentience inevitably became omnivorous due to sheer 
necessity as a single food source became insufficient to sustain it, 
but being put into a physical body also forced her to experience the 
involuntary reactions of said body to powerful emotions. 


Try as she might, she could not discern the cause of their insistence 
for joining them for a meal. If Naruto had done so only to place the 
cooked flank of some animal in front of her to watch her go green, 
that she would have expected, but they had clearly steered clear of 
any kind meat or eggs for her benefit. She didn't even question how 
they might have known her feelings about such things. For all she 
knew, Naruto had smelled her discomfort when he'd said she was 
wearing leather during their last meeting and drawn the correct 
conclusions. 


Despite her initial aprehension of what the reason for their insistence 
on having her join them for dinner was, it was quite the relaxed affair. 


Relaxed in the sense that the horned duo had all the table manners 
of a rampaging Unas. They grabbed at the food with their hands or 
sometimes even with their tongues and fought over pieces of food 
for the sheer sake of fighting over them. Though they somehow 
managed to keep both themselves and the surrounding area clean 
through some means that escaped Oma's understanding. 


In sharp contrast, the fourth person present, the subdued and 
perpetually sleepy looking Akitsu was eating at a more sedate pace. 
She took small bites and chewed carefully, occasionally drinking 
from the large glass of fruit mulch that she seemed to be particularly 
fond of and seemed utterly unbothered by the chaos unfolding next 
to her. 


"Are they always like this?" Oma asked her quietly. 


"Ah... no." Akitsu answered slowly, blinking slowly at the guest. She 
had to wonder if Naruto had purposefully made Oma's blouse so thin 
that her nipples were visibly poking through it. She decided that he 
probably had, it would be just like him after all. He'd probably been 
hoping that the sensation of silk rubbing against them would make 
them get erect. "They're holding back because of you." 


Holding back? Oma thought to herself with no small amount of 
incredulity, seeing that Xanna had just pulled a metal spike out of 
somewhere and tried to nail Naruto's hand to the table with it. 


Eventually, she did start eating, finding that the thick vegetable 
sauce was actually very tasty. 


Seeing as her two hosts were busy fighting over the abundance of 
food like a pair of starving animals, Oma decided to try getting to 
know Akitsu instead. The subdued woman might be able to offer 
some additional insight into their character. She hadn't dared come 
close enough to learn anything about Akitsu beforehand, so she 
would need to rediscover the skill of getting to know a person 
through conversation again. 


"How did you meet them?" Oma asked, nodding her head at the 
warring married couple. 


"Ah... Naruto found me in a park and took me home, then he took 
my virginity." Akitsu answered in fond remembrance. 


Of course he did. Oma thought to herself, somehow not very 
surprised even if she was sure that there was a lot of missing 
backstory to it. 


"Did he take your virginity too?" 


Oma accidentally dumped the food on her fork(a metal one that was 
rather beyond the current ability of their fledgling civilization to make) 


down her cleavage at the innocent sounding question. 


"No, he is much too late for that." She answered while using a cloth 
to clean the food from herself, feeling amused by the question in 
spite of herself. The subdued woman was rather endearing with her 
innocent forwardness. 


The conversation died at that point, Akitsu having gone back to 
slowly emptying her plate(ceramic plates, which were once again 
beyond the local civilizations ability to produce.) and smiling fondly at 
the horned couple whose fighting seemed to finally be winding down. 


Despite the quality of the food(and it really was very good), Oma was 
glad that the dinner was coming to a close and that they would 
presumably get to the point of her visit soon. 


Oma had been quite mistaken in her presumption. 


After dinner, Xanna had insisted on a massage session and hadn't 
really asked so much as declared that it would be happening. 


Oma had tried to protest but been flatly ignored. She'd been relieved 
of her clothing and told to lay down on the massage bed while the 
servant girls brought out the oil. 


Strangely enough, Naruto had not so much as leered at her or made 
a single sex driven comment while this was happening, baffling Oma 
considerably. She knew that it wasn't because his wife was present, 
knowing that the horned woman cared not at all who her husband 
bedded. 


Not to mention that he flirted with the massage girls the whole time. 
Xanna hogged the vast majority of said massage girls, having more 


of them working on her at a time than the rest of them combined, 
mostly due to the writhing mass of tails extending from her tailbone. 


Seeing Xanna's ten tails up close had at least been interesting and 
given her the chance to once again ponder them. 


From an evolutionary standpoint, having ten tails was completely 
redundant. Genetic clutter. That wasn't mentioning how it was even 
possible to have ten of them apparently connected to a single 
tailbone. Even an animal wouldn't have evolved to have so many 
useless appendages, much less a bipedal sentient. They should 
have atrophied long ago, but were instead impossibly long and 
powerful looking. Then again there were a lot of things that didn't 
make sense about Naruto and Xanna, so Oma figured that they 
probably weren't a product of evolution and were only present for 
aesthetics, which would neatly fit with the horned woman's 
personality. 


That in mind, she focused on just getting through all this pointless 
hedonism. 


Akitsu had been making quiet sounds of pleasure for a while at the 
pampering and then suddenly let off a little snore that sent Naruto 
into a round of snickering along with a few of the massage girls. 
Xanna merely gave an amused smile. 


Oma didn't react to it overmuch, because she was finding herself in 
a similar situation. Despite her disdain for such self indulgence, she 
had to admit that the way her back and legs were being kneaded felt 
very good. 


That, in combination with the food she'd consumed earlier, left her 
feeling terribly drowsy. There was no sleep for an ascended being, 
only meditation, which would not have really helped her stay awake. 


She never even realized when the battle was lost and she started 
snoring right next to the Ice Sekirei. 


Oma returned to consciousness feeling flushed and... wet? 


An ancient and almost forgotten memory from her first life identified 
the feeling as that of being mostly submerged in hot water, making 
her blink her eyes open and look around while the disorientation of 
sleep receded. 


Apparently they'd moved onto a whole new form of self indulgence 
while she'd been asleep, as the four of them were now sitting ina 
wide, circular depression filled with hot water. 


She was on one side, while the other three were directly across from 
her. Naruto was in the middle, leaning backwards with his arms 
resting on the rim, hanging over the shoulders of the two women on 
either side of him. 


"Welcome back to the land of the conscious." He said to her with a 
smirk, obviously amused that she'd fallen asleep. 


Oma simply sighed and sank a bit further into the water, wondering if 
they were ever going to get down to the actual reason that she'd 
come here or if they would just keep on going from one hedonistic 
activity to another until she lost patience and asked to be released 
from this body. 


Not that it wasn't enjoyable, just like the massage had been. The 
walls of the massive circular tub were padded with something very 
comfortable and the water felt nice, but this was getting ridiculous. 


"Now that we are here, | believe it is time we got to business." Xanna 
declared seriously. 


Huh? 


"In the bath?" Oma asked, unable to keep the incredulity out of her 
voice. 


"| do some of my best thinking while bathing, why would we do it 
anywhere else?" The horned woman asked back, seeming genuinely 
puzzled by Oma's confusion. 


Oma had no real argument against that, knowing full well by now 
that trying to gainsay either Naruto or Xanna when they'd already 
decided something was useless. 


"Very well then." She sighed in resignation. 


Xanna hadn't been waiting for Oma's agreement and already hada 
colorful plastic container of some sort in hand, from which she 
squeezed a a large portion of what Oma guessed was some kind of 
liquid soap. 


A series of black symbols that made no sense to her at all became 
prominent all along the walls, somehow forcing the water to move in 
ways that acted as if there were pressured air jets placed along them 
as yet another form of massage and also turning the water choppy. 


In short order, the bath was full of bubbles. 


"Bubbles." Akitsu said happily, smiling at the abundance of floating 
soap bubbles and poking a few that came too close. 


"Yes, bubbles." Naruto agreed, sounding very amused and poking a 
few of them himself. 


"According to my easily distracted husband, " Xanna paused to look 
pointedly at Naruto, who was still poking bubbles with Akitsu. "you 
have offered to aid us in the advancement of our empire." 


"| have." Oma confirmed with some caution. 


She had not envisioned having this discussion in a bubble bath, but 
she could adapt. There were only so many ways that Naruto could 
think up to rattle her composture and his sexual predator act from 
the last time had been worse than this. 


"Then you should be made aware of the situation." Xanna stated and 
created a floating image of Erius, zooming it in on the city in which 
they were currently located. 


"The people that Naruto brought back from Ratania have either 
settled into homes formerly occupied by people who have left them 
to make their own settlements or new ones were built for them. This 
is not counting those who have elected to move elsewhere after 
getting their bearings." 


The image zoomed out and ten smaller settlements began to slowly 
oscillate to highlight them. 


"There are all the population centers currently existing on the planet. 
They were built by people who wanted to live further away from us, 
who disliked how crowded Hesa was becoming or those who wished 
to preserve their own way of life as much as possible." 


"Most are cooperating with us even if they would prefer to be left 
alone and are not resisting the changes we are implementing to their 
lifestyle, such as education, improved sanitation and a local garrison 
to protect them from animal attacks as they build and to actasa 
police force." 


"| thought we didn't have crime yet." Naruto interjected curiously. 


"Thus far only minor acts of theft." Xanna said dismissively. "Most of 
those you brought back were too beaten down to have the spirit for 
anything more severe, but theft occurs as soon as currency is 
implemented. | have also been using those soldiers to funnel any 
would-be prostitutes here so that they can be used as teachers since 
the total education level is still abyssmal." 


The talks continued for some time, during which Oma only listened 
rather than suggesting anything. Much of it she knew already from 
her own observations, but it was good to hear it from their point of 
view. 


Allin all, their rule was surprisingly benign and not at all the way that 
most dictatorial regimes tended to be. This was likely due to the fact 
that they weren't mortal and felt no need to feed their own egos by 


oppressing their subjects, nor did they in any way care to regulate 
the personal lives of those they ruled. 


Xanna was arrogant, condescending, self-centered, lacking most 
any morals or ethics and outright dismissive of those she considered 
to be beneath her(which was nearly everyone). Strangely enough, 
that didn't translate into cruelty, merely cold pragmatism as long as 
things were done her way. 


Naruto on the other hand had a similar egotistical certainty that he 
knew best combined with lack of care for how other people lived as 
long as it didn't hit one of his mental triggers. He also seemed less 
interested in any actual ruling than he was in having fun, though he 
still put in the work... he just tended to not be particularly serious 
while he did it. 


Oma could only breathe an internal sigh of relief at the fact that they 
seemed to be capable of grasping the idea that the success of an 
empire was measured by the prosperity of the people who lived in it 
and not, as the Goa'uld seemed to think, on how many planets you 
conquered and how big your army was. 


"While our efforts to make everyone at least literate if not highly 
educated are being obstructed by the need for child labor,-" Xanna 
was saying, only to be interrupted by Naruto. 


"What do you mean need for child labor? Why would it be needed?" 


"Because your constant raiding has resulted in our food stores being 
depleted rapidly, necessitating a similarly rapid expansion of 
farmland, leading to a shortage of labor that is currently being filled 
by children." She explained dryly. 


"Aw crap." Naruto muttered. If he'd known that, he wouldn't have 
gone and raided a planet with a population as large as the one on 
Ratania. 


Most of the time that he wasn't spending with her and Akitsu was 
taken up by training the army and making sure they understood the 
fact that they weren't there to keep people in line as many of them 
were used to, but to keep them safe. He hadn't payed much 
attention to the goings on in the other areas of their growing empire. 


While he was not someone that should be trusted to properly raise a 
child due to his own unconventional upbringing, Naruto did grasp the 
fact that child labor was generally a bad thing. 


"Couldn't we just cheat a little and enhance the food stores instead?" 


"| have been doing so, but it is getting to the point where even these 
dimwitted peasants are beginning to wonder at where all the food is 
coming from. If we continue doing so, they will begin to get 
dependent on supernatural aid. Better that they suffer a small 
shortage of food now than to have them think that all of their 
problems will be solved in such a manner." 


"SO... NO more raiding?" Naruto asked wryly. 


Taking the situation that Xanna had laid out into account he'd 
probably be unable to go on another raid like this for several years at 
least. 


Erius had a population of just under three hundred thousand these 
days and many of the people he'd brought along from other planets 
eventually trickled off and formed their own villages and towns. So 
far, Xanna had been siphoning off a relatively small number of his 
warriors to make sure that each of these new settlements had a 
small complement of soldiers that had gone on at least one raid with 
Naruto to act as both a police force and a visual reminder that they 
were not being left to their own devices. 


Not all of the warriors were Jaffa anymore, the occasional baseline 
human having shown interest in training and been accepted. This 
was all to the good, as many of the people Naruto brought back 
tended to be resentful of the Jaffa's presence, so having the 


occasional regular human around made them feel better until they 
dissociated the Jaffa from the Goa'uld. It helped that Jaffa were in 
general very disciplined and not inclined to abuse of power. There 
were a few that needed some re-education on the matter of course, 
but some Youthful Exercise was usually enough to dissuade them 
from repeat offences. 


She'd also made certain to that at least one or two teachers in an 
effort to spread education. Getting that off the ground was a hassle, 
but an unavoidable one. 


With this newest population influx, Naruto knew that he wouldn't be 
able to keep on snatching people without risking the whole thing 
getting away from them. While it hadn't happened yet, it was only a 
matter of time before some would-be genius brought up the concept 
of that most annoying of ideas to someone intending to create an 
empire... independence . 


It was a certainty that some hothead would eventually get it into his 
or her head that they didn't need his or Xanna's rule and could 
manage just fine on their own. 


Perhaps true in the case of those who had lived on worlds without a 
local Goa'uld overseer, but if they were going to let people create 
their own factions right under his nose, they wouldn't have bothered 
starting at the bottom. 


Besides, allowing the people that had been brought together from a 
dozen different planets to splinter into a dozen nations would not end 
well. That much had been learned back in the Elemental Nations. 


Diversity was good, division was bad. 


"Not for a while, the population here is still somewhat small, but not 
so tiny anymore that it would be needed. At this point it is more 
important that we make certain that all of these people understand 
that they are part of a single nation instead of refugees from 
dozens." Xanna spoke, echoing his own thoughts. 


"Roads, you will need to build roads." Oma interjected. 


Naruto and Xanna cocked their heads curiously at the sudden 
interruption. 


Even Akitsu stopped popping bubbles for a moment. 


"At the moment, most of these disparate settlements are not 
connected even with dirt roads. Building a road system to connect 
them will foster commerce and allow for better interaction. Eventually 
you will want to call the leaders of these villages to meet you as a 
show of loyalty or perhaps assign your own governors." 


Naruto and Xanna exchanged glances and mulled it over for a 
moment before agreeing that this made sense. Neither one of them 
had ever been hindered by a lack of roads and Xanna's previous two 
empires already had such things when she'd taken over, so neither 
had thought of it. 


"That seems a valid point, but we have other issues." The horned 
woman said, making four particular settlements glow red on the 
illusionary map. 


"These four villages contain people that may be... problematic... for 
a while." 


"Why?" Naruto asked, puzzled. If he didn't miss his guess, one of 
those contained people from the raid on Bastet's territory(that had 
been fun), one from Yu's and two from Ra's. 


"These three," Xanna said, highlighting the three settlement on the 
map. "Do not like the way we treat women and have moved away 
from us solely because of that." 


"But I've barely interacted with their women, and I'm pretty sure that | 
wasn't even being creepy at the time." Naruto protested, utterly 
baffled. 


"It is a heavily male dominated society, they don't like the fact that 
we are not oppressing women." Xanna elaborated, smirking. "They 
may also have been upset at the idea of being ruled by a woman." 


"They went off on their own because | wouldn't let them treat their 
women like a servant class?" Naruto asked just to be clear. 


"Just so, they claim that it is part of their culture and that changing it 
would rob them of their identity." She confirmed. 


Naruto muttered something to himself that was too low to hear 
clearly, but it seemed to imply that a broken neck would also rob 
them of their identity, and much more effectively at that. 


"What about that last one then?" He asked, setting the issue aside 
for now. 


"They come from a heavily female dominated society." Xanna 
explained, still smirking. 


Naruto facepalmed, already seeing where this was going. "Let me 
guess, they don't like the fact that we're not oppressing the men?" 


"A brilliant deduction husband, | am struck by awe at your masterful 
grasp of the obvious." 


Naruto ignored her sarcasm in favor of muttering to himself sourly. 
"That explains why those bitches were giving me the stink eye when 
| marched them through the stargate." 


Shaking his head, he looked at his wife and sighed in a put upon 
fashion. "My dear wife, do you ever get the feeling that you're 
surrounded by idiots?" 

"It is the only feeling | have ever known." She responded haughtily. 


Naruto shot his wife at short leer at what was most definitely an 
area-of-effect insult and then rubbed at his forehead with another 


sigh. "I guess I'm going to be paying those four places a visit and 
laying down the law." 


"If you assert your will with force, you will only sow resentment." 
Oma cautioned. "It takes time to change the social structure of a 
society." 


"I'm not feeling very patient right now and people tend to listen more 
closely if they're nursing a sore jaw." Naruto argued. "They can be as 
resentful as they like, but they will conform to the law of the land." 


"It was you who brought them here, they did not choose to come. If 
you force them to obey you in such a manner after claiming that you 
would protect them from the Goa'uld, they will think you no different." 
She countered. 


"They were just host bodies and slave labor for the Goa'uld, all I'm 
trying to do is get them to stop being fucking stupid." Naruto insisted. 


"If you move on them with force, they are unlikely to see such direct 
interference in their lifestyle as helpful and benevolent, but rather as 
tyrannical and oppressive." 


Naruto humphed irritably and looked at his wife, who had been oddly 
silent during this exchange. "What do you think love? | guess | can 
see her point, but | still say a round of bitchslaps might do the trick." 


Xanna mulled the issue over carefully before replying. "The last time 
| had to deal with unruly subjects, | ordered several executions..." 


Oma was alarmed, and only kept from interrupting because of the 
warning glance that the horned woman gave her. 


"... However, that only caused a rebellion to ferment among the 
people. It may be for the best to try a subtler approach and we can 
always resort to force if it fails." She concluded. 


"| guess." Naruto agreed without enthusiasm. Was he doomed to 
solve problems like a Supposedly civilized person for his entire 
tenure as Emperor? Would he never again get to settle arguments 
with his fists? Would he one day find himself sitting at a negotiation 
table with the System Lords and being serious as opposed to 
thinking of ways to humiliate and murder them creatively? 


He sank a bit lower into the water at the thought of it and looked over 
at Akitsu, who seemed to be having fun building a soap mountain. 


"Am | becoming a mature adult sweetie? Is that the terrible sacrifice | 
am making for all those cute Sekirei?" He asked her with 
despondent melodrama. 


Akitsu blinked at him, having not expected to be talked to while they 
were having this serious discussion. But Naruto just looked so sad 
and sulky at the fact that he wasn't able to smack sense into people 
that she had to do something to make him feel better. 


Determined to help him, Akitsu scooped up a portion of the soap and 
used her ice powers to harden its shape into what she wanted. Then 
she stuck it to his forehead and froze it into place. 


"Triceratops." She chirped, proudly surveying the soap horn he now 
had on his forehead in addition to the regular horns higher on his 
head. 


Xanna snorted with laughter, the expelled air blasting apart another 
pile of Soap. 


Naruto tried to contain the amused grin breaking out on his face at 
the ridiculousness of the situation, but quickly lost the battle. 


Even Oma cracked a smile, though she wasn't sure which tri-horned 
animal Akitsu was referring to. There was more than one such in the 
galaxy after all. 


"It suits you husband." Xanna complimented. "Now you need only 
walk on all fours so that it is immediately clear that you are a horny 
animal." 


Naruto shot his wife an affronted look and splashed some water at 
her. 


This time it was Xanna that looked affronted. "You would dare start a 
water fight with me? | am a goddess ! | am-" 


"Badly positioned!" He cut in with a grin and used the arm he still had 
around her shoulders to dunk her. 


Akitsu floated over to Oma's side of the bathtub and they both 
watched as the horned woman tried to pry apart Naruto's headlock 
while air bubbles escaped from the water. 


Apparently having had enough, the hitherto missing tails made a 
reappearance and grabbed Naruto around the neck and dragged 
him under the water as well. 


The two women that were currently not participating in the mock 
battle/attempted drowning scrambled out of the water to prevent 
becoming collateral damage. Oma nearly collapsed due to the 
sudden headrush, but was saved from a pratfall by Akitsu. 


Several minutes of rather vicious looking flailing later, they emerged 

from the water, Xanna pinning Naruto to the edge of the tub with her 
hands pulling on his soaked hair and glaring at him from a very close 
range. 


Naruto grinned at her lustily and pecked her on the lips, getting an 
aggressive and violent kiss in return. 


Oma had assumed that this strange interruption would pass and they 
would get back to the conversation, but when Xanna climbed into 
Naruto's lap with the clear intention of starting intercourse, she loudly 
cleared her throat to draw attention to herself. 


She was ignored, so she did it again, this time even louder. 


With an irritated growl, Xanna turned around to give her a narrow 
eyed glare and hissed " What? " 


"Do we not still have something to discuss?" Oma asked with as 
much dignity as was possible for someone that was using her hands 
to cover her breasts and groin. 


"| Suppose we do." Xanna conceded grudgingly, getting off Naruto's 
lap and settling back down beside him. 


As Oma settled back into her previous position, Akitsu tried to do the 
same, only to get pulled between Naruto and Xanna, causing a flush 
to creep onto her face that had nothing to do with the steam. 


Oma started feeling incredibly uncomfortable as she saw that both of 
Akitsu hands were making repetitive motions of some sort under the 
water on each side of her, coincidentally at the areas where she 
estimated Naruto and Xanna had their respective genitals. 


"| must confess to having little idea of how to do away with this 
foolishness without resorting to force. My thought was to assign a 
larger than normal garrison there and make compulsory education 
sessions that would beat the idea of gender equality into their 
heads." Xanna said with a smirk as if the conversation had not been 
interrupted. 


"No matter what you do, it will take at least a few generations before 
such thinking is completely changed, but their populations are small 
enough that enough contact with a different culture will dilute their 
resistance to change. Commerce and perhaps having that female 
commander in your army take charge of the local garrison for a time 
should begin the process. Combined with proper education and it 
might sway the minds of the younger generation at least." Oma 
replied, studiously ignoring what was going on under the water. 


"Setsuna's going to be pissed about that, but she'd do it if | asked." 
Naruto murmured, clearly paying more attention to Akitsu's 
ministrations than to the conversation."That only works for the male 
dominated ones though." 


"Have you considered hosting a celebration of some sort?" Oma 
asked further. 


Two horned heads cocked to the side in curiosity. "A celebration? Of 
what?" 


"Of their liberation from Goa'uld oppression or some such thing. At 
the moment, most of the common people see you either as an 
unstoppable conqueror or an aloof and distant ruler." Oma 
explained, looking first to Naruto and then to Xanna and trying to 
ignore the fact that they were starting to breathe more heavily than 
normal. "A celebration attended by both of you would serve to make 
the people feel closer to you, show them that they are not at all 
different from each other and mingle the differing cultures you now 
have on Erius." 


"She has a point, a good party always makes people forget that 
they're supposed to hate each other." Naruto said pensively. 


"True, | had forgotten that most of these monkey brained humans 
have the attention span of a rabid squirrel." Xanna agreed. 


Oma relaxed her stiff spine at their agreement. Potential tyranny 
averted for now and replaced with a far more sensible approach. 
They had clearly been interested enough in the suggestion that even 
some of the sexual charge in the air had dissipated. 


They had good enough intentions, that was clear. Their reasons 
might be strange and their regard for the people they ruled 
appallingly low, but the end result they were going for was good, 
admirable even. Their problem lay mostly in the fact that they were 
too at home with using violence and force to solve problems. 


"That is all that | have to say for now. Release me from this body and 
| will be on my way." She said, feeling exhausted, both by the mental 
effort of steering them away from what might have been the first step 
on the road to the creation of yet another oppressive empire, and 
physically from the steam that was making her feel woozy. 


She felt satisfied with the effort though. Hopefully, the centuries of 
taking care of their people that lay ahead would smooth over some 
of the sharp edges from their personalities. At the very least, she 
hoped that force would stop being the first thing they considered 
when they needed a solution. 


"Not yet you won't." Naruto said sharply, snapping Oma's attention 
back to him. "When you first suggested this, | figured you were going 
to be making some kind of half-baked suggestions, but this was 
actually useful, so you're going to stick around for a few minutes 
longer and share a toast with us." 


"A toast?" Oma questioned, puzzled. 


"Yep, here, have some Sex on the Beach." He grinned and handed 
her a glass full of a colorful red-orange liquid. 


"This drink is called Sex on the Beach?" Oma asked while Naruto 
brought out more glasses for Xanna, Akitsu and himself. Oma was 
glad to see him do this, because Akitsu had to take her hands away 
from what they'd been doing so far. 


"Yes." He nodded firmly. 


Akitsu took a small sip of the concoction and smiled at the taste, 
quietly murmuring something about liquid candy. 


"Why?" Oma pressed further, turning the glass around and trying to 
see how anyone could name a drink such a strange name. 


"Who knows?" Naruto shrugged. "Maybe the inventor was having 
sex on the beach when he or she thought of it, or maybe the colors 


reminded them of a sunset on a beach where they once had sex. Or 
maybe, and this is my guess, it's named that because fuck you, 
that's why." 


"There was most certainly some fucking involved in the naming of 
this drink." Xanna agreed. 


"Ah... could we have sex on the beach?" Akitsu asked, her cheeks 
red. 


"We are having Sex on the Beach." Naruto said, grinning. 


Akitsu visibly fidgeted and sipped on her drink. "I mean... could we 
go to the beach and have sex?" 


"An excellent idea." Xanna declared and drained her entire glass in 
one shot. "We are going immediately." 


"Defile ALL the sand!" 
"Yay." 


"Wait! What about..."Oma trailed off as the trio vanished, the water 
splashing as it rushed to fill the emptiness they left behind. 


"a. me." 


And the fifth chapter be done. 


My first chapter posted as an unemployed man. I feel sad that I 
will not waste time at work by reading reviews, but I also feel 
happy that I will not waste time working. Life is too long and 
there is too much time in the world and not enough good ways 
to waste it all. 


Also, please drop a review :P. 


Chapter 6 


AvidReader: The difference is that the Sekirei spaceship is 
being taken from one dimension to another, and it was done 
before they decided to limit the use of their abilities. 


In other news, Tsukihima7 has put in the effort to make a 
drawing of my version of Naruto. The link can be found on my 
profile page if you're interested. 


Astral Plane. 


The Astral Plane, a place which was only called a place for lack of a 
better word. A place where time and space had meaning only as 
abstract terms. A place that technically only existed because the 
collective consciousness of the Ascended asserted its will and 
brought it into being. 


As the Ascended existed both as beings of contained energy on the 

Physical Plane, so too they existed as coherent thought on the Astral 
Plane. The Ori had their own version of the Astral Plane and it could 

be(and was) debated whether it was a separate section of the same 

Astral Plane or whether it was an entirely different Astral Plane. 


A Curious thing it was, which allowed the spirits of those who had 
transcended the flesh to retain their individuality while also having a 
great communion of spirit as they contemplated themselves, the 
nature of the Universe, and their place in the vastness of Creation. 


Here we find one Oma Desala, her focus inward in solitary 
meditation. She was held in great disfavor among the other 
Ascended for what they considered to be reckless meddling with the 
inhabitants of the lower planes, which was a large part of the reason 
why she did not often join her spirit with the others. Her most recent 
meddling had caused that disfavor to deepen, even though she had 


not done more than give some fairly basic advice. She refused to 
stop though, firmly believing that despite their strangeness and 
abrasive manner, Naruto and Xanna represented the best hope for 
the Galaxy to climb out of the pit that the Alterans had inadvertently 
helped sink it into and she would not shy away from it simply 
because of past failures. 


After being forgotten about and left sitting naked in a bath on Erius, 
Oma had struggled hard to let go of the frustration she'd felt. 


They had gone off to have sex on a beach and simply left her there. 
For three days. 


The servants had been confused and worried, half suspecting that 
she had done something to the missing Emperor and Empress. 


Several of the Jaffa had been debating the merits of interrogating her 
for their location, which she knew would have likely involved torture. 
Not something she had been eager to experience. 


Fortunately, Te'lok had merely sighed in a long suffering manner 
when she had told him what they had done and nodded as if that 
explained everything. 


Then had followed three days of being stuck in a flesh and blood 
body. 


Oma knew that suicide would probably release her from whatever it 
was that was keeping her earthbound, but she hadn't been able to 
bring herself to do that. Such senseless waste of life had been 
frowned upon in Alteran society, even if the body was merely a 
construct. 


It had been a strange and sometimes humiliating few days. 


The palace servants hadn't minded needing to prepare food for her 
in addition to their own, for which she had been very grateful since 


she didn't Know how to cook. Alteran civilization had been so 
advanced as to not require it and the Ascended obviously did not 
need to eat. 


The humiliation had come later, when the inevitable need for waste 
disposal had come up. 


In her first life, Oma had been used to an extremely high 
technological standard. 


Having to adjust to using a toilet without electricity or running water 
had been a very new experience for her and not one that she 
reflected upon fondly. It was made worse when the missing trio had 
come back, complaining about sex on the beach not being all it was 
cracked up to be because the sand got everywhere. 


For the first time in millenia, Oma had been tempted to slap 
someone. 


Regardless, she had managed to put that behind her for the most 
part and was now enjoying the peace and tranquility brought about 
by deep meditation. 


She had checked in on the horned duo's empire and was gratified to 
see that her suggestions had been taken to heart. Construction on 
roads had begun, people had been diverted from Naruto's army to 
replace child labor as much as possible, while the children 
themselves were sent off to the school that they had ordered be built 
years ago. Preparations for the suggested celebreation had also 
been underway and it should be happening any day now actually. 


Oma was not going to attend. 


She had no interest in celebrating and would prefer to spend her 
time in meditation, contemplating in what other ways she could help 
direct the rising empire so that it might become a bastion of 
enlightenment and hope in a galaxy that had been steeped in 
darkness for millenia. 


The Astral Plane was perfect for this purpose with its unending 
sense of peace and tranquility. 


"WHO IS YOUR DADDY AND WHAT DOES HE DO?!" 


The thundering shout was not a physical thing, but more like a wave 
of pure mentally directed intent that everyone simply had to hear the 
words 'who is your daddy and what does he do?’ echo in their minds. 
Loudly. 


Oma focused on the disruption and was not at all surprised to see 
that a certain horned blond had decided to visit the Astral Plane. 


Under normal circumstances, Oma would have welcomed such a 
thing, as conventional wisdom would dictate that Naruto would be 
unable to appear in it with a physical body and she had long been 
curious what his spirit was like when it was not encased in that 
juggernaut of a body. 


Unfortunately, Naruto did not seem in the mood to adhere to 
conventional wisdom and she could already see the force of his will 
twisting the normally formless Astral Plane into a chaotic 
representation of his mind. 


The other ascended tried to push back, only to be seemingly ignored 
as the surroundings continued to change. In no time at all, they all 
found themselves in a strangely distorted forest. It looked normal 
enough, except for the multitude of things that gave it a distinct 
feeling of wrongness, such as strangely angled trees and little 
critters with maliciously glowing red eyes. 


"You were not invited here Outsider, leave this place!" One of the 
Ascended snapped commandingly, backed up by several others. 


"Pfft." Naruto replied eloquently and waved his hand at the group 
confronting him, suddenly reducing the gathered Ascended into 
small and squeaky woodland critters. 


"Run along now, there's hungry lions, tigers and bears and shit in 
this forest." 


The aforementioned creatures did indeed appear immediately after 
and began to chase the transformed ascended beings, who 
scattered and ran on instinct. 


Oma merely observed and made no move to aid her fellow 
ascended, instead choosing to take on the same youthful 
appearance that Naruto always put her in. No need to be giving him 
any ideas. 


"This is a plane of the mind, you should not have been capable of 
doing that." She commented serenely, having remained calm in the 
knowledge that no matter how annoying his pranks were, they were 
only fatal for people he considered to be enemies. 


"Well someone should have told me that before | did it." Naruto 
replied airily. 


"How did you do that Naruto?" Oma asked with a sigh, seeing that 
he was being deliberately obtuse. 


"Fuck you, that's how!" 


Oma simply stared at him for a while before speaking again. "I 
realize that you have an almost pathological need to say that 
whenever someone asks you to explain something, but could you at 
least attempt to restrain yourself for a moment?" 


"| guess | could try." He shrugged. 
"How did you make this place behave as if it were physical reality?" 
Naruto visibly restrained himself from repeating his previous 


response, managing to smirk mysteriously instead. "What the eyes 
see, the mind believes. What the mind believes, becomes reality." 


"You have beguiled our senses to make it seem as if it were real?" 
Oma hazarded. She was an old hand at cryptic statements and this 
one seemed less cryptic than most. 


"Nice try, but no." He snickered. "This place of yours is basically 
Imagination Land, its appearance sustained by the combined will of 
those who inhabit it. But if someone were to come along who had a 
stronger will and different views on what it should be like, it will 
reflect that change." 


That gave Oma pause for a moment, not because it was some 
groundbreaking revelation, but because it showed once again just 
how fundamentally different the horned man was from them. The 
Ascended did not pit their wills against one another to see who 
would control the Astral Plane. Even at her most mutinious, Oma 
had never considered trying to do so. Aside from being futile since 
she was merely one among many, forcing the issue would have 
gained her nothing, but a momentary amusement was clearly reason 
enough for Naruto. 


"You would claim that your will is greater than that of all the 
Ascended combined?" She finally asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Maybe, maybe not. Raw power doesn't mean as much here as it 
normally would, but this bunch of pacifist hippies aren't willing to put 
up much of a fight and they're too disorganized to even try properly 
and willpower isn't necessarily cumulative to begin with." He 
shrugged again. 


"| see." She said, not bothering to ask what a ‘hippie’ was. "So 
needlessly confrontational, bringing conflict with you wherever you 
go. Can you not simply appreciate the tranquility of this place?" 


"Idleness breeds weakness, just ask your friends that are about to 
become snacks because they don't have the strength to free 
themselves." Naruto scoffed and then grinned. "Can't you appreciate 
the challenge of a struggle against another? Come on, try to wrest 
control of this place from me." 


Normally, Oma would not consider doing anything of the sort, but 
there was an opportunity here... 


"| will agree to attempt it if you will agree to enter a communion of 
spirit with me." 


Oma had thought that Naruto would accept such a deal only 
grudgingly if he did so at all, so his wide grin was most disconcerting. 


"You've got yourself a deal cupcake." 


Frowning momentarily at the odd nickname before setting it aside as 
irrelevant, Oma focused and did something that no Ascended had 
ever done, she deliberately attacked another mind and tried to force 
her will on it. 


Immediately she came upon resistance, an iron hard willpower 
exerting itself on everything around it except Oma herself. Her own 
mind scrabbled uselessly against the unyielding and 
uncompromising solidity of his focus. She could sense the others 
now as well, struggling against the weight of his determination to 
keep them trapped in the forms that he had forced on them without 
much success. 


She tried to launch a stronger mental probe at his mind, tried to force 
her will on the area around them, only to have it brushed aside with a 
scoff. 


"You're not trying very hard, but it was still better than what the 
others are managing." He said, halting the short battle of wills. 


"We Alterans considered such use of telepathy to be a criminal 
breach of another's personal rights." Oma replied. "I attempted it only 
at your invitation, but took no joy in it." 


"How boring.” He sighed and stopped forcing the others to stay in 
the forms he'd stuck them in. Unlike what he did with Oma on the 
Physical Plane, on the Astral one, he needed to constantly keep a 


piece of his focus on pushing down their resistance. "If this is all 
there is to ascension, then I'd have preferred to cut my neck open 
rather than ascend if | was in your shoes. How you can stay here for 
thousands of years I'll never know." 


"It is not for everyone." She agreed. 


There had certainly been those who had tired of it for various 
reasons and chosen to descend back to a mortal existence and 
eventually die, unsatisfied with a life of exploring the mysteries of the 
cosmos. Many more had chosen death over ascension, mostly 
people of a more combative nature. 


"Why have you come here Naruto? Surely it was not simply because 
the peace in this place offends you." 


"Nah, that was just a bonus. | came to get you for the party, It's 
starting soon." He answered, grinning with a measure of excitement. 


"| will not be attending." Oma replied serenely. 


Indeed, she had not planned on showing up again for some years at 
least. Naruto and Xanna would be busy implementing what they had 
discussed, as well as their own ideas and were unlikely to need any 
further advice for a time. Furthermore, she did not want to come off 
as manipulative by appearing too often. An occurence such as that 
could sour the entire effort. Above all, she needed to be seen as a 
distant advisor whose only interest in their civilization was to see it 
prosper. Even if Naruto had outright told her that he knew she was 
trying to manipulate him, she still didn't want to push things too far. 


"That's bullshit." Naruto retorted. "You came up with the idea, so 
you're coming." 


Giving her no chance to protest, he grabbed hold of the ascended 
woman and they vanished from the Astral Plane, leaving behind a 
sense of shattered security that the other Ascended were never 
going to get back. 


The long awaited party was in full swing, with people talking, eating, 
drinking, dancing and some particularly drunk singing going on 
everywhere. 


There had been a lot of hype and buildup to this and plenty of people 
had come because of it. 


In the absence of any kind of precedent, every culture had brought 
along its own forms of entertainment, ranging from music to food to 
games and most people seemed to be having lots of fun 
experimenting with new things and every so often, someone thought 
of something new on the spot. 


It wasn't all perfect of course. There was still a bit of a language 
barrier since not everyone spoke the same one despite efforts to 
teach everyone a common tongue, but there was enough overlap to 
get by and some funny miming dealt with the rest. There were also a 
few Jaffa present who were pointedly armed just in case anyone got 
the idea to start anything. 


At least there was a common currency, which Naruto and Xanna had 
remembered the need to implement. Neither one of them had ever 
given two shits about money other than as a means to an end, but 
they did know that a means of accounting for things was necessary 
at this point. 


Oma was not having as much fun as most of the people present. 


After being unceremoniously dragged here and stuffed back into a 
physical body over her protests, she could hardly be blamed for 
being a little surly, though she didn't think of it as such. Naruto's 
incessant teasing on the subject had not done much to improve her 
mood, nor had his dismissive assurance of ‘later' on when he would 
fulfill his part of the bargain they had struck earlier. 


So here she was, attending a celebration that had held no appeal to 
her. 


The feel of the sun and wind was nice, as was the taste of the few 
fruits she'd eaten, but walking around in a physical body, ostensibly 
supposed to join in on the festivities and enjoy herself was extremely 
far out of her comfort Zone. Then again, when had anything ever 
been in her comfort zone when Naruto was involved? 


At least he hadn't made her wear anything provocative, just a simple 
and unadorned white dress that was in no way sensual. Of course, 
its quality was quite a bit higher than what the majority of the party 
goers wore, leading them to assume that she was part of the royal 
retinue. Not entirely incorrect she supposed, but something that she 
really could have done without. 


She also could have done without the occasional nervous boy or 
young man asking her to dance or partake in some other group 
activity. Not to mention the ones that tried to be thoughtful and bring 
her something to eat or drink. Oma couldn't recall ever developing a 
fondness for alchoholic beverages in her first life, even mild ones, 
and the sight and smell of barbequed pig had nearly made her lose 
the contents of her stomach. 


As soon as it was feasible, she was going to talk to Naruto and 
Xanna about the benefits of turning over to a completely plant based 
diet. No doubt it would be a wildly unpopular change for the people, 
big changes always were, but both of them were dismissive enough 
of other people's dislike for their choices to not care, as well as being 
pragmatic enough that they would go for it if she presented it as 
beneficial. 


That was for the future though, for now she just wanted to find some 
nice, out of the way spot where she could wait this whole thing out 
with minimal fuss. 


This would have been a lot simpler if Naruto had simply left her 
looking middle aged instead of ‘barely a few years into adulthood’. 
Though if he'd ever bothered listening to her on these things, he 
wouldn't have given her a physical body in the first place. 


Finally she managed to get to an out of the way spot to sit down and 
just observe without being seen. 


Despite her discomfort in being here, Oma had to admit that it was 
all going very well. 


Aside from the multitude of different foods(far too much of it being 
meat in Oma's opinion), there were also games and competitions set 


up. 


A lot of people seemed interested in a game called Go, which she 
knew originated from Terra, specifically from the country of China, 
though how it had managed to find itself here since it had evolved 
after Ra had been thrown off she had no clue. However it had 
happened, a bit of a spontaneous tournament had sprung up and 
Naruto had tried his hand at it and proven beyond doubt that 
strategic skill in real battle did not necessarily translate to strategic 
skill in a game. Xanna and even Akitsu seemed to be destroying the 
opposition rather handily though. 


There were also archery and spear throwing competitions set up, 
from which Naruto had been banned after breaking a bow and 
obliterating a target with a thrown spear. Most of those competing in 
those seemed extremely hesitant in telling their Emperor that he 
couldn't compete anymore, but Naruto took it all in good humor and 
went to find something else to amuse himself with. 


There were also several less sophisticated competitions, such as 
arm wrestling and who can throw a big rock the farthest. Those 
tended to be dominated by Jaffa since Naruto was staying well away 
from them. In fact, the horned man seemed to spend most of his 
time cajoling women into trying their hand at competitions that were 
otherwise heavily dominated by males. 


The children had their own games, though a large number of them 
simply seemed to be engaged in splashing about in the nearby river 
that had been dammed to create a makeshift pool. 


All in all, this celebration was hugely successful in accomplishing its 
goal of bringing people together. 


The four problem villages mentioned by Xanna remained a bit 
problematic, with those from the male dominated ones looking 
around disdainfully at all the women walking around without male 
chaperones and those from the female dominated one looking 
personally offended that the men weren't all servants. 


Well, that was the case for the respective dominating gender, the 
one being dominated looked bewildered, curious and even longing. 


Obviously seeing something so different from their own way of life 
was already planting seeds and ideas. Oma gave it three 
generations at the most before this silly discrimination of a particular 
gender faded away. 


"| see | am not the only one that wished for some peace and quiet." 


Oma jumped a bit, startled by the unexpected voice at her side. 
Turning to look at her unexpected interlocutor, she saw that it was 
just Setsuna and relaxed. 


They had gotten to know each other during her three day stint ina 
mortal body after being forgotten about. Setsuna and Te'lok had 
found themselves incredibly unprepared to run the fledgling empire 
in Naruto and Xanna's absence and Oma had ended up helping 
them after explaining why those two were absent. 


They'd also brought in Tarnor, who actually had some experience 
running a nation thanks to Kuvera's kassa addiction making the 
Goa'uld useless. 

"Yes, this is not at all what | am used to." Oma admitted. 


"And you are hoping that the Emperor will not take notice of you." 
The other woman said with a knowing smirk. 


"There is that yes." Oma muttered, not even wondering how Setsuna 
knew that. The way that she had been glaring at Naruto for 
essentially abducting her and making her attend this party had made 
her feelings on the matter obvious enough. "You do not seem 
particularly comfortable with this yourself." 


"| am not." Setsuna admitted. "| would have preferred to be training 
or doing something useful at least." 


"But this celebration is useful." Oma said, puzzled. Setsuna had 
definitely been made aware of the true reasons for hosting it. 


"My presence serves no purpose, the Emperor merely insisted that | 
attend. He claimed that | was working too hard and needed to 
‘unwind’, whatever that means, but I find this more onerous than 
relaxing." Setsuna rebuffed. 


"| see you have not bothered to dress in the traditional style of your 
people either." Oma noted, seeing that while Setsuna wasn't wearing 
her preferred military uniform, it wasn't far off either. "How many 
blades do you have hidden in there?" 


"Only six and a zat'nik'tel." Setsuna said, sounding miffed at being so 
lightly armed. She missed her sword most of all. Sure, she generally 
couldn't use it in a firefight, but it had been a gift from the Emperor 
and it was sharp enough to cut through metal as well as being 
indestructable. That sword was very precious to her. 


"Why would you even need all that here?" Oma asked with some 
incredulity. She'd thought that the other woman had two daggers at 
the most, it baffled her how she managed to hide six and the 
unwieldy Goa'uld sidearm without a trace of them being seen. 


Almost as if to provide a reason for being armed, a hostile looking 
middle aged man that had the same asiatic features as Setsuna 
passed by and sneered down his rather crooked nose at her. 


Setsuna sneered right back and made as made as if to lunge at him, 
causing the man to flinch and hurry away, making her snort 
derisively. 


"Who was that?" Oma asked curiously. 


"Ling." Setsuna answered with a disdainful curl of her lip. "Formerly 
the one that organized the periodic tithe of young girls from his 
village that were given to Yu to be trained as dancers, well known for 
his hatred of women. | recently took control of the garrison that the 
Empress had placed there and ended up speaking to him. He was 
very condescending, so | broke his nose." 


That would explain why it was so crooked. Oma thought to herself. 


Now that Setsuna had mentioned it, she noticed that there were 
several other men shooting the occasional dark look towards the 
female soldier. One or two were still sporting a black eye. 


"| see he was not the only one to feel your fists." Oma noted 
neutrally. 


Not quite what she had in mind when she'd suggested having 
Setsuna rotate around the garrisons of the male dominated villages, 
but she knew that backing down to people like that never ended well. 
It wasn't surprising that Setsuna would correct their behavior with 
violence, she'd done the same when her Jaffa subordinates had 
questioned her ability to lead because of her gender after all. 


"Of course not." Setsuna answered, smirking. "Where there is one 
man with an undeservedly large opinion of himself, there are bound 
to be others." 


"| see even the favored lapdog grows tired of her master's presence 
if she would hide here." The snide words in Goa'uld came from 
behind them, causing Oma to jump a bit again. 


Setsuna did not react at all, obviously having been aware of the 
woman that had walked up to them. 


She was of Egyptian descent with black hair, a deep tan and intense 
brown eyes. She continued to wear the garb of a Goa'uld priestess 
that showed off her body rather than cover it despite having been 
removed from their service. 


"Khepri." Setsuna greeted, seemingly unbothered by the insult. 
"Enjoying the festivities?" 


"| would not even be present at this blasphemous celebration if the 
abomination you serve had not forced us to attend, as you well 
know." The now named Khepri seethed. 


"The Emperor will no doubt be pleased to hear that you think so 
highly of him." Setsuna riposted with a smirk. 


And he really would be pleased. There weren't many things he 
enjoyed more than someone, preferrably a woman, that was willing 
to hurl insults at him. 


That had been one of the reasons that she now held him in such 
high esteem. At their first meeting, she had been incredibly insolent 
to him due to her anger at being offered as a concubine by her 
grandfather. She'd seen him as no better than the Goa'uld at that 
point and would have rather died than become his bed warmer. 


The wide grin on his face as she raged at him had incensed her 
further, only to be shocked into speechlessness by his offer to train 
her to fight. The training had been difficult and the condescending 
attitudes of the Jaffa irritating in the extreme, but it had also been 
liberating to do something outside of what was seen as ‘acceptable’ 
in their society. 


Though that society was changing fast. Her own position as a leader 
and Naruto's careless disregard for gender roles was forcing it to. 


Now if only this stupid twit strutting around dressed like a Goa'uld 
priestess as if it was something to be proud of would wise up. 


"If | may interrupt," Oma interjected before the furious looking 
newcomer could lose hold of her temper and attempt a physical 
attack that would likely end with Setsuna administering another black 
eye. "but what do you mean when you say that he forced you to 
come?" 


"You do not know?" Khepri's brows furrowed in momentary 
confusion, having assumed that Oma was someone of high position 
in the royal court. "He came to our settlement, demanded our 
attendance and threatened to disperse my people among the other 
villages if we did not comply." 


Oma sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose in frustration. 
Apparently it had been too much to hope for that Naruto and Xanna 
would completely abandon the brute force approach. 


"You are nothing special in that regard." Setsuna commented 
blandly. "The Empress had to visit three villages in such a manner to 
demand their attendance." 


They could have done it the other way around of course, but it was 
felt that it would have more impact if a representative of the 
Oppressed gender was doing the demanding. 


"And you still claim that their rule is benevolent?" Khepri sneered. 
"Bastet the great, the beautiful, the kind asked only that a portion of 
our men serve as laborers, while they force their blasphemy on us." 


"Yes, how terrible." Setsuna said with a sort of dry sarcasm that Oma 
suspected had been picked up from Naruto. "They demand that you 
learn how to read and write, that your men be treated as equals and 
that you abandon the worship of false gods, truly you suffer a terrible 
oppression. | hear that the Emperor even had the gall to allocate 
more food to your village when your own supplies ran short." 


Khepri looked as if she were about to resort to physical violence at 
any moment, but simmered down when she saw that Setsuna was 
looking distinctly eager for her to start something. 


"| will look forward to the day when lady Bastet finds us and kills all 
the heretics on this world, starting with your precious Emperor ." She 
sneered coldly, twisting the final word until it sounded like an insult 
rather than a title. 


"She is free to attempt it if she can find us here." Setsuna said to the 
woman's retreating back with a shrug. "The palace is left unguarded 
and its doors open to all. Anyone may attempt an assassination if 
they wish to." 


Khepri did not reply and merely stomped off to join several of her 
compatriots. 


"| take it that her world was not one of those that went with Naruto 
willingly?" Oma asked rhetorically. 


"No, Bastet has done a truly masterful job of brainwashing them, by 
far the best out of all those we've brought here so far, which left us 
no choice but to take them by force." Setsuna admitted with a slight 
frown. "And since Bastet only took their men, which they do not truly 
value, they never realized that they were only being used." 


"| see." Oma sighed, not particularly surprised that Naruto and 
Xanna had resorted to a more brute force approach in light of that. 
Khepri had been rather trying to listen to and she wasn't even the 
one arguing with her. "I must admit | am surprised that you did not 
strike her." 


"The Emperor asked me not to cause an incident here." Setsuna 
admitted. "I was hoping that she would start something to give me an 
excuse, but since she didn't | believe | will go win the knife throwing 
competition." 


Oma looked after the retreating back of the other woman with a 
thoughtful expression before shaking her head. Naruto was rubbing 
off on Setsuna far too much. 


"Boo." 
The word was spoken ever so casually. Directly into her ear. 


Oma jumped with a startled yelp, heart hammering in her chest. 
Turning around, she glared at the smug looking horned man that had 
spoken that word. 


"Could you please stop doing that?" She asked irritably, willing her 
heart to settle down. In the past fifteen or so minutes, three people 
had startled her because she hadn't noticed them approach and she 
didn't enjoy it one bit. 


It was also the fifth time today that Naruto had done something like 
that. 


These physical senses were just so limited . How Naruto and Xanna 
could stand to remain earthbound at all times escaped her 
understanding. 


"| can't help it cupcake, your reactions are so much less controlled 
than most people. It's fun." 


"| assume you have some reason for startling me again aside from 
amusement?" Oma asked as clamly as she could. Naruto had been 
doing things like this ever since he'd dragged her away from the 
Astral Plane in the morning, little things that would elicit a purely 
physical reaction and once again giving her the impression of a big 
cat pawing at an interesting new toy. Not an analogy she enjoyed. 


"Well no, | startled you for the amusement and nothing more, but | 
see you've met the charming Khepri." 


"She might have been more charming if you hadn't forced her to be 
here." Oma pointed out dryly. 


"Pfft, only because she wouldn't have been here at all. Her ladyship 
the ultra feminist was going to stay at home just to snub me and 
Xanna... well, mostly me. Those guys over there " He waved over at 
the group of disgruntled looking men she'd noted earlier. "were going 
to stay at home to snub Xanna." 


"This bullish approach will not help you sway them, only encourage 
their resistance." She said, ignoring his baffling description of Khepri 
with what was becoming a worrying amount of familiarity. "| warned 
you against doing this for a reason." 


"Yeah, | know, but | don't expect to change their minds. People can't 
really be taught or convinced of anything." He said dismissively. 


Oma frowned at that statement, knowing it to be completely untrue. 
"If people were unable to learn then advancement would be 
impossible." 


"That's not what | meant." Naruto said. "A person can be taught and 
reasoned with, but people can't, because people are dumb, panicky 
animals that barely deserve to be called sentient." 


"You do them a disservice. It is true that an individual is easier to 
reason with than a group, but an individual cannot achieve the same 
heights of greatness as a group." Oma said disapprovingly, once 
again dismayed at how low his opinion on the people he ruled was. 


"And a fine show of greatness we have in front of us right now." He 
scoffed and gestured at the group of women that Khepri was now 
with. "As soon as she had her views challenged and couldn't 
retaliate, the stupid little cunt went back to her groupies to reinforce 
her beliefs rather than start thinking. Same thing with the men, 
they're staying in a group like any other scared herd of animals." 


"It is only natural to seek the familiar in times of great upheaval. You 
have uprooted them from the world that was their home for as long 
as they can remember and brought them here, where the sky is 
different, the people are different, the land is different and the society 
your are making is much different." She argued. "Some of them do 
not know it or will not admit it, but they have lived in fear of the 
Goa'uld for generations and now you are asking them to let go of the 
past. They do not, cannot, understand such a quick change. You are 
simply asking too much of them." 


Naruto humphed but didn't reply, choosing instead to silently look 
around at the various forms of merrymaking that people were 
engaged in. 


Oma wasn't bothered by his lack of response, was pleased by it in 
fact. It meant that he was probably thinking her words over, a 
realization that had come about after much deliberation on her 
encounters with him and much observation. 


Any argument put to him that was based on morals, ethics, the 
concept of right and wrong or something similar, he would argue 
against viciously and gleefully. He would mock, provoke, insult and 
generally be an all around nightmare whenever someone tried that, 
but he would listen and could be reasoned with if you knew how to 
word things. 


He was very similar to his wife on that count, but without her rather 
condescending superiority towards mortals. It made him much easier 
to deal with even if he was the more combative of the two. 


Of course, neither one of them would listen if they weren't in the 
mood to listen, but that could be worked around with some patience. 


With Naruto not giving any answer to her last words, the two of them 
merely spent a while silently observing the area. 


Xanna had apparently tired of playing Go and made her way over to 
the archery competition, towering well above even the tallest man 


present. She seemed to know how to handle a bow better than 
Naruto, as she managed to hit the target without breaking the 
wooden weapon. Or the target for that matter. 


Akitsu had somehow managed to find herself teaching one of the 
children how to play the game, her shy and hesitant manner drawing 
it all out rather more than necessary, but the young boy didn't seem 
to mind. 


Ling and Khepri's groups stumbled into each other and inevitably 
descended into an argument as they each tried to assert the 
superiority of their gender to the opposing group, uselessly of 
course. The nearby group of Jaffa, plus a smirking Setsuna that was 
obviously just waiting for someone to give her an excuse, was 
probably the only thing that prevented violence. 


Unseen by either, a bewildered young man and girl, each of whom 
belonged to the society where their gender was considered the 
lesser, started talking. Both of them were probably confused as to 
how their respective gender could possibly be considered superior, 
when they had always been taught the exact opposite. 


"You know it's funny, but this is actually the first time I've been to a 
celebration like this." Naruto suddenly said, his voice a bit distant. 


"How so?" Oma asked curiously, keeping a tight hold on her 
excitement at having him willingly share something of himself like 
this. It wouldn't have been a problem if not for the fact that her 
currently physical body seemed intent on releasing a flood of 
hormones in response to her powerful interest. 


The Ascended were in general a very open people, leaving no need 
to guess at their thoughts. When they had first developed telepathy 
and the subsequent ability to communicate without the need of 
words, it had been a difficult time, but it had eventually led toa 
golden age as most conflict became resolved without a single word 
needing to be spoken in order for understanding to be reached. 


Oma used to completely restrain her ability to sense things in sucha 
manner from mortals, feeling that it was unfair to them that she could 
do this and they could not. That had stopped when it had allowed 
Anubis to deceive her and she now constantly kept her senses 
extended to prevent anyone with evil intent from repeating such a 
thing. 


She would never admit it, but her inability to sense anything at all 
from Naruto or Xanna was driving her to distraction with curiosity. 
Everyone she had ever met had been canvas of light and color, of 
emotions and motives, a forever shifting choir of music that made up 
who they were, shaped by the journey of their life. 


Naruto and Xanna were a steel wall; featureless, dull and giving 
away nothing. The only way to gauge them was by their behavior 
and that was not even close to being the same as being able to 'see' 
their spirit. 


The closest she had ever gotten was the mental attack that Naruto 
had told her to launch against him earlier and that hadn't been very 
informative either. All she'd gotten from that was a sense of terrible 
will behind his mental defenses. 


"Too dangerous for me." He answered simply. "I wasn't well liked in 
my home village at the best of times and drunk people tend to act on 
their stupid ideas without thinking of the consequences. By the time | 
was old enough to not worry about that anymore, | didn't want to go 
anymore either." 


"Why did they dislike you so much?" Oma asked with a frown. From 
the way he'd said that, she assumed that he must have still been a 
child. Possibly a very annoying child, but still a child. 


"My parents sealed a demon in me right after | was born and then 

died. Word got around that the demon that wrecked half the village 
was inside me and assumptions were made." He explained with a 

shrug, obviously no longer bothered by the past. 


"A demon?" Oma asked with much scepticism, but subsided at his 
amused glance. "And what happened to this... demon?" 


"| married her." Naruto snickered, finally losing control of his 
amusement at her disbelieving tone of voice. 


Oma huffed in minor irritation, not even surprised that he would 
make up such a story. 


"She really was sealed in me for about fifteen years though." He 
added, still grinning. "Seriously." 


"No doubt." Oma deadpanned, obviously not believing a word of it. 
"Even if that were true, why would you be hated for it?" 


“Come on cupcake, we've been over this, try to keep up." Naruto 
scolded, though it was rather spoiled by his barely contained 
amusement. "Because people are dumb, panicky animals." 


Oma frowned at him, wondering if he'd made that whole thing up just 
to reiterate that point. She was also frowning because that nickname 
was Starting to get a bit annoying. 


An extended silence followed as the ascended woman was unsure 
of what to say and Naruto went back to staring at the people. 


"You wouldn't, hypothetically, happen to have any ideas on how to 
fatally damage the world view of an entire group of people without 
completely breaking their spirit would you?" Naruto asked eventually, 
staring at the still bickering groups with a calculating intensity. It 
seemed to have gotten to the point of 'My Goa'uld was better than 
your Goa'uld’, which was just sad on so many levels. 


"No." Oma answered, knowing full well that there was nothing 
hypothetical about the question. "It may not be possible to break 
them of their beliefs, but their children and grandchildren will not be 
so stubborn. Continue as you have now and you may see their 
attitude disappear into insignificance within thiry years." 


Naruto frowned and grumbled. He wasn't willing to wait that long for 
everyone to get their heads out of their asses, not to mention that 
he'd definitely start the raiding up again long before thirty years 
passed. There would be new people, some of them with outlooks on 
life just as stupid or even worse. 


What he needed was a system that would quickly and efficiently 
break through their thick, stubborn skulls without turning them into 
sobbing wrecks that hid under their beds and hoped that the world 
would leave them alone. And since he couldn't cheat by forcing a 
giant gender swap on them, he'd need to do it the hard way. 


Maybe have all these idiot men work some demeaning jobs that they 
usually made their women do, all the while being bossed around by 
a woman, and vice versa? 


... But that would probably just make them resentful rather than force 
them to understand that the opposing gender was really not that 
different. People were dense like that. 


For some mutual respect to develop, he needed to engineer a 
situation where they would be forced to rely on each other, leaving 
them no choice but to admit to themselves that men/women were not 
an inferior species. A situation which would stress them out the the 
point where they didn't care who was next to them as long as they 
were on the same side. Something difficult and perhaps mildly 
dangerous that would make them value their allies in spite of their 
own prejudices, thereby paving the way for those prejudices to be 
abandoned. 


A slow grin started spreading across Naruto's face as he realized 
that he could actually create such a situation without too much 
difficulty, and as an extra bonus it would probably take care ofa 
number of other issues as well. 


Oma was startled yet again when Naruto suddenly surged to his feet 
after another several minute long silence. 


"Sorry to bail on you like this in the middle of our romantic 
conversation cupcake, but I really need to talk to a man about a 
thing." He said just as abruptly as he'd stood up. 


"What thing?" Oma asked, feeling a sudden sense of alarm at what 
kind of madness had just occured to the horned man. The manic grin 
on his face boded ill. The implication of this being a romantic 
conversation was easily ignored as yet another thing he did to throw 
her off her stride. 


"A thing that I'm not telling you about yet, you'd just try to talk me out 
of it and | don't feel like dealing with that right now." He answered 
and marched away. 


Oma's sense of unease grew stronger. 


The next day. 


Naruto sat crosslegged with his eyes closed in the large garden at 
the back of the palace, a minor hobby that he and a few of the girls 
that worked there engaged in. Akitsu and Xanna joined in sometimes 
as well. There was some minor Mokuton driven cheating involved in 
taking care of it, as well as water manipulation, but he really couldn't 
be bothered to pull out weeds or manually water the plants. 


It had started out as an idle bit of fiddling about when he'd been 
bored and then one day he came upon several of the servant girls 
tending to it. There wasn't all that much work to go around in the 
palace and they were quite frankly bored, even when the compulsory 
education he insisted on was taken into account. Tending the garden 
gave them something to do with their free time even if most of them 
avoided the more physically demanding parts of it like the plague. 


He grinned slightly as a familiar presence appeared nearby, all mind 
with no trace of life. 


"Hey there cupcake, you here collect on my part of our bargain and 
mingle our spiritual juices." He asked with a voice full of amusement. 


"Leaving aside your lewd implication, yes." Oma answered. 


"Are you sure you want to do that?" He asked with a tone of warning, 
though his grin didn't waver. "It's not going to be like anything you've 
ever experienced before." 


Oma paused in consideration at the vaguely ominous warning, 
recalling his too easy acceptance of her proposal when he had never 
indicated any desire for such a thing before. She was certain that he 
had the ability to end her, but she was just as certain that he would 
not do so without reason, so the warning wasn't likely to be about 
that. 


In the end it really came down to the fact that she wanted to do this 
in order to better understand him. There was only so much that could 
be inferred from words and behavior and a deeper understanding 
would be required if she ever hoped to get him to adopt some kind of 
moral code. Having someone of his power going around doing as he 
pleased with seemingly no restraint on his actions was a rather 
horrifying thought. Hopefully it would also rub off on Xanna, provided 
she was successful. 


Still, she was unwilling to brush the warning off... 
"You believe it will be dangerous?" She asked probingly. 


"Dangerous?" He repeated with a chuckle. "No exactly, but words 
cannot convey the spirit." 


"That is an Alteran saying." She said with some suspicion. 
"So it is." He agreed, smirking. 


Oma paused again, wondering what exactly that was supposed to 
mean. For the Alterans, it simply meant that words could never 


properly describe the experience of opening one's spirit to another 
person. It was a communication on a much deeper level and could 
simply not be compared to verbal discourse. 


Why then, did Naruto make it sound like a warning? Regardless, it 
changed nothing except for giving her an ominous feeling and it 
could not be discounted that the horned man was just playing mind 
games with her. He seemed to find that amusing. 


"Yes, | wish to proceed." She said finally. 


"Alrighty then." He grinned, apparently pleased that she hadn't 
backed out. "Would you like to do it the normal way or the fun way?" 


",... What is the fun way?" She asked cautiously, not wanting him to 
take it as an agreement. 


"| put you in a physical body and we have steamy sex that leaves 
you feeling like a dazed puddle of goo and then we get to the spirit 
mingle." He explained with a note of eagerness, clearly hoping she 
would take this option. 


Not being in a physical body at the moment left Oma considerably 
more resistant to his antics than normal and she replied with utter 
dispassion. "I do not see how intercourse would change anything?" 


"Change?" He repeated, apparently bewildered. "Why would it 
change anything? We'd be doing it because it's fun, not because it 
changes anything." 


"The normal way will suffice." Oma said serenely, refusing to be 
baited. 


Naruto sighed, thinking to himself that Oma really wasn't a whole lot 
of fun when she wasn't physical. Of course, she wouldn't have 
consented to the sex even then, but all this zen serenity crap was so 
dull . 


"Fine then, here we go." 


Aside from that one sentence from Naruto, Oma had no warning for 
what happened. One moment she was in the palace garden with 
Naruto and the next she was... elsewhere. It was a large city of 
some sort, not particularly advanced by her standards but very 
populous. 


Looking down, she noted that she was crouching on the edge of a 
building made of primitive materials such as brick, concrete and 
plaster. More shocking was the sight of her hands, which were 
gripping the edge of the roof. 


Large, muscled, clawed and very obviously male. With that sight, 
she became aware of two weights on the top of her head that could 
only be horns. Her feet were bare and felt strangely pleasant on the 
gritty surface. A stiff wind blew a mane of bright gold hair in front of 
her face. 


Her? No, that wasn't right. His. What a ridiculous thought, he wasn't 
Oma Desala. He was Naruto Uzumaki. 


Using his fingers to brush his hair back, he couldn't help but consider 
how much of a hassle long hair could be sometimes. He didn't even 
consider cutting it short though, being rather proud of it. He'd started 
growing it out when that one cute prostitute had seemed so 
fascinated with the sheer blondness of it and the desire to keep it 
long had solidified when Xanna had made an offhand comment 
about liking it. 


He wondered if his dear wife would ever change her hair color back 
to the flaming red that she'd worn it as during his youth. She 
probably would, though she seemed rather taken with the shining 
white that it was now. 


The idea of her with a mousy brown hair color made him grin with 
amusement. She wouldn't be caught dead with hair so plain looking, 


he just knew it. He'd have to tease her about that one day. 


It was a nice night for lurking. There was no moon and it was very 
dark, the only light coming from the street lights below and even that 
was fairly dim in this part of the city. He liked it better here than in the 
center, darker and less noisy. 


Of course, his eyes could see everything perfectly despite the gloom, 
but he was more interested in the sounds and smells. Those two 
senses were so much more interesting if your nose and ears were 
good enough. 


Closing his eyes he listened carefully, tuning out the regular noise of 
a large city. Behind the omnipresent sound of internal combustion 
engines, there was the sound of people talking, an indistinct murmur 
of many conversations, the closest of which was a group of four men 
standing around in a dark alley and apparently talking about a recent 
sports event and who got screwed over by which girl. 


Listening deeper, he made out the sound of feet striking the ground 
as people made their way through the dark. Beneath that, he could 
hear the sounds of their heartbeats, a cacophony of fleshy thudding 
sounds in his ears. 


Listening past even that, he could make out the sounds of 
uncountable creatures that walked and crawled, the inhuman 
population of the city being even more active than the human one. 
The sewers were swarming with rodents that were sustained by the 
leftovers of the humans, enough of them to send the ignorant city 
boys and girls into shivers of revulsion if they could hear what he 
was hearing right now. 


The thought made him grin as he idly toyed with the idea of 
unleashing a stampede of rats down the streets. He discarded it after 
a minute, deciding that it was a bit excessive for the few minutes of 
amusement it would provide. Besides, doing something more up 
close and personal was a lot more fun anyway. 


A hypersensitive nose was even more interesting, though smelling 
the combined filth of the city around him tended to be rather 
unpleasant. Still, once it was filtered out you could tell a lot about 
your surroundings just by smell. 


Speaking of scents, an interesting one wafted up his nostrils just 
then, smelling vaguely of strawberries, though it was underlayed by 
a distinctly chemical scent. 


Opening his eyes, he spotted the source of the scent. A young 
woman, her hair a mix of blond and red dye, dressed in a long coat 
that hid what he suspected were some rather revealing clothes. 
Aside from the strawberry smell emanating from her hair, he could 
also detect perfume, a fruity skin lotion, several other fainter female 
scents that probably belonged to friends of hers, a bit of sweat from 
some physical activity and a hormone cocktail that indicated she'd 
been having lots of fun recently. She also smelled a bit buzzed from 
a minor alchohol indulgence. 


He found himself taking a baseless, unfounded liking for the 
unknown woman and started stalking her across the rooftops as she 
made her way home. He knew full well that it was creepy, but he 
didn't care. She'd never know he was there and he had no intention 
of doing anything aside from observe for a little while. She was the 
best smelling thing in the immediate area even if she had gone a bit 
overboard with the perfume. 


She went right past the alley where he'd heard the four men talking 
earlier. They were still there and whistled at her as she passed by, 
one of them asking if she'd be interested in going on a date with a 
friend of his, apparently the one who had been screwed over by a 
girl recently. 


The woman jumped and became nervous, clutching her coat tighter 
as she hurried past, obviously startled at being addressed by a 
group of men in the middle of the night. 


He frowned as her scent shifted into something more fearful, 
considering the idea of dropping in on the four men for a little chat. 
He shook it off after a moment though, they had just been making a 
joke and had no other intentions. He did worse on a semi-regular 
basis himself, not all of it by accident and that wasn't even 
mentioning how disturbed this particular woman would be if she 
knew he was stalking her. He could easily tell that she wasn't the 
type he'd normally even consider talking to, far too ordinary and 
easily frightened for that, but he had a soft spot for women in general 
and nothing better to do at the moment. 


Several more minutes were filled with nothing but the clacking of 
heels echoing in the dark and her fear started diminishing only 
Slowly, having obviously became aware that walking back home in 
the dark might not have been the best idea. Who knows what kind of 
sick bastard was prowling about at this hour? 


The irony of the situation nearly forced a giggling fit out of his throat. 
Sakura had told him repeatedly that he was a sick man, and she had 
obviously been right. 


A door opened on one of the buildings she had walked past and a 
man stepped out. He was looked very casual but well tidied, the type 
of man you'd pass on the street without even noticing him. 


Naruto payed no attention to his unassuming appearance or the 
casual way he turned in the same direction as the woman he'd been 
stalking. He was more interested in the way that his heart sped up as 
if preparing for an exciting activity and the first stirrings of lust and 
oddly enough, anger, in his scent. Perhaps it was personal? 


For all that his stride was casual, it was still slightly faster than that of 
the woman, who had once again stiffened and began walking in a 
way that projected fear. 


Despite the familiar dark rage that began boiling in his chest, Naruto 
grinned in amusement. The irony was so thick in the air tonight that 
he was surprised he couldn't smell it. 


Tensing his muscles and exulting in the unnatural power of his body, 
far beyond what physics allowed, he dropped silently behind the man 
and started walking with the same casual gait, keeping his footsteps 
silent except for a very faint slapping of bare feet against asphalt. He 
wasn't stalking the woman anymore, but it was anything but benign 
this time. The man was as good as dead and there was no reason 
why he shouldn't have some fun at his expense first. 


The woman in the lead was now radiating terror and was nearly at 
the point of losing her nerve and breaking out into a desperate run, 
though she still hadn't turned around in a sort of desperate hope that 
if she didn't see it, it wouldn't be real. 


The man behind her had obviously been ready to chase her down, 
but his spine stiffened when he heard someone following him. Unlike 
the woman, he had less reservations about turning to look and 
turned his head in a sharp movement. 


From the rooftop, Naruto grinned again when he saw the unnerved 
look on the man's face at seeing only a few wisps of dark smoke 
where he'd been before. 


His confidence shaken, the man nevertheless faced forward again 
and walked quickly to make up the ground he'd lost. This was the 
last straw for the woman and she started running as fast as her 
unpractically high heels would allow. 


The man started running immediately after, but stopped when he 
heard a much louder slapping of feet-on-ground behind him. 
Spinning around even faster than before, he once again saw only a 
few wisps of dark smoke. 


This allowed the woman to get away and caused the man to curse 
with a face twisted in rage. 


Naruto grinned further. The woman would be fine, if frazzled, and 
she'd probably think twice before walking through the city alone in 
the dark. 


The man had meanwhile apparently convinced himself that it had 
been his nerves that had caused him to hear things that weren't 
there and lose his quarry. Angry and disappointed, he turned around 
and started making his way back home. 


Almost as soon as he started moving, Naruto dropped down behind 
him and matched his pace, his presence betrayed only by the 
Slapping sounds of bare flesh on solid ground. 


Another spin was followed by another sight of a few lonely wisps of 
dark smoke being blown away. 


Now thoroughly unnerved, the man started walking back home 
rapidly, sweating fearfully as Naruto resumed following at the same 
pace. He didn't seem inclined to turn around again though, causing 
Naruto to close to within arms length. 


When he still didn't turn, Naruto let out an amused, malicious 
chuckle at how very similarly the man had started acting to a 
frightened woman that was desperately hoping that everything would 
turn out alright for as long as she didn't look. 


"Heh heh heh." 


Wild eyed with panic at the confirmation that there was definitely 
something behind him, and far too close at that, the man spun about 
with a punch. He hit nothing but smoke. 


Throwing all restraint to the wind, the man fled to his home at a 
sprint and ignored the sounds of pursuit and he especially ignored 
the almost inaudible purr that he could occasionally detect over his 
own gasps for breath. 


When he made it home and slammed the door, Naruto leaned 
against a wall in another room and listened to the terrified panting of 
his prey. Who would have thought that an idle night of stalking a cute 
girl in the middle of the night would have led to so much fun? 


While his new bit of entertainment tried to calm down by taking a 
beverage out of the refridgerator, Naruto took a leisurely walk around 
the house and inspected it, making sure to avoid being seen or 
heard. 


The first place he visited was apparently the main living space, being 
host to a television, radio and various pieces of furniture. Naruto 
wiggled his toes in the fuzzy carpet and jerked it sideways. Then he 
took a bit of candy from a bowl that was sitting on the coffee table 
and dropped the wrapper somewhere nice and visible. This was 
followed by tilting the two paintings in the room, shifting aside a few 
knick knacks, disorganizing some pillows and rumpling some 
blankets. 


Sensing the owner of the domicile approaching, he teleported over to 
the kitchen and helped himself to some orange juice from the 
refridgerator, putting it on the counter once he'd emptied it and 
closing the fridge just loud enough to be heard. 


By the time that the once again terrified man had rushed back into 
the kitchen, Naruto was already in the bathroom, opening the faucet 
just enough for a stream of water to hit the drain directly and make a 
loud gurgling noise in the pipes. 


Not even bothering with invisibility as he hid in the corner of the 
adjoining bedroom, Naruto barely held back his snickering as the 
man approached the bathroom with a crowbar of all things. 
Seriously, who keeps a crowbar in the house? 


"H-H-H-Hello?" The man said with a great deal of hesitation and 
Naruto couldn't help himself anymore. 


Moving forward silently, he grabbed the man's skull from behind with 
one hand to keep him from turning around and purred out a reply. 
"Hello." 


The man instantly froze and then tried to lash out with the crowbar 
blindly, but the grip on his skull prevented any effective resistance 


and the metal tool was easily wrested from him. 


"Now here's what's going to happen," Naruto started speaking 
casually, tightening his grip warningly and ignoring the cry of pain as 
the tips of his claws cut into the skin. "I'm going to ask you some 
questions and you are going to answer them. Understand?" 


"Y-Y-Y-Yes." 
"Good, first question. What is your favorite color?" 


He could practically smell the confused fear rolling off the man, 
eliciting another grin. 


"G-G-G-Green." 


"Very good, next question. Did your mother breast feed you as a 
baby?" 


"Y-Y-Y-Yes." 


"You can stop stuttering you know, l'm not going to crush your skull.” 
Naruto said with flat irritation, finding it rather annoying. 


"I c-c-can't h-help it, | h-h-have a d-d-dis-o-o-order." The man 
answered with a whimper. 


"Ah, well carry on then." Naruto answered with a shrug, painfully 
yanking the man's head as he did so."Next question! What were you 
going to do to that girl?" 


The man went silent and started shaking at the obvious disapproval 
in his tone. 


"Answer the question, or I'll cut your throat open." Naruto growled, 
placing a claw against said throat. It wasn't as if he didn't know the 
answer, but it tickled his funny bone to make the man admit it. It 
seemed rather contrary that he would do something that he was 
obviously ashamed to admit. 


"| w-was g-g-going to r-rape her!" The man squeaked out in terror 
and lost control of his bowels. 


Naruto took a step back without releasing his grip, scrunching his 
nose in disgust at the new smell. It didn't impact the tone of his 
questioning though. 


"Now why would you do that? She was really cute, why would you 
want to upset her like that?" 


Another long silence that was broken by a further tightening of his 
grip until the man shrieked in pain and hurried to answer. 


"We w-went to s-school to-g-gether! She b-bullied me b-because of 
my s-stutter." 


"And you were going to rape her as a form of revenge?" Naruto was 
impressed, that was the most asinine justification he'd ever heard. 
"That's so petty!" 


He could see in the man's mind that there was more to it of course, 
but the would-be rapist was too terrified to rant as some were wont 
to do. He'd had a crush on her for a long time and eventually 
approached her with it only to be shot down rather harshly. The 
bullying had started only after that and created a festering 
resentment that the man had been planning to express for a while. 


It was pure bad luck that he'd picked the very night that Naruto had 
decided to stalk a nice smelling woman for a few minutes. She didn't 
sound like a very nice person, but that was no concern of his. 


"Please d-don't kill m-me!" The captive man wailed, what little nerve 
he had left breaking completely. 


"That's going to be a problem." Naruto said with false sympathy, the 
dark rage burning inside him allowed neither pity nor mercy. "You 
see, I've got this thing for rapists." 


"I'm s-s-sorry! I'll n-never go near her again. I'll n-never g-go near a- 
any woman again." 


"I'd let you go, really | would, but it's tuesday, and I don't dispense 
mercy on tuesdays." Naruto said in a matter of fact tone, being 
completely truthful. He didn't dispense mercy on any other day of the 
week either, but that was besides the point since today was tuesday. 


There was no opportunity for the man to make an answer as Naruto 
ran the claw of his middle finger across his throat, ending his life in a 
spray of blood. 


Oma reeled back in shock as the memory ended, needing to take a 
moment to remember who she was as her own personality asserted 
itself. 


From nearby, Naruto watched in curious silence, wondering how that 
was going to affect her. 


I am Oma Desala. Oma said to herself firmly a few minutes later, 
relieved to find that she could believe it without any doubts. 


That had been the single most disorienting experience in her entire 
existence. That slice of memory that she had been forced to 
experience in the first person had made her believe that she truly 
was Naruto Uzumaki for its duration. 


Certainly it had served to give her a greater insight into what kind of 
man Naruto was, but she could have done without the memories. 


A communion of spirit was only meant to convey impressions, 
emotions and such things in a broad sense, not whole memories. 
Such things were dangerous for obvious reasons. 


Looking back at the horned man, she couldn't help a niggling fear 
that grew in her mind. She had been worried and somewhat afraid of 
him before, but that had mostly subsided with further interaction. But 


now it was stronger than ever. Now she understood why holding eye 
contact with him was so unnerving, aside from any considerations of 
their shape and color. 


The man was a sociopath. There were no ifs, ands or buts about it. 
Self-centered, egotistical and completely lacking any respect for life, 
all of which she'd been able to discern within the memory he'd 
shared. He held sentients in no higher regard than rats or blades of 
grass and only changed that when something about them caught his 
interest. That he even remained functional was likely due only to 
having most of his attention distracted by his wife and his fascination 
with cute girls. 


"You alright there cupcake?" He asked with a smirk, interrupting her 
thoughts. 


Oma remained silent, choosing instead to give him a penetrating 
look. She was frustrated to note that there was barely any hint of the 
monster she knew lurked beneath that taunting expression. 


"| see now why you warned me that ‘words cannot convey the spirit’. 
She said finally. He had been hinting to her that she would not like 
what she saw and he had been right. 


Naruto shrugged uncaringly, not at all concerned if her view him was 
irrevocably changed. The truth was what it was and he had no 
interest in Sugar coating it. He knew full well that he was not 
someone you would want to be stuck in a room with for an extended 
length of time. 


Soon enough the smirk returned to his face, knowing that he'd 
placed the ascended woman in something of a conundrum. 


She realized it as well. "You are attempting to frighten me away." 


"| just want to see if you're willing to keep associating with me for the 
sake of your goals." He corrected. 


"You should have discovered this during our communion of spirit." 
She replied, feeling a sense of resignation. Despite her personal 
desire to stay away from this man, there was too much at stake, too 
many mistakes that could be fixed through him. 


Sadly enough, he was still a far better alternative than the Goa'uld or 
the Ori, even with what she'd just learned. If nothing else, his desire 
for high tech electronic toys would encourage advancement and 
neither he nor Xanna thought that oppression was an interesting 
hobby. 


There was also the fact that she couldn't do anything to stop them in 
any event. 


"Meh, that would have been boring." He shrugged again. "I like to 
figure people out the slow way." 


By poking, prodding and being generally insufferable. Oma would 
have much preferred if he didn't do these things to provoke 
reactions. 


"| will take my leave now and | do not intend to return for some time. 
Please do not seek me out again." She finally said, adding the last 
part in the vague hope that he would take her request into account if 
he was suddenly possessed by the urge to have her around. 


"Bye bye." He said cheerfully, wiggling his fingers at her. "Be sure to 
tell me if there's any side effects having my long, hard... memory... 
jammed into your... mind . I've never done it like that you see." 


Oma left without speaking any further, fully intending sink into a deep 
meditation to see if there were any actual side effects, or if he was 
just trying to unerve her. 


Once again alone in the garden, Naruto rocked onto his back witha 
chuckle and proceeded to stare grinningly at the sky. He was still 
there a few hours later when Akitsu found him. 


The Ice Sekirei blinked in slight surprise when she saw him laying 
there with his hands interlaced under his head, apparently interested 
in something in the sky. Turning to look, she couldn't see anything 
but a few puffy white clouds passing lazily overhead. 


Giving up on the mystery, she arranged the folds of her silk kimono 
and laid down next to him, pillowing her head on his biceps. Unlike 
him though, she cuddled into his side with an arm thrown over him. It 
wasn't as comfortable as a bed since the ground was so hard, but 
she managed to cushion most of her body with his, so the discomfort 
was minimal. 


A little smile formed on her lips when he started sniffing at her hair. 
She'd found over the years that he was always very appreciative 
when she smelled nice, not overpoweringly so, but just enough that 
his hyper acute nose found enjoyable. It had taken some trial an 
error to figure out which scents he liked best and she made certain 
always grab some all natural soaps and shampoos during their 
infrequent shopping trips to the previous dimension. He liked the 
natural ones better than the chemical ones. 


In short order, she found herself rolled onto her back with Naruto's 
weight pressing down on her. 


"You smell delicious enough to eat." He said in a rumbling purr, 
nibbling gently on her nack. 


The attention made her gasp in pleasure, cling to his back and 
squirm under him in frustration of the fact that he hadn't torn her 
clothes off yet. 


She still felt a bit playful though. "Aaah!... master, you can't. Mistress 
will be angry with us if the servants catch us." 


To her crushing disappointment, he actually stopped and lifted 
himself up by his elbows, making her whimper at the loss of contact. 


"That's true. Xanna would be angry, she would probably punish us 
quite harshly if we got caught." He said thoughtfully, making no 
mention of the fact that she would probably be more displeased over 
not being included. 


Making a big show of reluctance as he started raising himself off the 
panting Ice Sekirei, He barely held back a smirk when she grabbed 
hold of him desperately and pulled him back down. 


"Don't go." She pleaded with a flushed face and a little pout, 
obviously well aware that she was being teased. 


"Alright then,” he said with a completely insincere sigh of resignation 
and continued his oral exploration of her throat and collar bone. "but 
you're... going to... be the one... to explain... this to her." 


Akitsu barely managed to reply as his mouth continued southwards, 
her hands moving from his back to clutch at the ground at her 
sides."Aaah! | can ooonnnilyyy hoooope... unnghh... that my 
miiistresss will beeeee... HaaAAAH!... Gentle with meeEEEE!" But 
not too gentle. 


In a distant corner of her mind that wasn't being reduced to a lusty 
fog by the pleasure ravaging her body, Akitsu was once again happy 
to have been taken in by such a wonderful man. She was also happy 
that he was just as easily distracted by a pleasant smell as ever, 
even after a decade of it happening. 


There we go, number six finished. 


As usual, the story has turned out to be a good deal longer than 
anticipated. By chapter six, | was expecting to do some serious 
time skipping, but we're not quite there yet. Next chapter will 
feature another time skip though, maybe even more than 
one(but don't bet on it). 


Chapter 7 


Her comes chapter seven, and it's not even an Aprils Fool's 
joke. 


"WHAT ASS-BACKWARDS SHIT HEAP DID YOU CRAWL OUT OF 
THIS MORNING?!" Tarnor shouted at the top of his lungs at the 
woman in front of him. 


It took all of Khepri's willpower not to lean away from the man 
bellowing in her face at a truly abominably early hour. It had become 
an unfortunately familiar routine to be woken long before she wanted 
to be and yelled at before the start of another miserable day. Every 
single day, the Jaffa with the burn scar on his face would throw them 
out of bed, chew them out for looking tired despite the fact that he 
was the one who hadn't let them go to sleep until about five hours 
ago and then march them off for an exhausting run through the 
woods, only after which they would be allowed to eat. 


It didn't help that the Jaffa himself looked far too well rested. 


Years had passed since that first celebration(which was now hosted 
annually) and everyone currently enduring this hell knew why they 
were going through it. The Emperor had apparently grown tired of 
waiting for them to change their attitudes and had cooked up this 
idea as a means of breaking them out of it, something that Tarnor 
reminded them of every few days, along with assurances that 
something else would be tried if it didn't work and that they had the 
‘honor' of testing for the correct method. 


Everyone knew that they were here because neither Emperor nor 
Empress had the patience to slowly guide them away from their 
beliefs of gender superiority and were going to grind them into the 
dust if that was what it took. 


All of them being regular humans under Goa'uld dominion, they'd 
never been allowed any kind of martial training, so being placed 
under a Jaffa master had been a wildly unpopular move. 
Unfortunately, their grumbling and protests had only made the whole 
thing harder on them, quickly teaching them to keep their complaints 
to themselves. 


Khepri had no idea how long they'd been at this. Day after day of 
exhausting activity with no end in sight. An endless stream of 
running, hiking, camping, hunting, fishing and a slew of other 
activities, many of which required cooperation with others. Of course, 
the whole thing was for the most part organized in such a way that 
the only people you could cooperate with was the opposite gender. 


It was no secret what they were trying to achieve with this, but that 
didn't make it ineffective. Especially when refusal to participate was 
often followed by a lack of food and you couldn't eat pride. 


But it wasn't just people from her village and the three male 
dominated ones(still a concept she found both baffling and 
infuriating), there were also some volunteers present. That anyone 
would volunteer to go through this was yet another baffling thing, but 
they did. It was mostly men, though there was also a smattering of 
women among them, all willing to go through this because they 
wanted to fight the Goa'uld. 


Khepri had always believed that Bastet was a benevolent goddess 
that protected them in exchange for a few of their men, but this place 
had made her doubt that. There were many people here who had 
tales of Goa'uld cruelty, stories of how they forced people to work for 
them in terrible conditions, abducted their most skilled and most 
beautiful and many other things. 


At first, she had been smug about it, claiming that Bastet was better 
than that, but then someone had pointed out that their world had 
probably not held anything of value to the Goa'uld, except for the 
people themselves. The man she'd been arguing with had said that 
after the mine near their village had run dry, the Goa'uld had all but 


forgotten about them, except for the occasional raid when they 
needed slaves. 


Khepri had wanted to deny it, but she had to wonder how Bastet 
would have reacted if they'd refused to hand over the men. There 
had after all been times in the past where a few extra hands would 
have been invaluable in working the fields, but none had ever dared 
refuse. 


The Emperor had even held a lecture once or twice, explaining in 
detail what the Goa'uld actually were and what they did with their 
lives. 


Despite everything however, Khepri refused to believe that Bastet 
was simply one of many and not a goddess of any kind. She had 
especially refused to believe that the goddess she'd been taught to 
revere and worship for her entire life could be a slimy serpent with 
delusions of divinity. 


She'd tried to rally her sisters to not be swayed from their faith, but 
the Emperor had been very persuasive and she knew that they were 
wavering, especially when years had already gone by and there was 
no sign of Bastet. 


Even her own resistance was crumbling, despite her determination 
to not be swayed. She was just so tired and wanted to go home. 
She'd already decided to keep her opinions on men to herself from 
now on. Even though she still thought of them as inferior, it just 
wasn't worth going through this in order to say it out loud. It wasn't as 
if life on this new world was bad, despite having to adjust to longer 
days, milder seasons and other minor nuances. Their lives had in 
fact been steadily improving, but she resented the forced changes to 
their way of life. 


Men existed to work and father children, while women made the 
decisions. They were the ones that ensured the survival of their 
people and that was how it had been for centuries. Surely something 
that had worked for so long couldn't be wrong, could it? 


Neither the Emperor nor the Empress seemed inclined to agree. 


Seeing that Tarnor had nearly finished yelling at everyone, Khepri 
Snapped out of her tired daze and foced a focused look on her face. 
Looking bleary eyed and inattentive during this morning ritual tended 
to invite trouble. 


She wondered what they would do after the daily run. She hoped it 
would be one of the less physically demanding things like swimming 
or gardening. For all that the exercise had turned her body incredibly 
fit, Khepri was desperate for a break. 


"After we come back and you're finished with breakfast, you are to 
make your way to training ground two for lessons on sword fighting 
with commander Setsuna!" Tarnor bellowed loud enough for all to 
hear. 


Though nobody let out a peep, everyone could well imagine the 
unified mental groan resounding in all their minds. 


"At least we'll get to rest while they're healing our bruises." The 
young man next to her muttered. 


Khepri's lips twitched into a slight smile in spite of herself. Taro often 
managed to find some kind of gallows humor in their situation. She 
decided to approach him about partnering up for the later 
swordsmanship practice. While still not enthused about partnering 
with a man, she didn't really have a choice in the matter and she 
knew Taro slightly better than most since his bed was right next to 
hers. 


"They're looking cheery." Naruto commented from where he was 
sitting as he observed the procession of men and women walk tiredly 
towards the bathing area to wash off the sweat. 


His lips quirked into a grin when his ears caught some happy 
exclamations from there as they discovered that all the water had 


been heated for them. Usually, they had to wash with cold water 
because if they took the time to heat it themselves, they'd miss 
breakfast. He'd been hard enough on them already and figured they 
deserved a little treat. 


The idea of getting himself a stereotypical drill sergeant had just 
been too tempting and he hadn't been able to help himself. Tarnor 
was particularly well suited for it with that nasty burn scar of his. 


Next to him, Setsuna snorted and sipped at her morning tea, but did 
not speak. They wouldn't be cheerful for very long once it was time 
to pick up a bokken and show her what they had learned. 


Te'lok merely sighed and resisted the urge to roll his eyes, which 
was in and of itself an expression of exasperation he'd picked up 
from Naruto. 


"So how are they doing?" Naruto asked, unperturbed by their 
attitudes. 


"Better." Te'lok admitted. "They now work together and cooperate 
without complaint, though it remains stilted at times." 


Naruto grinned in satisfaction. Nothing brings a group of whiny 
bitches(and he included the men in this description) together like a 
common enemy. But it couldn't be some distant enemy like the 
Goa'uld or even someone unassailable like himself and Xanna. No, 
to get a proper sense of simmering resentment going, you needed 
someone closer to their level. Eventually, they would resent that 
person more than the one they used to and would bond over their 
common resentment. 


In theory. 


It didn't even matter that they knew that this was all done on his 
orders. Tarnor was the one yelling at them and making them 
miserable day in and day out. 


"We'll have to see about organizing something to smooth that over." 
Naruto mused. "Maybe a Survival exercise in the wilds, or a team 
based competition of some sort that would pit them against some of 
the younger warriors." 


"Splitting them into smaller, more managable groups and scattering 
them across the forest with a hidden Jaffa minder would work best. It 
would forge tighter bonds than a single large group and some of 
them might even indulge in sex as a form of stress relief." Setsuna 
adroitly inserted her own opinion. 


"That's good, | like that." Naruto grinned. 


Te'lok once again resisted the urge to roll his eyes. Of course he 
would like that. 


Still, he had to admit that while he'd been initially dubious about this 
odd idea, it was definitely working. Under the Goa'uld, he would 
have expected nothing save than torture and death in exchange for 
the insolence and defiance that these people had showed. 


But Naruto did not want to break them, quite the contrary even, but 
he did want them to adjust their world views to something more 
sensible. 


Most of the societies now present on Erius tended to be somewhat 
patronizing towards women, with the noted exception of the one that 
had been part of Bastet's domain, where the situation was reversed, 
but it had been steadily changing under Naruto and Xanna's 
influence. The occasional loudmouth still showed up every so often 
and made noise on the subject, airing various opinions on the 
inferiority of women, but usualy didn't last long. If they didn't get 
silenced some other way, eventually either Naruto or Xanna stepped 
in and dismissed them in the same way that one would dismiss a 
petulant child. 


It was different for the four societies where such views were taken to 
extremes however, especially for Khepri's people. Even if they were 


left to their own devices, they would have had to change soon 
enough due to outside pressures. Being surrounded by people with 
more moderate views had already been generating a festering 
resentment among the oppressed genders that would have no doubt 
ended in violence if something wasn't done. 


The people taken from Bastet were especially in danger of this, since 
they were outnumbered more than most and unlike in a reversed 
situation, the dominant gender did not have any raw physical 
advantage. 


When Naruto had shown up years ago to ask Tarnor how good he 
was at yelling, Te'lok had been confused and Tarnor had looked both 
confused and intrigued. 


After a baffling conversation on needing something called a ‘drill 
sergeant’, Naruto eventually managed to explain his idea in an 
understandable manner. 


Tarnor had been terribly sceptical at first and had openly wondered 
why Naruto did not simply make a few examples, only to get an airy 
response about how that was for people with no imagination. It 
would shut people up to be sure, but it would in the end only support 
their point of view instead of change it. Remove them from any kind 
of familiar comfort though and they would have no choice but to 
adapt, especially when the situation was engineered for almost 
exactly that purpose. 


Te'lok also suspected that horned god did not want to deprive 
himself of subjects that were willing to be insolent. 


Even after all these years, he still had trouble understanding how 
Naruto could tolerate, much less enjoy it when someone was willing 
to insult him. Xanna at least made some sense in that regard, though 
she reacted differently than what he was used to. Instead of 
executions or torture, the horned goddess was fully capable of 
cutting a man or woman to ribbons(metaphorically speaking) with 
words alone. 


Either way, Tarnor had not taken too much convincing to attempt it. 
He was a much older Jaffa than Te'lok and had seen far more battle. 
He was content to spend his time training the young despite his 
disparaging views on regular humans as warriors, especially women. 
It was a common attitude among Jaffa men, though most took care 
not to voice it around Setsuna for fear of being violently disabused of 
it. 


Despite her small stature, the woman trained obsessively and had 
become quite the terror. The fact that she was the only one still 
receiving training from the Emperor was a source of much envy and 
no small amounts of fear. 


"How did my last lecture work? Have they stopped thinking that the 
snakes are gods?" Naruto's question brought Te'lok out of his 
ruminations. 


"It would seem so for the most part my lord, though Khepri anda 
number of her compatriots refuse to believe it. It does not look like 
they will fully abandon their faith in Bastet anytime soon." The Jaffa 
answered. 


Naruto hummed consideringly and mulled the problem over. Though 
it wasn't of any great importance to him what they believed, even if it 
was stupid, past experience had taught him that it would invariably 
cause problems both major and minor. At the very least it could act 
as a catalyst for other things. All it took was one idiot in the future 
seeing a stubborn Goa'uld cult still existing, taking it as proof of their 
supposed divinity and managing to contrive some means of getting 
word back to the snakes. 


That would inevitably lead to an invasion that would have to get 
slapped down in a humiliating fashion through the use of some 
actual divine power, which would probably suck all the fun out of it 
for Xanna and make her sulky and irritable. 


Sometimes, Naruto wondered if it had been a mistake to get her to 
play ‘Civilizations: Beyond Earth’. The limitations of the game had 


obviously annoyed her and given her some... ideas. 
"Do you think they would be useful in a combat situation?" He asked. 


"| would not trust them with the main offensive, but they should do 
fine as a rearguard at the stargate." Setsuna answered in a puzzled 
tone, knowing that Naruto had never intended to send them into 
battle at all. This entire training regime, though effective, had only 
been supposed to force them into a situation where they would have 
to work together with those they looked down on. 


"| think I've got one of Bastet's mining worlds on my list of approved 
raiding targets." Naruto said musingly. "I'd bet my horns that she isn't 
bothering with the 'benevolent goddess' image there and the empire 
is stable enough to handle an influx of new people." 


"Does that mean we are going on another raid Heika?" Setsuna 
asked, her expression projecting intense eagerness. 


Tarnor might be happy with settling down and training the new blood, 
even Te'lok was not bothered by the lack of action, which wasn't all 
that surprising since he had already fathered three children, but 
Setsuna wanted to be out there, tearing apart the Goa'uld Empire. 


The last few years of peace had not agreed with her. 


"Down girl, we still need to prepare first." Naruto replied teasingly, 
amused as ever by her enthusiasm. 


"| must object to this course of action my lord." Te'lok protested. "As 
long as they continue to believe that Bastet is a true goddess, taking 
them along on a raid to one of her worlds is a security risk. They may 
attempt to leave behind a message for her that would reveal our 
position." 


"Yeah | know, it's adorable how clever they think they are." Naruto 
said in a tone of agreement. 


Te'lok merely looked vaguely frustrated. Unlike the Goa'uld, the 
horned man encouraged everyone to think critically and the Jaffa felt 
that bringing them along like this was a completely unncessary risk. 
The same could be achieved simply by having Khepri's group 
assigned to helping the newcomers settle down when the raid was 
finished, never allowing them to set foot offworld. 


He had seen enough to believe that Naruto and Xanna were truly 
gods, but they had never claimed to be all knowing. They could see 
far more than any mortal, but openly admitted that it was not 
impossible for something to slip past them. 


"Don't worry yourself too much Te'lok, I'll be watching for it, but | 
want them to go with us. It'll have more impact if they see it 
firsthand." Naruto reassured with a more serious tone. 


"We risk discovery every time we assault a Goa'uld held world, it 
seems foolish to compound that risk by taking untested and 
potentially untrustworthy warriors with us." Te'lok argued back. " You 
are being reckless." 


Te'lok ignored the nervous tightening of his stomach at his own 
audacity at speaking to his lord like that. Had he spoken like that to 
Zeus, he would not be breathing anymore... unless the Goa'uld had 
been incensed enough to revive him in the sarcophagus and kill him 
again. In fact, he would have incurred a punishment simply for his 
first objection, much less daring to argue further. 


Setsuna tensed and looked as if she was mere moments away from 
grabbing her sword when Naruto's hand on her shoulder calmed her 
down. The woman was loyal to a degree that would put just about 
any Jaffa to shame and did not lightly tolerate what she saw as 
insults to her Emperor's honor. 


It was one of the reasons that she was so gleeful about handing out 
bruises during swordsmanship practice. It often rankled her that the 
horned man simply did not get upset no matter how insolent people 
were being. She just couldn't grasp how he could be so even 


tempered about being insulted by the people who were in his debt 
for the safety and prosperity he provided. 


Te'lok knew that he was not in any actual danger, despite Setsuna's 
immolating stare, but it was not easy to overcome the instinctive 
reaction. A Goa'uld would have flown into a towering rage at that 
kind of backtalk, but he could see it for what it was now. 


Insecurity. 


The Goa'uld did not tolerate anyone to defy them, question them or 
even doubt them because they knew their power was built on lies. 


Both Naruto and Xanna considered defiance to be long term fun, 
questioning them to be short term fun and doubt to be unimportant. 
They didn't care whether anyone believed them to be gods or not, it 
would not change what was. 


All of that knowledge still didn't help Te'lok dispel the knot of tension 
in his gut when Naruto grinned at him, the disturbing gold-orange 
eyes full of amusement. "You can't play it safe all the time, but don't 
worry Te'lok, I'm sure Setsuna will protect you in case something 
goes wrong." 


Setsuna snorted in spite of herself and the remaining tension left her 
shoulders. 


Meanwhile, Te'lok stiffened slightly at the no doubt deliberate sting to 
his pride. It was hardly the first time that Naruto had made a pointed 
barb at his or some other warrior's pride. Indeed, it was something 
he did fairly regularly. 


"If either one of us will need protecting it will be her, since she is the 
one who likes to mount reckless assaults on enemy positions." He 
retorted. 


"Hmph, my 'reckless assaults’ are usually the reason why the 
enemy's resistance is broken so quickly." Setsuna said smugly. 


"Except for that one time when you got yourself killed during the 
initial charge and your warriors got bogged down laying a siege on 
the barracks that only ended when | came to reinforce them." Te'lok 
pointed out. 


"It was a lucky shot." Setsuna said stiffly, internally seething at the 
memory. 


That had not been one of her finer moments. Getting killed in the first 
thirty minutes of the battle and having one of her subordinates drag 
her lifeless corpse to the sarcophagi they'd brought along for 
resurrection and missing almost the entire battle as a consequence 
remained a source of shame for her. 


The day had still been won, obviously, but not as decisively as it 
could have been and it had forced the Emperor to intervene rather 
more directly than was his wont. Still, it had served as an invaluable 
reminder of her own mortality and she had turned her 'reckless 
assaults’ into ‘calculated assaults’ instead. 


Naruto merely grinned at the banter and mentally reviewed all the 
things that needed to be done before the raid could be launched. 
The particular world that he had in mind had a local Goa'uld 
overseer, meaning that he would be able to have plenty of fun with 
him/her/it. 


He could hardly wait. 


Approximately three months later. 


Khepri stood nervously in front of the naquadah ring that allowed for 
transport between worlds. This would only be her second time 
through it and she was only marginally less afraid this time. 


She didn't even want to be here, but the reward had been too 
tempting. The Emperor had promised that he would let them go 
home and leave them to their own devices if they joined this raid. 


He had even promised that he would allow them to go back to their 
own planet if they so wished, though she knew that particular 
promise meant nothing. She doubted that there was a single man 
among her people remaining at this point that would actually agree 
to go back, and the Emperor would make certain that they knew that 
they were welcome to stay. 


Regardless, she and several of her more devout sisters, all of whom 
had once been priestesess extolling the virtue of Bastet, had already 
decided that they would get this over with and go home, at which 
point they would tell their goddess everything, provided that they 
could somehow contact her. It would be glorious to see her goddess 
finally destroy these horned demons that had dared invade one of 
her worlds and steal away her people. 


Just in case it would prove impossible in some fashion, Khepri also 
had a note stashed inside the uniform she'd been given, with the 
gate symbols of Erius written on it, which she intended to leave on 
the world they were about to attack. That note caused at least half of 
her anxiety, with the other half being caused by the fact that they 
were going into combat, even if they'd been told that they would be 
kept well out of the way. 


Naruto had known that the information he had on this mining world of 
Bastet's was most likely out of date even when he'd first gotten it, 
never mind now, but he had figured that it wouldn't be too bad given 
the glacial slowness with which things seemed to happen in the 
Goa'uld Empire. 


He had been almost correct in his assumption. Most of the 
information was spot on; it was a planet with low-to-moderate 
naquadah deposits; it was held by Bastet and defended by the 
female Jaffa warriors of the Bast Guard and it had a permanent local 
overseer. 


The differences lay in the defences, which had been tightened in 
response to his seemingly unstoppable raiding, and in the identity of 


the overseer herself. 


The enhanced defences were not in any particular way troubling, 
since Naruto had been the first one through the gate and had easily 
smashed aside the Jaffa guarding it, allowing his own armies to 
march through and establish a perimeter with impunity. 


The second difference, the identity of the overseer, was important for 
one reason and one reason only. In most cases, one Goa'uld would 
be the same as any other, but it mattered in this case. 


It mattered because she was a Tok'ra spy. 


Zarin and her host Leah had been in their current position for only a 
short time, but it had already proven itself to be a profitable 
endevour. 


It had taken Zarin years of running what amounted to errands for 
Bastet to rise sufficiently high in her favor, followed by a timely 
assassination of the previous Planet Lord that saw her elevated to 
the post. It helped that the Tok'ra were, as a general rule, more 
competent than their Goa'uld counterparts, being unburdened by the 
crippling(and often unfounded) arrogance that so characterized their 
race. 


Bastet suspected nothing, as the assassination had been made to 
look like a raid to liberate a few dozen slaves and steal some 
naquadah. The Goa'uld knew that the Tok'ra needed hosts and 
naquadah just as they did. 


So here she sat on a gaudy and uncomfortable throne, overseeing 
the work of the human slaves and siphoning information away from 
the frequent Goa'uld underlings that came to collect the mined ore. It 
was almost insultingly easy to get them to talk really, the fools had 
inherited all the arrogant self-importance of the Queen that had 
spawned them(who had herself inherited it from her forebears and 


then aquired some of her own) and felt that it was beneath them to 
simply fetch naquadah for Bastet. 


Genetic memory could be a double edged sword in that regard. 


Having no power to change their situation, they naturally did the only 
thing they could and complained to the first person that would listen 
to them, which was her. They likely had no idea just how much 
information on Bastet's and even some of her close ally Kali's 
operations they had given the Tok'ra. 


Despite the throbbing irritation she felt at listening to their whining, 
she kept Leah's face neutral, even sympathetic while they spilled 
Bastet's secrets to her. All in all, Zarin situating herself here had 
been a great coup for the Tok'ra intelligence network. 


Unfortunately, Zarin herself was unable to enjoy it, because her host 
was constantly miserable and couldn't even muster the will to take 
control of her own body when they were alone in the privacy of their 
quarters. 


Leah had formerly been a slave in one of Apophis’ mines and had 
joined the Tok'ra in the wholehearted belief that the Goa'uld needed 
to be destroyed. She was also heartbroken to see so many people 
suffering in the mines and being unable to help them. 


They did what they could and managed to arrange more food and 
water to be given to them, as well as organizing a rotating work 
schedule to allow for more rest, but it just felt like trying to stop a 
landslide by pushing against it. 


Even that much had been risky, since the Jaffa on the planet 
answered to Bastet and not her, if she appeared too merciful, they 
would report it and the System Lord would undoubtedly begin to 
suspect her of being Tok'ra. The only reason they hadn't done so 
already was because efficiency hadn't suffered due to the changes 
she had implemented. 


That morning, Zarin had gone through the same little ritual that had 
become the norm for them ever since they'd been elevated to the 
post of Planet Lord. Wake up, bathe, shave legs, dress in the 
diaphanous silks which made the leg shaving necessary in the first 
place, eat the overly rich food expected of a Goa'uld, primp up 
Leah's hair until it shone, try to console Leah, fail to console Leah, 
feel sad as her host and friend retreated into herself once again, sit 
on the ugly throne, look imperious and feel their shared ass slowly 
go numb as they ran the mining operation for Bastet. 


She had been expecting one of the usual crop of lackeys to come 
through the gate today, so she hadn't been particularly surprised 
when Nala, a woman of dark hair and very dark complexion and also 
the most senior Jaffa warrior on the planet, barged into the throne 
room without being summoned. 


The female warrior went down on one knee as was expected of Jaffa 
when addressing a 'god' and spoke in a stoic tone. "My lady, 
invaders have come through the Chappa’ai. They have already 
overwhelmed the primary defensive positions and are making their 
way here." 


"Which System Lord do they serve?" Zarin demanded, her voice 
booming deeply with the distinct tone that her species were able to 
impart to a host. 


"They bear no markings on their foreheads and fight in a manner 
unlike any Jaffa | have ever faced." Nala admitted, hesitating before 
speaking again. "My lady, they use powers like the gods do." 


Zarin's eyes widened in shock before she quickly supressed it and 
even Leah was drawn out of her mental isolation, interested in what 
was going on around her for the first time in weeks. 


Quickly accessing the sensor terminal built into the throne, both host 
and symbiote felt a chill grip them as they saw the numerous life 
signs of the invading forces swarming around the Bast Guard 
positions and how far they had already come. 


They understood now what Nala had meant by them fighting in an 
unfamiliar manner. They had split off into numerous squads and 
were harrassing the defending Bast Guard from all directions. 
Meanwhile the bulk of the enemy took strategic positions unimpeded 
and then simply overwhelmed the defenders. No wonder that Nala's 
warriors weren't able to fight back effectively, this was a completely 
different approach from the typical Goa'uld tactic of simply throwing 
their soldiers into battle and demanding victory. 


It would also require that every squad have a capable leader, which 
was again impossible for an army of Jaffa, who were mostly made 
up of footsoldiers without the slightest understanding of tactics and 
strategy. 


Could the squad leaders be Goa'uld? Leah asked from within, 
knowing that the allusion to 'godlike power’ that Nala had made 
probably meant the use of kara kesh devices. 


Unlikely. Zarin replied. Such a league of minor Goa'uld forming 
would not have escaped attention from us or the System Lords for 
very long and this attack strategy is too different besides. No, this is 
something else. 


Could it be the Phantom? Leah speculated next. 


Zarin froze for a moment as she considered it. "The Phantom’ was 
the moniker that most Tok'ra used for the unknown enemy that had 
been emptying Goa'uld planets for years now. The High Council was 
not happy with the name, but it had stuck on account of the fact that 
nobody really knew anything about this new foe the Goa'uld had 
apparently made somewhere. There were never any witnesses, 
nobody ever escaped or got out a message. 


It was maddening for the Tok'ra just as much as it was for the 
Goa'uld, both of whom had assumed that at least one of the above 
would have eventually happened. The fact that the raids stopped just 
as the Goa'uld began to implement their plan to leave a single, loyal 


human spy on every planet had induced a great deal of paranoia 
among them. 


It would certainly fit so far. An overwhelming assault through the 
stargate that allowed no real response and she could already see 
them securing the slave camp. Nala hadn't mentioned them being 
led by a clawed man with unshod feet, but he may have simply not 
showed up yet. 


"My lady, we will be unable to hold them for long. You should escape 
and report what has happened here to our mistress." Nala's voice 
snapped her attention back to the kneeling Jaffa. 


Zarin glanced back at the sensor readout and saw that it was the 
truth. There had to be upwards of a thousand enemy warriors on the 
planet by now, and the stargate was still disgorging more of them. 
That was far more than the number of Bast Guard that had been 
stationed here at the start of this invasion. 


"What kind of armor do the invaders wear?" The undercover Tok'ra 
asked instead. 


"They do not wear armor, merely a cloth uniform in dark colors." Nala 
answered dutifully. 


Zarin paused for a moment of contemplation. It was looking 
increasingly more likely that they had indeed stumbled upon the 
mysterious new power in the galaxy. The Goa'uld liked their warriors 
to be armored if only for the intimidation that their clanking march 
caused among the people they oppressed. Certainly it did little 
enough to protect them from other Jaffa. 


"Launch the Udajeet and fly over the enemy army, but do not fire 
upon them. See if you can locate who leads them." Zarin finally 
commanded. 


"Knowing who their leader is will not help us now. We need the 
power of our goddess to drive away this evil." Nala protested. 


"You dare question me?!" Zarin snarled angrily in a perfect imitation 
of a typical Goa'uld, Leah's eyes glowing in the way that a symbiote 
was capable of inducing in their hosts. It also made the eyes itch 
terribly, but it did serve its purpose. 


Nala stiffened and replied instantly. "No my lady, | apologize. | will 
lead the flight personally." 


"See that you do." Zarin replied in a clear dismissal. 


The Tok'ra spy slumped in the throne as soon as she was alone, 
hoping that things would turn out alright. Staying long enough to 
gather information was terribly risky given the fact that the enemy 
was already knocking down the palace doors. 


Strangely enough, according to the lifesigns sensor, they seemed 
reluctant to engage the defending Jaffa in the confines of the palace 
itself, apparently content to have forced them to take cover inside the 
building. 


That would at least give her an easy escape should it prove 
necessary, though if it was the mystery attacker, Zarin had to wonder 
if they would actually be able to get away. It wasn't the first planet to 
be attacked on which the local overseer had a means of escape in 
the form of a Tel'tak cargo ship, and yet they had somehow not 
managed to escape in spite of it. 


Naruto cocked his head curiously as several of those silly Goa'uld 
fighters flew overhead, much too far overhead for their plasma 
cannons to be of any use. 


It wasn't hard to guess that they were on a scouting mission, so he 
gave them a cheery wave and let them go about their business. 


Setsuna, Te'lok and the various lesser commanders had done well in 
this battle. The female Jaffa had for the most part been captured and 
the few fatalities were already undergoing resurrection in the 


sarcophagi that they'd brought along. Past experience with Bastet's 
Jaffa told him that they would probably be bitchy and annoying for a 
while, though not quite to the level of Khepri. 


Good times abound. 


He wasn't sure if Bastet was a strategic genius that had figured out 
that having an all female fighting force in what was a otherwise male 
oriented warrior culture would make them all the more loyal to her, or 
if she was just a man hating cunt. 


It could go either way, but he was hoping for the latter because it 
would be more fun. The idea of asexual parasites being sexist was 
hilarious. 


Speaking of man hating cunts... his gaze swung over to Khepri 
again, smirking at the nervous sweat beading on her forehead. 


It was just too cute how she thought that she was being clever with 
the idea of leaving a message behind. He'd stayed at the gate with 
the rearguard just to make her sweat. They didn't need him at the 
front lines anyway. 


"Khepri." He said suddenly, making the woman jump with a startled 
yelp and drop the zat'nik'tel that she'd been given. 


Naruto snickered. 


"Yes?" She asked stiffly, pride stinging and cheeks flaming over 
being laughed at. 


The horned blond grinned again, amused at her barely respectful 
tone and address. She was too afraid of him to be insolent right to 
his face, but tried to assuage her pride by speaking to him in clipped 
tones. 


The joke was on her though, because Naruto didn't care how she 
talked to him. He'd never told anyone to call him 'my lord' or 


something like that, people seemed to just naturally defer to him and 
Xanna. It was always amusing when someone picked up on this and 
tried to see how far they could push things. 


"I'm sending your group over to the slave camp, explain to people 
that we're taking them through the stargate to somewhere safe. 
Provide medical attention and water as necessary. They probably 
won't put up any kind of fight, but be careful anyway." He instructed. 


"As you wish." She acknowledged rather snootily and turned to do as 
she'd been told. 


Naruto rolled his eyes and caught the gaze of a nearby Jaffa troop 
leader that was looking as if he was trying not to smile. The man 
pasted a serious look on his face by reflex and nodded when Naruto 
jerked his head towards the retreating woman in a clear indication 
that he was to go with her. 


"And Khepri..." He said casually, making the woman freeze in place. 
"when all the slaves have been sent through the gate, come talk to 
me and see if you still want to leave messages behind for Bastet to 
find." 


The sudden smell of cold terror wafting off the former priestess made 
him raise an eyebrow. Honestly, if he was going to do something 
gruesomely painful to her, he would have almost certainly done it 
before now. 


Khepri eventually unfroze and began to walk forward robotically, as if 
afraid that every step would be her last. The minor Jaffa squad 
leader followed after her and rallied their respective groups, keeping 
his mirth carefully concealed. 


"Well, time to go kill me another Goa'uld." Naruto said to himself with 
a sigh once they were gone, bouncing off the big rock he'd been 
sitting on. "And | still don't have any clever one liners or cryptic 
messages thought up. Woe is me." 


Zarin ruthlessly supressed the nervous crawling sensation that was 
giving her a full body itch. It didn't help that it originated form both 
host and symbiote. 


When the Udajeet had returned with definite confirmation that there 
was a Strange barefoot man with horns sitting by the stargate, they 
had known for certain that it was indeed the one they had been 
seeking information on for years. 


Despite Nala's strenuous objections, she and Leah had decided not 
to attempt an escape by Tel'tak. Circumstantial evidence from 
previous raids suggested that it would be futile. 


There was also the consideration that this could prove to be a 
powerful new ally for the Tok'ra. They had precious few of those and 
this warlord had already proven his ability to be a nuisance to the 
Goa'uld. 


If that were all, Zarin would have gladly arranged for a meeting with 
the Tok'ra High Council. Unfortunately, the only thing they knew for 
certain was that he had no problem attacking and angering the 
Goa'uld. For all they knew he could be just as bad as them. 


Zarin was however gambling that he wasn't, based mostly on the 
fact that he had sent his warriors to the slave camp and was 
apparently sending them through the stargate to some unknown 
planet. It was of course possible that he was simply poaching slaves 
from the Goa'uld for his own use, but his rather kind treatment of 
them contradicted that. 


Unless of course he simply wanted healthy slaves. The productivity 
that Bastet demanded from this particular mine usually resulted in 
death by exhaustion within a few years. 


Please stop thinking like that. Leah pleaded, her hopeful optimism 
for the coming meeting withering as Zarin's more pessimistic outlook 
kept finding grim alternatives for every possible good sign. 


| apologize my friend. Zarin replied contritely, having truly not wanted 
to worsen her host's worry. It is too easy for me to see evil intentions 
in everything. 


Instead of answering, Leah sent feelings of reassurance to her 
longtime companion, projecting the feeling that at least neither one 
of them would face this alone. 


A few more minutes passed in suffocating silence, the nearby form 
of Nala and her remaining warriors arrayed against the walls, visibly 
clenching their jaws as the tension ratcheted steadily upwards. 


Zarin had told Nala to lay down their weapons and let the invaders 
leader through. 


The proud Jaffa had of course objected and in fact nearly turned 
against her, but Zarin had coolly told them that they were 
surrounded, outgunned and outnumbered to a hilarious degree. The 
only reason that they hadn't been defeated yet was because the 
enemy had thus far not deigned to storm the palace, which they 
were fully capable of doing at their leisure. In addition, she claimed 
to 'sense' that the enemy ‘god' was vastly more powerful than her, 
making escape impossible. 


The Jaffa women had not liked it, but had finally stood down after 
Zarin had added that she had no wish to carelessly throw away the 
lives of noble warriors in a hopeless struggle, especially when they 
had already fought so valiantly. 


The expression of value for their loyal service, empathy for their 
sense of honor and of course the superstition that the Goa'uld 
cultivated among the warrior race had finally served to sway Nala 
into ordering her subordinates to abandon the defense and await 
their conqueror in the throne room. 


Why is it taking so long? Leah finally asked mostly for the sake of 
saying something. 


That was indeed a good question, more than enough time had 
passed for the mysterious invader to have made his way to the 
throne room. From what she'd been able to see on the life signs 
sensor, he had taken a leasurely stroll through the halls. 


But he was nearly at the entrance now. 


Nearly a full minute later, the door finally slid open and admitted the 
horned man, who stopped to take a curious look around the room 
before entering. 


Zarin stood from the much disliked throne and spoke with as much 
dignity as she could muster. "Greetings, | am Zarin." 


"Naruto." He replied simply and moved forward. 


"| find myself placed into a state of bewilderment," He continued 
casually as he ambled into the room. "usually, the Goa'uld would try 
to use their remaining Jaffa as a meat shield to cover an escape 
attempt, not surrender to spare them." 


The Jaffa in question gripped their staves tighter as his eyes passed 
over them. He hadn't seemed this intimidating when viewed out of a 
death glider, especially with the way he had waved at them. 


Zarin and Leah were no more resistant to intimidation than the Jaffa, 
though Zarin at least took a mild solace in the fact that an escape 
attempt had obviously been anticipated and would have no doubt 
been countered somehow. It meant that she hadn't foolishly 
squandered a chance to save Leah and herself by staying. If they 
were doomed, then they would have been doomed either way. 


A rather morbidly fatalistic bit of comfort, but the Tok'ra had long 
since learned that yout took what you could get. 


"There was no use in prolonging a hopeless battle and needlessly 
throwing away the lives of noble warriors." Zarin answered. 


Despite the grim situation, the Jaffa women visibly swelled with pride 
at the words. 


Zarin kept silent about the fact that concern for the lives of the Jaffa 
had not really been an issue, but rather a hope that surrender would 
make him more favorably disposed to her. There was no love lost 
between Jaffa and Tok'ra, even though the Tok'ra were well aware 
that the footsoldiers of the Goa'uld were little more than unwitting 
pawns. 


"Is that so?" The horned man asked speculatively, his eyes 
narrowing slightly. By this point he was standing within arms reach of 
the undercover Tok'ra and loomed over her due to his considerably 
greater heigth. "What if | told you that you're an incompetent idiot 
and that I've had more challenging battles against children?" 


Chakra powered ninja children, and he hadn't been a god then, but 
that was all besides the point. 


While the Jaffa tensed and seemed to be restraining themselves 
from attacking the horned man to redress the insult, Zarin merely 
balked slightly, wondering both why she had suddenly been insulted 
and at the strange wording of it. 


He is attempting to provoke a reaction from you. Leah advised ina 
burst of insight, seeing that the speculative look was still on his face. 


"Those must have been some very interesting children." Zarin 
replied cautiously, taking heed of her host's observation. Leah's 
innate ability to read a person's facial expressions had always been 
a great boon to them and she had never been more grateful for it. 


Naruto grinned broadly at the reply, which he noted was completely 
absent of bruised ego. "Well you certainly are something different. 
Different is good, different is fun. " 


"If it pleases you lord Naruto, we could adjourn to a more private 
setting to discuss the terms of my surrender." Zarin said next, hoping 


that he would get the hint that she wanted to talk to him in private. 


Judging by the severely amused look on his face, he probably did. It 
wasn't as if she was in any position to be dictating terms after all. 


"And what is to become of us?" Nala interrupted rather demandingly, 
something that she wouldn't have dared to do if Bastet were the one 
here. 


Naruto turned to the Jaffa woman with a raised eyebrow. "If you 
want, you can help my soldiers by showing them where all the 
naquadah, weapons, gliders and anything else of interest is stored 
for easier looting." 


"This planet and everything on it belongs to Bastet." Nala interrupted 
again, her tone confrontational and angry. 


"Hence why it is called /ooting ." The horned man replied 
patronizingly, making the woman fume. "After that is done, with or 
without your help, you are coming through the stargate with us and 
will eventually be able to join my army if you want. Otherwise, you 
can live out your lives as ordinary citizens of my empire." 


Two dozen staff weapons were primed and aimed at him with deadly 
intent. "We would sooner die with our honor intact than serve the 
enemy of our goddess.” 


Naruto smirked. Bitchy and annoying. 


Zarin panicked a little and cursed the stubborn pride of the Jaffa. So 
far, Naruto had been extraordinarily reasonable, far more reasonable 
than she had dared hope for to be honest, but if they attacked him 
after already offering surrender... 


Well, she doubted it would end well to say the least. 


Just as she was about to snap a possibly futile order for Nala to 
stand down, there was a flash of movement and the bulbous emitter 


pods of every staff in the room fell to the ground, rendering them into 
nothing more than unbalanced clubs. 


A thin, majestically curved sword that was as long as a man was tall 
was now pressed point first into Nala's neck, making the Jaffa female 
freeze as it threatened to give her a new breathing hole. 


So fast! How is it possible for him to be so fast? Leah boggled. 


| do not know, I have never heard of such a thing, but it explains his 
confidence in coming here alone, surrender or not. Zarin replied, just 
as stunned as her host. 


"That's not an option I'm afraid." Naruto said casually, as if he wasn't 
holding a sword to someone's throat. "Aside from those here, all of 
your fellow warriors that were captured earlier have either already 
been sent through the gate or will be after they are brought back to 
life. You can join them of your own free will or you can join them 
under coercion, but you will join them. If you find yourself unable to 
tolerate the changes in your life, then you are free to end it, | promise 
that you won't be brought back if you decide to do that." 


The sword was withdrawn and resheathed down his back after that, 
leaving only the long hilt visible. The Jaffa women glared sullenly but 
dropped their ruined weapons to the floor, resigning themselves to 
their fate. 


Zarin knew that he wasn't really giving them much choice in the 
matter, since Jaffa culture viewed suicide as a disgraceful act and 
Naruto was clearly determined to keep them alive. She suspected 
that they would all end up joining his army, depending on how 
persuasive he was. If nothing else, they would come to respect his 
strength. 


Anything further was interrupted by the sound of many feet walking 
down the hallway outside. 


"Heika, " Setsuna greeted as she entered the room with a dozen 
warriors at her back. "all resistance has been quelled and the 
extraction of the slaves should be completed in four to five hours at 
the current pace." 


Zarin quickly analysed the newcomer. She walked with the confident 
stride of one who was not the least bit intimidated by either the Jaffa 
or supposed Goa'uld present, a great rarity for humans in this galaxy. 
Her uniform was well made, but not so well that it would indicate a 
heavily industrialized society. Just as Nala had reported, none of the 
newcomers wore armor, though the woman had steel bracers and 
greaves for some reason. It was a distinctly odd place to have armor 
and yet leave the rest of her body unarmored. Finally, there was the 
bizzare juxtaposition of a sword and several daggers in addition to 
the zat'nik'tel hanging in a customized leather holster at her waist. 


All in all, she looked quite formidable despite being the shortest 
person in the room. While neither Zarin nor Leah understood the 
language that had been spoken, the newly arrived woman had the 
mannerisms of a subordinate reporting to a superior officer. 


"Excellent, have everyone who isn't busy with that join up with Te'lok 
and help him with the looting. These ladies may or may not help you 
with that, they haven't decided yet." He said, waving a hand over at 
the somewhat lost looking Jaffa women, this time speaking in 
Goa'uld for the benefit of everyone that wasn't him or Setsuna. 


Setsuna simply nodded but then gave a pointed look at the 
destroyed ma'tok staves littering the floor, taking his cue and 
speaking in the same language. "Heika, was it not you who said to 
seize as many intact weapons as we could?" 


"Yeah, but they tried to kill me and | got a bit excited." Naruto 
admitted with a rueful grin. 


He really missed his frequent sword fights against Karasuba. 
Setsuna was getting to be very good herself, but she'd never have 
the same superhuman power as the Black Sekirei. 


"| see." The woman said simply, electing not to comment on that. 
"And what of this one?" 


Zarin suppressed the urge to take a step back at the cold tone and 
rather murderous stare that this woman leveled at her. As if her 
general disposition wasn't enough, the way that she fondled the hilt 
of the sword sheathed at her hip gave a clear idea of what she was 
hoping the next order would be. 


"There's something strange about her, so she stays alive for now, but 
I'll let you do the honors if | decide to kill her." Naruto replied, 
reassuring Setsuna but causing deep worry for Zarin and Leah. 


The room emptied after that, the defeated Jaffa women leaving with 
Setsuna in a distinctly sullen mood. 


"Now what is up with you?" Naruto said to Zarin once they were 
alone in the room, stalking around her curiously. "You seem to be a 
Goa'uld but don't act like one." 

"| am-" 


"SHH! Don't ruin the mystery for me." Naruto hurried to interrupt, not 
wanting her to spill the beans. 


"But-" 
"Shh!" 
"Plea-" 
"Shh!" 


Rather exasperated, Zarin stopped trying to tell him that she was not 
actually a Goa'uld. 


Meanwhile, Naruto had prowled behind her, planted his nose into the 
crook of her neck and inhaled deeply. 


Naturally, the undercover Tok'ra agent jerked away from the 
disturbing act and looked at him oddly. 


"You even smell a little different." The horned man said musingly, 
paying no heed to the reaction. It was hardly the first time he'd 
creeped someone out by doing that after all. Honestly, people would 
let a dog sniff them without complaint, but when he did it, it was 
suddenly creepy? 

Discrimination! 


He can smell the difference between Goa'uld and Tok'ra? Leah 
asked, both shocked and impressed. 


I am glad the Goa'uld do not have this ability. Zarin replied with a 
mental shudder. It would be our doom if they find the homeworld of 
this species and take them as hosts. 

They would find that very hard to achieve. 


If all of their kind are as fast and strong as he is, then that is 
undoubtedly so, but the Goa'uld would need only a handful and it 
would not help against an attack from orbit. 

You'd be surprised. 

What do you mean by that Leah? 


What do you mean 'what do I mean'? Weren't you just talking to 
yourself right now? 


No, | was talking to you! 
| did not say anything Zarin! 
If | was not speaking with you, then who was I speaking to? 


Getting pretty crowded in here isn't it? 


Overcome by shock as Naruto's voice resonated in their minds, Leah 
lost consciousness and Zarin was similarly too shocked to stop it, 
meaning that she got dragged along for the ride. 


Zarin and Leah woke up to the sound of a repetitive tapping sound. 
Taking a quick inventory of their surroundings, they realized that they 
were lying on top of the bed in their quarters. 


The tapping sound was Naruto clacking a claw against a stone tablet 
and looking pensive. 


"You wouldn't happen to have anything rude and possibly cryptic you 
wanted to say to Bastet would you?" He asked hopefully. 


"You can speak to my mind." Zarin said slowly, that single thought 
overshadowing all other concerns. 


"| can do a lot more than just that, but that's not important right now. 
I'm more concerned about leaving a properly annoying message for 
the catgirl." 


"No wonder you were able to frustrate all efforts at locating you, if 
your species' evolution has progressed far enough to develop such 
powers." Zarin continued with her off topic musing, her mind filled 
with images of such a powerful race helping the Tok'ra destroy the 
Goa'uld once and for all. 


Naruto sighed. Clearly, Zarin had no concept of priorities. "Alright, 
since you're obviously going to be no help with this, how about you 
tell me what you are now." 


Forcefully pulling her composture back under control, she answered. 
"| am Tok'ra." 


Naruto cocked his head, the name seeming familiar, but only barely. 
"Wait... isn't that the name of that rogue sect of Goa'uld that was 
trying to overthrow them?" 


He hadn't bothered looking them up beyond their name and what 
they were trying to do. He'd sort of assumed that it was just another 
band of Goa'uld. Maybe he should have paid more attention. 


"We still are." Zarin answered with a nod, gratified to know that he 
had heard of them. That should make things much simpler, 
bypassing the need to convince him that they were nothing like the 
Goa'uld. 


"You're really bad at it." Naruto said sagely. "Thousands of years and 
barely anything to show for it." 


"Had it not been for us, they would not spend so much time fighting 
each other and would have turned their eyes to the rest of the galaxy 
instead!" She replied heatedly, rather offended at how he was 
dismissing their work. 


"Maybe." He replied with an uncaring shrug. "I notice that your host 
is still perfectly sane and actually seems to enjoy having you 
wrapped around her spine." 


"The Tok'ra do not take unwilling hosts. As a consequence, our hosts 
also become our closest friends and confidants." Zarin explained, 
ascribing his knowledge of Leah to his obvious telepathic ability. 


"Like a built in best friend." Naruto grinned. "Could I talk to her?" 


"Certainly." Zarin agreed easily, wanting to do everything she could 
to dispose him favorably to the Tok'ra. 


Naruto watched curiously as she dipped her head and then raised it 
again. Her body language and presence shifted, even her scent 
subtly changed. 


"Greetings." Leah said, her voice lacking the distinct reverb of a 
symbiote. 


"Greetings." Naruto echoed with a grin. "Leah was it?" 


"Yes." She confirmed, starting to get a bit uncomfortable by the 
toothy grin and amused stare. She had always felt better letting Zarin 
do the talking and just offering advice or insight. 


"You're adorable." He declared with authority after a few seconds. 


She really was too, looking all shy with the deep black hair and 
brown-ish coloring of an Egyptian descendant. 


"Thank you." Leah replied, fidgeting even more uncomfortably at the 
odd compliment. 


"Anyway, since your friend isn't up to helping me figure out a rude 
message to leave for Bastet, do you have anything you'd like to say 
to the catgirl?" He asked, hoping that Leah would have something. 
This lack of ideas for a message to leave behind was really bugging 
him. 


"No, | am sorry." She said apologetically. The Tok'ra did not bother 
taunting the Goa'uld, so nothing came to mind. 


"That's alright." Naruto sighed despondently. Apparently he would 
need to resort to something more ‘low-brow’, simply because he 
couldn't think of anything sufficiently funny. He did of course have a 
vast amount of pussy jokes, but they would all be wasted because of 
cultural and translation issues. 


Leah and Zarin incredulously as he pulled out a rather accurate, 
blazing pink replica of a penis from somewhere in his clothing. 


"What do you think?" Naruto asked, presenting the item for the 
Tok'ra to inspect. 


"Why would leave that for Bastet to find?" Zarin asked incredulously, 
having retaken control as Leah was too busy being embarrassed. 


"So that she can go fuck herself." Naruto explained patiently and 
proceeded to helpfully carve 'go fuck yourself’ on the stone tablet. 


"| do not understand, is there an explosive inside it?" Zarin asked in 
confusion, inwardly cringing at the idea of that thing exploding mid- 
use. "Bastet would never fall for such a simplistic trap, nor would she 
make use of such an item." 


Which was why she didn't try to caution him away from doing it. 
Killing Bastet at the moment would only help Ra. 


"Not even if it does this ?" Naruto asked triumphantly and flipped a 
small switch near the base of the hot pink dildo, making it vibrate 
intensely. 


",.. Not even then." Zarin answered blandly, having no idea how to 
react to what she was witnessing. Who would even make such a 
thing? 


"Well that's her loss." He said with a flippant shrug. "There's no 
bomb in it to begin with, it's all about sending a message." 


Taking a deep breath Zarin forcefully pushed aside her confusion 
and focused on what was actually important. 


"The Tok'ra High Council extends an invitation to speak to you about 
the possibility of an alliance between our two peoples." She said 
formally. 


Strictly speaking, she did not have the authority to be saying that. 
The High Council would have wanted more information before 
starting such talks, but Zarin knew that they would leap at the 
chance to ally themselves to someone this powerful. 


"Sure, | guess." Naruto responded non-committally. "I'll go with you 
to your secret lair after we've stolen everything of value here." 


"You have the authority to negotiate on behalf of your nation?" Zarin 
asked in surprise, having figured him to be a purely military leader. 


"That's a safe assumption, considering that I'm the Emperor." He 
said with amusement. 


"| see." She said slowly, feeling very grateful that he didn't seem 
offended at the blunt way that she had been speaking to him. Even 
the Tok'ra High Council could get a bit prickly if you were too informal 
with them. She had assumed that 'Heika', as his subordinate had 
called him earlier, was a rank of some sort, but it was apparently a 
form of royal address. 


With the suddenness of a lightning bolt, Zarin recalled that there was 
an important piece of information that Naruto really should be made 
aware of. 


"One of the palace servants is a spy for Bastet, he carries a palm 
sized Long Range Visual Communications Device modified for 
extreme range and will attempt to contact her as soon as he can to 
reveal the location of your planet." She said hurriedly. 


"Oh, the Goa'uld finally got around to trying that idea did they?" 
Naruto responded mildly, not at all concerned by this information. 


"You knew they would attempt this?" The Tok'ra agent asked in 
confusion. 


"| knew they would try something eventually, though it took them a lot 
longer than | expected it to. Given that they don't have the resources 
to heavily fortifiy even a fraction of the worlds they control, it was 
inevitable that they would come up with the idea to leave a single 
expendable spy on every world." He explained. 


"Should you not inform your soldiers of this?" Zarin asked pointedly 
when he made no move to do so. 


"My mate is on the other side and he's not going to slip anything past 
her." Naruto snickered, his amusement coming both from how 
laughable the idea of a spy getting past Xanna was and from the 
Goa'uld version of spouse. Calling Xanna his mate made him think 


of mating, which was really just the animal version of sex... which 
could be very appropriate for them sometimes. 


Zarin looked dubious, but did not say anything more. If he was so 
confident about it then there was probably nothing to worry about, 
especially if his mate had powers like his. 


A few seconds passed in silence, during which time Naruto became 
bored. Zarin and Leah had only been passed out earlier for a grand 
total of ten minutes, which still left quite a long time before they'd be 
done with the planet. 


"You wanna have sex to pass the time?" 


"What?!" 


Hours later. 


Khepri was exhausted and felt like bursting into tears on top of it, a 
sentiment that was shared by many of those around her who had 
never been on one of these raids, her fellow former priestesess in 
particular. 


While she had known that it was a mining world where people toiled 
for Bastet, she hadn't expected it to be anything like this. 


Prior to coming here, she had pictured it as a place where strong 
men worked for the glory of the goddess who protected them. 


The reality turned out to be a far uglier thing. Men had worked here, 
but most of them looked half starved and exhausted and they 
weren't alone. There had been plenty of similarly bad off women and 
even some children present. 


Khepri had kept a supportive smile on her face as some of them 
thanked her for saving them from the ‘evil goddess’, despite the 
shame burning a hole in her chest. It had been less than a day ago 


that she had held a secret service dedicated to the glory of 
Bastet(though she was starting to doubt that it had been secret at 
all). It would have been easier to bear if they had been angry at her. 


As bad as that was though, it was still better than the ones who 
simply stayed quiet and let themselves be led around as if they didn't 
understand or care what was going on around them. One such man 
she recognized as having been taken from her village by Bastet 
some years ago. He had just recently become an adult then, but he 
had been strong and handsome. Khepri had been proud to be able 
to send him to their goddess when the time came, certain that she 
would be pleased. 


He looked neither strong nor handsome anymore, but rather like a 
much older man that was ready to fall over and die at any moment. 
He listlessly drank the water given to him and obeyed as he was 
directed to the stargate, showing only an apathetic lack of interest 
the whole time. 


At least it was finally over, the last of the former slaves having been 
sent through the gate, whereupon they became the problem of those 
on the other side. 


Feeling rather numb from the whole experience, she made her way 
over to the stargate where the horned Emperor was sitting, 
apparently in conversation with local Goa'uld overseer that had 
turned out to be a spy according to rumor. 


Khepri didn't really care about that right now. Even the reverberating 
voice that she had long associated with divinity and had only heard 
before from Bastet on the one occassion that she had met her didn't 
phase her. 


"... | know that the sarcophagus is dangerous to use repeatedly, but 
since | only allow it to be used to bring people back from the dead, 
it's not a big deal." Naruto was saying rather dismissively. 


"Even that is dangerous as the device can cause addiction." The 
Supposed spy argued. 


"Well then it's a good thing that Xanna and | are the only ones that 
can decide who gets to use it and when." Was his airy response. 


His interlocutor huffed, indicating that this argument might have been 
going on for some time. 


Not really caring if she was interrupting something, Khepri walked 
over until she was standing right in front of the horned man and 
waited until his eyes turned on her with a questioning eyebrow being 
raised. 


"Yes?" 


His eyes had always frightened her, they just looked so threatening 
and evil. Then again, the rest of him had also frightened her, 
everything from his size to his horns to his claws and fangs looked 
so menacing. 


She didn't feel particularly scared right now though, something that 
was due mostly to the hollow feeling in her chest. 


"You are a bastard." 


Khepri payed no attention to the stunned look on the face of the 
Goa'uld or Tok'ra or whatever she was, keeping her eyes firmly 
locked with the unnaturally bright ones of the horned man in front of 
her. 


His face took a distinctly amused cast as he replied mockingly. "I 
love you too kitten. | take it you had an enlightening day?" 


Instead of answering, Khepri took the note with the stargate 
coordinates for Erius that she had intended to leave for Bastet to 
find, crumpled it into a ball and threw it at him. It bounced off his 
forehead and landed in his open palm. 


"| am going home and I am not returning to the training camp." She 
said woodenly. 


"If that's what you want, a deal is a deal after all." He replied in a 
tone of amused agreement, rolling the crumpled note between his 
fingers. 


Without another word or waiting for a dismissal, Khepri turned 
around and walked through the active stargate, almost able to feel 
him grinning at her back. 


"| do not understand, how can you allow your subordinates to 
disrespect you so?" Zarin asked with her brow creased in confusion. 


Though the Tok'ra did not demand worship in the way that the 
Goa'uld did, a certain respect for one's superiors was still expected. 


"She's just upset because | pulled a dirty trick on her and it doesn't 
matter anyway. I've gotten things my way and her token show of 
defiance doesn't mean anything." Naruto explained, subtly 
vaporizing the note in his fist. 


"| see..." Zarin said dubiously, clearly indicating that she did not 
actually see. 


They lapsed into silence and simply observed the activity around the 
gate. With all of the former slaves having been sent through the 
gate, all that was left was to do the same with their ill gotten gains. 


In the past few hours, Zarin had been a bemused witness to the 
rather appaling thoroughness and efficiency of their looting, clearly 
something that had been done before on multiple occasions. 


They had taken everything . The naquadah stores that had been 
meant for Bastet, the data crystals for the sensors and Tel'tak(which 
had later been destroyed since it was too big to fit through the 
stargate), the weapons and armor of the Bast Guard and the small 


complement of Udajeet. Once that had been done, they had turned 
to the palace itself and stripped it completely bare. Every sheet and 
curtain, every mattress and cushion until there was nothing left but 
bare stone. 


The only thing left in the palace was Naruto's little 'gift' for Bastet. 


The entire pile of loot was currently sitting near the gate and merely 
waiting for transport. They just needed to wait for at least half an 
hour for the gate on the other side to clear up before they could start 
bringing it through. 


Zarin had hoped that she would be able to see the gate symbols for 
Naruto's world, but he had guided her to sit at an angle that 
prevented it. Apparently he didn't want her to know that particular bit 
of information even though he had agreed to meet with the Tok'ra 
High Council. Disappointing but unsurprising. 


As the time was approaching for the renewed opening of the gate, it 
lit up in warning of an incoming wormhole and then activated with the 
characteristing eruption of unstable plasma. 


"Looks like we've got visitors." Naruto commented blandly, not at all 
alarmed by this occurence. 


Zarin was slightly alarmed, but conceded that there was indeed little 
reason for it. There were dozens of warriors loyal to Naruto 
wandering around the gate and close to two hundred still in the 
immediate area and that wasn't even counting Naruto himself. The 
gate on this planet saw relatively frequent visitations by Bastet's 
lackeys to pick up the mined naquadah, but there was no feasible 
way for them to come through with enough force to overcome those 
odds. 


Moments later a rather haughty looking Goa'uld in a female host 
stepped through, dressed in the typically ostentatious manner of 
their kind and a half dozen Bast Guard walking behind her. 


Her haughty expression quickly melted off her face as a multitude of 
Zat'nik'tels were pointed at them. 


"What is the meaning of this?" She demanded harshly, eyes glowing 
with indignation at being threatened. 


"You just stepped into a big pile of shit." Naruto explained helpfully, 
making the Goa'uld spin towards him. 


The gate shut off behind the newcomers, poignantly underlining the 
fact that they were now stranded in the midst of their enemies. 


| know that, as a Tok'ra, | shouldn't be enjoying the terror of another 
being, but this is simply too good. Zarin thought to her host at seeing 
the newly arrived Goa'uld go pale with obvious recognition as to who 
exactly Naruto was. 


Well I for one am glad to see that at least one of Bastet's lackeys will 
meet their doom here. Leah replied, feeling nothing but glee at the 
impending doom of the Goa'uld in front of them. They'd had to listen 
to this one whining about how unfair it was that someone of her 
obviously superior stature was forced into being an errand girl for 
Bastet, all the while there were people being worked to death 
practically a stone's throw away. 


"Shol'va!" The Goa'uld spat, staring at the unbound Zarin and Leah 
venomously and coming to the mostly correct conclusion. She was 
ignored entirely. 


"Heika...?" Setsuna began questioningly, already setting herself into 
a ready position. 


"She's all yours." Naruto confirmed with a smirk. 


Needing no further prompting, Setsuna charged at the suddenly 
panicked looking Goa'uld. 


Several zat'nik'tel discharges rang out and all but one of the Bast 
Guard dropped into unconsciousness. 


The Goa'uld tried to aim her kara kesh at the charging woman, only 
to receive a dagger through the emitter jewel for her trouble, 
rendering the device useless. 


While her charge yelled out from the pain of having a sharp blade 
impaled through the palm, the remaining Bast Guard aimed her 
bulky staff towards the swiftly approaching woman. 


Setsuna had long since predicted it though and shifted sideways, 
forcing the Jaffa to waste a precious moment to adjust her aim with 
the cumbersome weapon. That moment proved to be more than she 
could afford as Setsuna reached her and launched herself into a 
spinning roundhouse kick, smashing her steel clad shin into the side 
of the Jaffa's head. No matter how durable Jaffa could be, that kind 
of hit was not something you took and stayed standing. 


Continuing the movement, Setsuna performed an iaijutsu strike and 
relieved the screaming Goa'uld of her head. 


"Very nice." Naruto said as he gave a slow clap at the performance 
while the surrounding soldiers cheered. 


| guess that explains why she only wears greaves and bracers. Leah 
thought, somewhat stunned at the display. 


Zarin agreed mutely, just as stunned. It was not everyday you saw a 
normal human woman(and a rather small one at that) simultaneously 
take apart a Goa'uld and a Jaffa as if it was nothing. 


Naruto didn't bother to suppress the grin on his face as they walked 
through the crystalline corridors of the Tok'ra's underground base, 
one of them at any rate. 


Every time that they passed another Tok'ra, they would gape at him 
like a particularly shocked fish. 


If he'd known it would be this much fun to build a ridiculous legend of 
himself, he might have done it sooner. 


Next to him, Zarin and presumably also Leah were not having quite 
as much fun as him. In fact, Zarin was starting to become rather 
snappish as her fellow Tok'ra kept leaning in with the rather silly 
question of 'Is that really...?'. 


Of course it was really him, who the fuck else walked around 
barefoot all the time? Aside from Xanna that was. 


"Please wait here for a moment while | brief Councilor Thoran." Zarin 
said and hurried off to do as she'd said. 


Naruto merely nodded and made a ‘go ahead' gesture, with a grin 
still on his face. He suspected that he was being treated rather more 
solicitously than was normal for the Tok'ra. 


His ears could quite easily pick up the conversation between Zarin 
and what he presumed was Councilor Thoran, as well as the general 
hubub of excited gossiping between the other Tok'ra present on the 
base. 


You'd think that what was essentially an organization of spies and 
saboteurs would have better things to do than gossip, but apparently 
not. 


Taking a little stroll around the room that Zarin had left him in, Naruto 
concluded that it was rather boring. Once the novelty of a secret 
underground lair made of crystal wore off, you realized that the 
whole thing was entirely dull. No sun, no plants, no entertainment, 
the only thing that actually gave the room some character was a pool 
of water that was apparently made for drinking. 


Deciding to be a bit of a dick, Naruto stuck his head into the water 
and started drinking. 


And drinking. 
And drinking . 


When he finally took his head out of the pool, there were several 
dozen liters of water less in it, enough for a mortal to have internally 
drowned ten times over already. 


He'd just dried his hair when Zarin returned, this time accompanied 
by a pale man that was getting on in years. He probably didn't see 
much sunlight either if the pallor of his skin said anything. 


"| greet you on behalf of the Tok'ra High Council Emperor Naruto. | 
am Thoran and | coordinate the efforts of the Tok'ra in this region." 
Thoran said as an introduction. "Zarin tells me that you wish to 
discuss an alliance." 


"Really?" Naruto asked back with a quirked eebrow. "I was under the 
impression that it was you who wanted to discuss an alliance." 


Thoran frowned slightly at the turnabout in wording. It might seem 
like a minor issue on the surface, but it could determine who had the 
upper hand and he wanted it to be the Tok'ra. 


"Merely a matter of semantics." Zarin interjected before the whole 
thing could escalate. She'd spent enough time around Naruto by 
now to have noted his penchant for going off on irrelevant tangents 
and she also knew that Thoran was not the most diplomatic of the 
High Council, but it couldn't be helped since this was the base from 
which she and Leah operated at the moment. "We both oppose the 
Goa'uld and could do so more effectively together than apart." 


"While | hate to poke holes in the enthusiasm of a beautiful woman, | 
have to tell you that we aren't exactly opposed to the Goa'uld, they 
just happen to be in the way." Naruto said honestly. 


"What do you mean?" Thoran asked warily. 


"My mate and | are intending to establish our own empire and the 
Goa'uld are in the way of that. Since they also happen to be a bunch 
of incompetent idiots, we've taken to stealing their stuff and 
relocating their people to speed up our growth." The horned man 
explained, privately thinking to himself that he really needed to figure 
out a way to get around the need to speak Goa'uld. As far as 
languages went, it was the dumbest one he'd ever spoken. 


Maybe some kind of psychic hocus pocus? It was something to 
consider. 


"You did not tell me this." Zarin said, feeling rather stunned at the 
turnaround. 


"You didn't ask." Naruto replied with a smirk. 


"Regardless, you have the ability to strike at the Goa'uld in ways that 
we lack and we maintain intelligence on their movements and force 
disposition. An alliance between us could benefit both, especially if 
some of your people would be willing to become Tok'ra hosts.” 
Thoran proposed. While the revelation of imperialist ambitions were 
a cause of some concern, Zarin's report on their rather humane 
treatment of the slaves working in Bastet's mine allayed that to a 
considerable degree. If the Tok'ra fed Naruto information, then they 
could control where he would strike. 


There was also the fact that Thoran had very high hopes that there 
would be at least a handful of individuals among this odd but 
incredibly powerful horned species that would be willing to blend with 
a Tok'ra symbiote. According to Zarin's quickly summarized report on 
the power wielded by Naruto, a Tok'ra agent like that could be used 
almost like a one person army. 


And even if that didn't pan out, the Tok'ra could always use a 
population of humans that was willing to blend with them. 


Naruto grinned, easily seeing what the Tok'ra councilor was after. No 
matter where you went, as long as there were thinking people 
present, so too was a lust for power. 


"There's another thing that | didn't tell Zarin." He said, still grinning. 
"What?" Thoran asked, once more wary. 


"Aside from my mate and I, the people of our empire are entirely 
human and Jaffa." 


"Has your species not left your homeworld then, or are you simply 
not native to this galaxy?" Zarin asked, frowning in confusion. 


"Species?" Naruto echoed, highly amused at what he was about to 
say. "We don't have a species, we're gods." 


In the sudden silence that permeated the room, the near inaudible 
splashing of water in the nearby pool might as well have been a 
tsunami. 


"You believe yourself to be a god?" Thoran eventually said, his voice 
turning cold with anger that there was yet another tyrant with 
delusions of divinity in the galaxy. 


"| also believe myself to be blond and a truly spectacular lover." 
Naruto confirmed with a haughty toss of his shiny golden hair, giving 
Zarin and by proxy also Leah a wink at the last part of his sentence. 


Why am I having to suppress a blush from you?! Zarin asked her 
host incredulously. 


| can't help it, it's embarrassing! Leah said in protest. And you have 
to admit that he is rather charming. 


He just claimed to be a god, There is nothing charming about that! 
Zarin denied vehemently. 


He doesn't seem to be very serious about it though . Leah pointed 
out. 


Taken by surprise at her host's words, Zarin took a closer look at 
Naruto, who had now taken to making silly poses and twitching his 
pectoral muscles in her general direction. She had to admit that Leah 
was right, Naruto was definitely not looking very serious about his 
Supposed godhood. 


"Naruto, do you actually believe yourself to be a god, or did you just 
say that because you knew it would provoke a reaction from us?" 
She asked pointedly, deciding to forgo formalities since he didn't 
seem to care about them. 


"Oh I'm a god alright." Naruto asserted firmly. 


Thoran was still frowning thunderously but allowed Zarin to keep 
talking since she seemed to have a better handle than him on the 
apparent madman in front of them. 


"And what if people refuse to believe you?" She continued in the 
same tone. 


"Well, they can also refuse to believe that I'm blond or an incredible 
lover, it won't change my hair color or my ability to make women 
pass out from pleasure overload." The horned man reasoned. 


This caused the two Tok'ra to look at him quizzically, completely 
unable to understand how someone could have enough ego to claim 
that he was a god and yet not so much that he would be angry if 
nobody believed it. Or maybe he was simply so massively arrogant 
that nothing could penetrate that bubble of self assurance? 


Regardless, he clearly wasn't hostile to the Tok'ra and could be of 
help in bringing down the Goa'uld. They could always turn on him 
later if this strange attitude of his became a problem to the galaxy at 
large. 


"We seem to have veered away from the subject at hand." Thoran 
said carefully. 


"Quite." Naruto agreed. " So... Zarin, Leah, how about we retreat 
somewhere with a horizontal flat surface and a reasonable amount 
of privacy? | guarantee that you'll be convinced of my godhood in 
short order." 


"Our answer remains the same as the first time you asked Naruto.” 
Zarin replied dryly. Inwardly she was somewhat amused at the 
amount of gratitude Leah was throwing her way for dealing with the 
horned man's perverse propositions for both of them. 


"Oh come on." Naruto said with an exasperated exhale. "Does 
nobody in this Universe have sex for fun?" 


"If we could refocus on more important matters?" Thoran said with a 
noticeably strained voice. 


"This is important!" Naruto protested and descended into dark 
mutterings about how his empire was going to be a bastion of sexual 
pleasure in a galaxy full of prudes. 


"| believe that any further discussions of an alliance between our 
peoples should be made with the full council in attendance." Thoran 
spoke over him in the same strained voice as before. 


"Ehhhhh, some other time maybe." Naruto drawled. "I've got 
Emperor type stuff to do back at home and | shouldn't keep my lady 
waiting. Don't worry, I'll show myself out." 


Immediately after saying that, he turned and walked around a corner. 


"Wait!" Zarin called and rushed after him, only to freeze in surprise 
as the corridor turned out to be empty. 


"Where did he go?" Thoran asked in bafflement, having been only a 
step behind her. 


"| do not know, he just... disappeared." She replied, equally baffled. 


A several hour long search was conducted, during which absolutely 
no trace was found of the horned man. No other Tok'ra found him 
roaming the corridors and the ones guarding the stargate did not 
report its activation. 


Thoran, Zarin and several others gathered in the same room that 
had been used for the meeting with Naruto after they called off the 
search, trying to come up with some theory as to how the horned 
man could have vanished so thoroughly. 


They did not come up with any plausible theories and nobody 
wanted to talk about the implausible ones. 


Sighing tiredly, Thoran leaned on the edges of the water pool and 
stared at the refractions of light in the liquid. Somehow, he just knew 
that this was far from the last that they'd heard of the horned man 
who believed he was a god. 


Then he frowned. The pool was looking rather depleted. 


"Did we not fill this pool with fresh drinking water this morning?" 


Some time later. 
Bubastis, Throne World of Bastet. 
Bastet was simmering in irritation. 


Another of her worlds had been attacked and the shipment of 
naquadah she had been expecting was stolen alongside all the 
slaves that mined it. It was going to take weeks to get that mine back 
to the same level of productivity and she would need to divert a 
sizable number of slaves from other worlds in order to do it. 


As was usual in these attacks, all of the Jaffa she had garrisoned 
there had also been taken. The only difference was that her newly 
promoted Planet Lord had also vanished instead of being killed and 
left behind. 


Bastet couldn't be certain whether she had been betrayed or if the 
enemy had simply decided to take her along for some reason 
unknown to her. Either way it was a shame to lose her, since Zarin 
had proven to be a competent administrator, better even than the 
one that the treacherous Tok'ra had assassinated. 


The death of her other lackey who had apparently blundered into her 
death did not even rate a second thought. There were always more 
where that came from. 


What angered her the most however, was the fact that the spy she 
had planted on that world exactly in the event of such a thing 
happening had not contacted her. Either he had betrayed her or 
failed in his duty. This was why she hated relying on the worthless 
human slaves, especially the men. They were all incompetent 
maggots! 


Her ineffectual fuming was interrupted by a knock on the door of her 
lavish chambers. 


"Enter!" Bastet snapped waspishly. 


The door opened to reveal her First Prime, a skilled warrior and 
general that had won many victories in her name. The imposing 
woman entered as she had been commanded, carrying a small 
chest in her arms. 


"What is this?" The System Lord asked curiously, some of her rage 
abating due to curiosity and because her First prime had actually 
proven herself to be useful, unlike most of her servants. 


"It is the tablet found on the recently attacked planet, your scientists 
have finished examining it and bid me to take it to you." The First 


Prime explained stoically. 


Bastet frowned disapprovingly. She would be having a talk with 
those fools about their temerity in ordering her best warrior about as 
if she were a courier. 


"You are not to listen to their orders anymore." Bastet commanded. 
"As you command." 


Satisfied that she had been obeyed, Bastet opened the chest and 
looked inside. She was irritated to see that whoever had prepared 
this chest apparently believed in redundancy, as the contents were 
also covered by a dark cloth. 


She knew that it would more than likely be irritating, but she couldn't 
afford to ignore it on the off chance that some hint as to the identity 
and location of the mysterious horned man would be present. 


Pulling away the cloth, Bastet froze in surprise and then scowled as 
the previous anger was stoked into a towering fury. 


The First Prime did not so much as flinch when the chest was 
knocked from her hands and into a wall. It would not do to show 
weakness in front of her goddess. 


The only sound in the room now was Bastet's heavy breathing as 

she regained control of herself, inwardly swearing that the horned 

man would endure a thousand years of torture before he would be 
allowed to die. 


Bzzzz bzzzz bzzzz. 
Bzzzz bzzzz bzzzz. 


Both First Prime and System Lord slowly looked at the blazingly pink 
artificial penis that was now lying on the floor. 


Bzzzz bzzzz bzzzz. 


And vibrating rather intensely. 

"SO my scientists think they are funny do they?" Bastet growled out 
in a voice that promised nothing good. "We will see how funny they 
think their executions are." 

Bzzzz bzzzz bzzzz. 


"Dispose of that thing already!" The angry Goa'uld snapped. 


"At once my lady." The Jaffa acknowledged and fired three rapid 
blasts from her zat'nik'tel at it, intending to disintegrate it. 


BZZZZZZZZZZZ. 


To their shock and mild horror, the pink abomination started buzzing 
even more intensely and began moving towards them. 


"Kill it!" Bastet commanded in what was most definitely not a shriek. 
Without thinking, the Jaffa fired her zat several more times. 
BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ BZZZZZZ BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ! 


The now supercharged dildo began to move at what was starting to 
look like a dangerous pace towards them. 


"You are making it stronger!" Bastet hollered in a minor panic. "Stop 
and KILL IT!" 


The Jaffa settled herself into a fighting stance and prepared to stomp 
on the offending item. 


She was unprepared as the hellspawned abomination launched itself 
through the air directly at her face, but still managed to catch it 
before it could hit her. 


"Run my lady!" The First Prime ground out, muscles straining at 
whatever unnatural force was propelling the pink, penis shaped 


demon. It was vibrating so intensely that she was beginning to lose 
feeling in her hands. 


Also, to her horror, it seemed to be trying to lodge itself in her mouth. 
Bastet did as her First Prime advised and bolted from the room. 


Meanwhile, the Jaffa female found the strength to throw the unholy 
thing across the room and make her own escape before it could 
violate her. 


Breathing heavily outside the room, both of them jumped as they 
heard something crash forcefully into the other side of the door. 


B2ZZZZ..ZZZZ..Z. 


They exchanged glances as the rather forlorn sounding buzzing 
trailed off, apparently signifying that the... thing... had finally died. 


"We will never speak of this to anyone." Bastet said with a frosty 
warning in her tone. 


"Speak of what?" The First Prime asked. 


Bastet nodded approvingly. There was a very good reason why she 
liked her First Prime. 


Sitting on the ceiling, Naruto nearly gnawed his hand off in an effort 
to keep from laughing. He hadn't really intended to take the joke that 
far, but one thing had led to another and suddenly there was a 
demon dildo in existence. 


He was already making plans to do something similar to Kali just to 
see if she and Bastet would tell each other about it. 


Well, that's the end of that. 


I'm planning a lot of time skips in the next chapter unless | 
happen to get any new ideas, so we're likely going to be moving 
in fast forward soon. 


Chapter 8 


Review responses: 


Guest: "From beneath you it devours."- I totally stole that from 
Buffy the Vampire Slayer... at least | think I did. 


Maybe he just didn't feel like splitting the ship in half? :P 


"Out of the darkness we will rise." - Yeah, this is from a song by 
Triarii. 


| didn't get these from any single place, but rather from random 
pieces of stuff that stuck in my memory. 


I've always thought it weird to call a bunch of boys for one girl a 
"reverse harem". | mean, wouldn't that sti// be a harem, except 
for the opposing genders? Eh whatever, it's just a minor detail 
anyway. 


I'm not an expert on evolution either, but | would assume that 
after millions of years of not eating meat, their ability to digest it 
would atrophy the same way that unused organs atrophy. 
Again, just a minor detail. 


Setsuna is kept informed :P. 
Don't ask me, I didn't make up the Stargate canon, according to 
which all Goa'uld are asexual with only a small number among 


them capable of spawning young, which is why they're called 
Queens. 


Yes, Shol'va means traitor. 


VonGimplington: | haven't watched Highschool DxD I'm afraid 
:P. 


Rokoran: Haven't watched Worm either, though I've heard good 
things about it xD. 


I think I've answered everything else through the PM system, so 
without further delay, onwards to the chapter proper. 


After the raid on which Naruto had met the Tok'ra, things proceeded 
in a relatively routine manner for some time. 


Babies were born, the periodic raid was conducted, the Empire 
expanded, infrastructure was built and other such things happened. 


Oma still hadn't made a reappearance, causing both Naruto and 
Xanna to wonder if they'd scared her off for good, but they didn't 
seek the ascended woman out. If she didn't have the fortitude to 
return after getting a little inside look at Naruto's head then she 
wasn't worth playing with anyway. They expected that she would 
show up eventually though, as they had occasionally sensed her 
looking in on the planet. 


It was on one of those lazy, uneventful evenings that found Naruto 
and Xanna reclining together on one of the spacious balconies of 
their palace that overlooked the city underneath. 


Erius apparently had a smaller axial tilt than Earth, resulting in 
smaller temperature deviations around the year, though the 
difference wasn't too big. The area that they were situated in was 
about analogous to Greece as far as distance from the equator was 
concerned, though there was less ocean nearby since it was nota 
peninsula. 


The weather sometimes slipped to uncomfortable levels... 
uncomfortable for most people anyway, since they were quite 
impervious to such pedestrian discomfort and Akitsu was perfectly 
capable of cooling herself off if it got too hot and had an absurd 
resistance to cold. Aside from those uncommon times, it was mostly 


mild and comfortable, though you would be hard pressed to notice 
that at the moment with the furious thunderstorm that was going on. 


Naturally, this meant that Naruto and Xanna were getting soaked in 
the downpour, but since that was the idea, it was all good. They 
weren't bothering with clothes and simply enjoyed the rain and wind 
while they cuddled. 


Xanna was laying with her back to Naruto's chest and both had their 
sopping wet hair tossed carelessly out of the way. Naruto had a hand 
draped across her chest, but there was nothing sexual about it fora 
change, just a married couple enjoying a lazy day of doing nothing. 


Frequent lightning strikes cast odd shadows over the city, the rain fell 
in thick sheets and the wind howled violently. This region of the 
planet didn't get storms like this often... in fact, this was by far the 
worst one to have happened since they'd taken over. 


It was the type of weather that could drive a man to introspection, 
and that was exactly what it did to Naruto. 


Thinking over the time they'd already spent here, Naruto realized 
that he had to be over fifty years old by now. He'd lost track of the 
exact number since the year on Erius was longer than it had been on 
Earth or in the Elemental Nations, about 20% longer if his estimation 
was right. 


Almost as old as Tsunade when she died . He mused, using the 
hand that wasn't draped across his wife to touch the crystal necklace 
she'd given him. 


She'd have been laughing her oversized tits off if she knew that | 
made myself Emperor after refusing to be Hokage . He thought 


wryly. 


Ironically enough, it looked like he would also be fulfilling Jiraiya's 
dream of making a world without war, something that he hadn't given 
even two seconds of consideration when the man had told him about 


it. It just wouldn't be the world that the Toad Sage had had in mind. 
Well... Erius at least wouldn't have any wars fought on it... the rest 
of the galaxy was a different story. 


Over thirty years had passed since their apotheosis and the time 
spent on Erius was the first significant time span that Naruto had 
spent around the same group of mortals since then. 


It had been odd, seeing them grow old. Tia, that would be assassin 
that he'd played psychiatrist for, was now a mother with teenaged 
children of her own and she should be approaching fifty herself soon. 
He was glad that the way she'd transferred her case of Stockholm 
Syndrome onto him had blown over fairly quick. That had certainly 
taught him to tone down somewhat on the double entendres or else 
have some women start thinking that he was actually interested in 
them. 


Setsuna was firmly into her thirties by now and probably had a 
decade of active service left to her at best, provided she didn't get 
the urge to start a family of her own. It seemed unfair that Te'lok, 
who was twice her age, would still be able to keep going for at least 
another forty years before age started slowing him down. 


Naruto didn't much care about the unfairness of it truth be told, nor 
did he see any tragedy in a shorter life span. What mattered was 
what you did with it rather than how long it lasted. 


That aside, he really liked Setsuna and wanted her around for a bit 
longer. He wondered how she would react to the idea of having her 
life extended. 


She'll probably love it, that girl has a serious axe to grind with the 
Goa'uld. He thought, snorting softly to himself. 


A soft hand carressed his forearm, it's owner apparently roused by 
his snort. 


"Something on your mind husband?" Her voice was perfectly audible 
despite the loud storm. 


"Just thinking that I've become a dirty old man." He replied wryly. 


"Hmm?" Xanna returned, not understanding what he was talking 
about. 


"I think I'm over fifty years old now." He elaborated. 


"Oh, | see." She had for the most part stopped paying attention to 
the passage of time long ago. Even the self estimation of her age 
was more of a guess than anything more accurate. 


Turning her head slightly, she looked up at his face, noting that he 
was Starting to give off the same sense of agelesness that all those 
who were older than their bodies suggested eventually acquired. 
Looking merely at his face, one would think he was somewhere in 
his late twenties or early thirties, but he was getting a presence that 
indicated otherwise. 


She smiled up at him, remembering how unhesitantingly he had 
discarded pieces of his humanity for her, culminating in the 
abandonment of his mortality. All because he loved her and wanted 
her so desperately. 


Placing a hand on his cheek to guide his head, she scooted upwards 
and awkwardly craned her neck to give him a kiss. "I love you." 


"| love you too and not that I'm complaining, but where did this come 
from?" He asked bemusedly once the kiss was over. 


"Nowhere in particular." She smirked and settled back against him. 


Still bemused, he nonetheless let it go and they went back to staring 
at the beautiful display of nature's violent power. 


Another fork of lightning crackled across the sky, momentarily 
lightning it up and it was shortly followed by a loud peal of thunder. 


Getting an idea, Naruto smirked and grabbed hold of the storm with 
his mind, directing the lightning in a particular pattern. 


Xanna smiled widely when the next lightning bolt turned out to be 
distinctly heart shaped. 


"My, what strange weather we are having." She said with light 
amusement. 


The next lightning bolt spelled out 'N + X'. 


"Oh, now that is just juvenile." She laughed. "What are you, 
fourteen?" 


"Senile dementia, could happen to anyone you know." He quipped 
back. 


Xanna patted him on the cheek mockingly and spoke in an equally 
mocking tone. "Don't be absurd beloved, you were demented long 
before you were in danger of going senile." 


They lapsed back into silence and stayed that way for an 
indeterminable amount of time. Their soaking wet cuddle was 
interrupted by a hesitant sounding knock on the door. 


Exchanging a curious look, they both got up to answer, since it was 
very unusual for any of the servants to bother them so late. 


They dried off as they passed through the actual bedroom, giving the 
sleeping form of Akitsu an amused look. The Ice Sekirei got very 
sleepy during storms and was currently wrapped in an abundance of 
blankets and hugging a pillow. 


The young woman on the other side of the door looked very relieved 
when it opened. That relief rapidly shifted to embarrassment when 
she saw that neither had bothered getting dressed. 


"| am sorry to bother you so late, but there is a large group of people 
waiting at the main entrance." She stammered nervously. 


"What do they want at this hour, and in this weather come to think of 
it?" Xanna asked, both baffled and slightly irritated at the interruption. 


"Sections of the city are becoming flooded due to the storm and they 
had nowhere else to go." She answered, wringing her hands 
anxiously. "They are promising that they will stay out of your way, but 
| did not want to admit them without your permission." 


Naruto and Xanna exchanged a look, both having completely 
forgotten that this kind of weather was actually a big problem for 
most people. 


"Let them in and give the empty rooms to the families with young 
children, the rest will just have to bunk in the hallways." Naruto said, 
to the visible girl's visible relief. She was new and still hadn't 
adjusted to the fact that neither he nor Xanna were inclined to be 
dicks to random people just because they could. 


They were only dicks to specific people, because it was fun. 


"There should be extra bedding and sleeping mats in the last room 
of the ground floor eastern wing." Xanna added, to which the girl 
nodded and hurried off. 


"We have a room with extra bedding and sleeping mats?" Naruto 
asked. This was news to him. 


The horned woman had a look of focus on her face for a few 
moments before she spoke. "We do now." 


"If you're not careful | might start thinking that you actually care 
about people's comfort." He teased. 


"Hardly, " She snorted. "but we do not need to put up with petty 
jealousy right now, nor do | feel like listening to them complain about 
their aching backs for as long as they are here." 


"You're all heart." Naruto jibed and hugged her from behind. 


"| guess we'll need to figure out some kind of water drainage system 
to keep this from happening again." He mused, nuzzling his nose 
into her hair. "Keeping track of all our projects is actually starting to 
become a problem without spamming the world with clones." 


Xanna had to agree, it was starting to get a bit much for just them to 
do unless they started cheating, which she didn't want to do. There 
was the constant need to incorporate all the new people that 
Naruto's raiding brought to the planet. Then there was the drive to 
push along the education level of the people, which had many 
problems of its own, chief of them being that the people themselves 
saw little value in it just yet. Aside from that, there were dozens of 
issues cropping up that any budding society faced, with more 
showing up all the time. 


Making clones to handle all of that simply wasn't feasible unless they 
wanted to support all levels of society by themselves, which they 
didn't. 

"It appears that it is time for you to get another lesson on running a 


nation." She said, starting to pull him towards the bed. 


"Oh?" He replied, the grin in his voice audible. "What lesson would 
that be?" 


"Delegating responsibility to underlings." 


Naruto blinked at his wife's teasing reply, having expected that there 
would be sex. He looked on owlishly as she crawled under the 
covers next to Akitsu and then he sensed her reaching out to the 
storm, adjusting it so that it would dissipate within an hour or so. 


Apparently she didn't want the palace to be full of temporarily 
homeless people for any longer than it had to be. 


"Get over here and spoon me." She commanded imperiously, 
making room for a clingy Akitsu to latch onto her like a limpet. 


Snapping out of his little daze, Naruto chuckled to himself and did as 
she said. "If only people Knew how much of a cuddler you were..." 


"Then they would be wise to keep their thoughts on the matter to 
themselves." She retorted archly and wiggled into a perfectly 
comfortable position between the two of them. 


There had been periods when she slept for decades at a time out of 
sheer boredom, so having someone hold her was a luxury that never 
got old. 


A smile bloomed on her face when she felt her husband shifting in 
an attempt to put his erection somewhere out of the way. As usual 
when this situation happened, he failed and eventually sheathed it 
between her thighs where she could feel it throbbing in time with his 
heartbeat. 


No doubt it would be hours before he managed to fall asleep, the 
oversexed idiot. 


He would be a lot of fun in the morning though. 


A few days later. 


Khepri stared at the crowd around her and tried to figure out what 
was going on. She'd received an invitation to come to the palace to 
discuss an opportunity and all of the people around her had 
presumably received the same. 


There was nothing they had in common that she knew of, as there 
were both humans and Jaffa of both genders and from many 
backgrounds present. 


She hadn't really been sure whether to even accept the invitation or 
ignore it, as it had been specifically worded to make it 
understandable that she could refuse without repercussions. Still, 
eventually curiousity had won out and here she was. 


That curiousity was only being stoked by the few people she 
recognized. 


She exchanged a nod with Nala, the leader of the Bast Guard from 
the fateful raid that had seen her belief in Bastet's divinity and 
benevolence thoroughly crushed. They'd gotten to know each other 
in the aftermath and were on friendly terms, though they didn't see 
much of each other anymore. Last she'd heard of her, Nala and most 
of the other women in the Bast Guard had joined the Emperor's army 
and occasionally butted heads with some of the male Jaffa who still 
thought that women shouldn't be fighting. 


She also caught sight of Ling and exchanged sneers with the 
annoying bastard. He'd been stuck in that training camp just like her 
and had been just as vocal with his opinions on women as she had 
been with hers on men. Unfortunately for him, Setsuna was a 
woman and had a notoriously short temper for disrespect. Nobody 
had been overly shocked that she had been rather more brutal with 
him than with others. 


Khepri grimaced at the memory of Tarnor singling her out as well, for 
much the same reason. While the scarred Jaffa hadn't had an 
excuse to administer beatings the way Setsuna had, he had still 
been perfectly capable of inducing misery in other ways. 


Both of them had learned to keep their mouths shut on the issue of 
gender, but their mutual dislike was there to stay. 


Further contemplation of the situation was cut off as the door to the 
room opened and the two people who ruled the planet entered 
unannounced. 


Naruto had never put much stock in the idea of announcing oneself 
before entering a room and he was plenty loud enough to not need it 
in any case. 


"Goooood morning people!" 


Xanna might have had someone announce their entrance, but it 
would have been just plain embarrassing if Naruto barged into the 
room in the middle of it. 


There was a short clamor as the room full of people returned the 
overly cheerful greeting, though not without a degree of hesitant 
confusion. Most of them had met one or the other at some point and 
were a bit wary as to what was going on. 


"Now I'm sure you're all wondering what this is all about, so lets get 
right to that." Naruto continued, getting nods and mutters of 
agreement. 


"Some of you have been with us since the beginning or nearly so." 

Xanna picked off where he left off. "As such you will know best how 
quickly our Empire has expanded, but even those of you who have 

joined us relatively recently are no doubt able to see it." 


More mutters of agreement and some people were starting to get an 
inkling of what this was about. 


"Those of you who have been called here have been deemed to 
have the potential to help with the day to day running of the Empire 
and aiding in its future growth, as it has become difficult for just the 
two of us to keep track of everything. Should you be chosen for this 
and should you accept, you will be vested with the legal authority to 
act on our behalf within the limits of what will become your 
responsibility." 


Khepri was rather incredulous at hearing this. She had been under 
the distinct impression that both of them had a very low opinion of 
her and quite a few others in this room. After her stay in the 
Emperor's training camp, she had been left alone to do whatever she 
wanted with her life as long as it did not violate any of the laws that 
the two horned rulers had set down. She hadn't been sure what to 
make of the sudden summons but this had not been what she was 
expecting. 


"Some of us " Naruto took over, throwing a pointed look across the 
room. "have had our disagreements and differences in opinion on 
how things should be, but that is mostly behind us now." 


Though nothing showed on her face, Khepri internally fumed at the 
smug wink he threw her way. She would take the distant superiority 
of the Empress over the his mocking friendliness any day. 


"The positions possible will range from regional to those 
encompassing the whole of the Empire and will cover areas such as 
education, food production, police and others." Xanna said, once 
again taking over the narrative. "You are only mortal and we are not 
unreasonable, as such it will not be expected of you to handle 
everything perfectly and you may come to us for help if you do not 
know how to act in a certain situation." 


At this point, her eyes narrowed dangerously and she spoke ina 
tone of undeniable warning. "Know however, that we will continue to 
be active on our own and will be watching for anyone who may be... 
misusing... the power of their position for their own ends. If you 
accept this duty, then you will serve the people of the Empire, not 
yourselves, your friends or whatever personal beliefs you may hold. 
If you think yourself unable to hold true to this, then it would be wise 
to refuse this offer and return to your lives as you are." 


The warning caused the entire room to visibly stiffen, all of them well 
aware by now that both Emperor and Empress tended to be rather 
heavy handed when administering punishment, though it was still 
better than the Goa'uld in most ways. 


"You say that we will serve the interests of the people, yet it seems 
to me that we will be serving your interests rather than theirs." Nala 
challenged boldly. 


A hush fell across the room as nobody could quite believe that she 
had just dared say that. 


Contrary to the feeling of general aprehension, Naruto grinned 
widely at the ballsy challenge. Being female Jaffa warriors, Nala and 
her fellow Bast Guard had often found themselves at odds with the 
men, despite his explicit approval of women as warriors. It had been 
hilarious watching them butt heads and it had turned Nala into the 
type of woman that tended to challenge anything. 


His wife was not as amused about being openly challenged as him, 
but she had long since moved past the instinctive violent reaction 
that such a thing might have inspired in times past. 


"Do not flatter yourself, you do not have the ability to serve any of 
our interests." She said haughtily. 


"Some of the women have the ability to serve my interests." Naruto 
admitted grinningly, to the embarrassment of said women. 


"You do not have the ability to serve any of our non-sexual interests." 
Xanna corrected. "The decision to create this Empire was not made 
out of ambition or need, but out of the simple desire to see if | could 
and Naruto has even more inane reasons." 


"So this is all just a game to you?" Someone asked, traces of 
incredulous outrage in his voice. 


"Would you have preferred to stay under Goa'uld dominion?" The 
horned woman asked archly. "It is a game to them as well, they 
merely take it more seriously. Look past the injury to your pride and 
you will see that you benefit greatly from our presence." 


The budding outrage was swiftly deflated by those words, all of them 
having been thoroughly disillusioned with the idea of living under the 
Goa'uld. Many of them had personal experience with how much 
better they had it now. True, they didn't agree with everything, but 
they would not want to go back. 


"In case any of you were wondering 'why me?’..." Naruto went on 
before anyone else could speak up. "That would be because all of 


you who are present here had the courage to speak out against us at 
one point or another. It would be easy to place people who would 
agree with us blindly into these positions, but we want you to think . 
Regardless of where you came from, this is your home now and you 
should have some input on its development." 


As the crowd started to mutter among themselves again, this time 
with a more optimistic tone, Khepri had to marvel at how blatantly 
manipulative that had been. First they openly admit to seeing the 
whole thing as a game and then explain away this delegation of 
power as a gesture of goodwill to allow them a Say in the direction of 
their lives... pending their approval of course. 


She wasn't sure if she was only catching this because she had prior 
experience with how manipulative they could be, or if it really was 
that obvious and the others simply didn't care. 


Not that it matters much . Khepri thought sourly. One way or another, 
they would have things the way they wanted them. 


A few years later. 


One day, in a random fit of boredom, Naruto had decided to install a 
set of swings in the palace garden for reasons that nobody had ever 
properly explored. 


It was a simple construction of metal with wooden boards to sit on 
that was somewhat beyond the current technological ability of the 
planet, but nobody asked too many questions about that. Word of 
the strange device had gotten around due to curious and gossipy 
servants and fairly soon, carpenters had been making their own 
versions with wood and rope. 


It proved predictably popular with children, which was something that 
earned Naruto a great many barbed comments from his wife, even 
though he had eventually persuaded her to try it out. 


It was currently in use by them and Akitsu, who found it fun just as 
Naruto did. 


"I was thinking that we may want to make the executions public." 
Xanna mused, swinging her legs to keep up the momentum of the 
swing. For all her scathing commentary on Naruto's childishness in 
putting a playground item in their garden, it had turned out to be a 
rather good spot to do some thinking. 


"| don't see why, we're not trying to hide it or anything, but | don't 
want to make a spectacle out of it either." Naruto argued back, 
swinging right next to her. 


"It would better serve as an example if it was visible for all to see, a 
warning to others that may have considered committing such 
crimes." Xanna said back. 


"That's nice and all, but most people aren't going to do something 
like that anyway and the ones who are probably aren't going to be 
too disturbed by the sight of a few executions anyway." He reasoned 
in turn. 


In front of them a light bloomed and coalesced into the form of the 
long absent Oma Desala, temporarily disrupting the conversation. 


"Well well, look who came to visit." Xanna drawled, immediately 
conjuring up a physical body for the newcomer and stuffing her into 
it. 


"Greetings once again." Oma greeted, betraying no reaction to being 
made suddenenly corporeal, having mostly gotten used to the 
sensation by now. 


She did take a quick glance at her clothing though. An elaborate 
robe of layered black and purple silk that did not truly reveal anything 
but hinted at everything. 


Could be worse. 


"Nice." Naruto commented, not stopping in his swinging. 
"Pretty." Akitsu agreed, also continuing to swing. 


Any reply from Oma was cut off as Naruto launched himself from the 
swing to land right in front of her with his arms spread widely. 


"HUGS?" 


The ascended woman simply looked at him neutrally and did not 
move. 


Naruto however was not deterred and enveloped her in a massive 
bear hug in spite of her lack of enthusiasm. "HUUUUUUGS!" 


"Let... go of me!" She managed to get out with impressive coherency 
despite having her cheek mashed into one of his pectorals. 


"HUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUGS!" 


Oma released a long sigh that communicated such a wealth of 
weary exasperation that even the most energetic people would lose 
the will to continue pestering her. Naturally, Naruto continued to hold 
on for a long while despite the fact that the woman he was hugging 
had her arms and legs hanging limply with a passive resistance to 
his antics. 


Back on the swings, Akitsu shook her head sadly at Oma's behavior. 
Hugs from Naruto weren't to be taken for granted, even if he did 
hand them out like candy. She felt sorry for the poor woman that 
didn't know what a wonderful thing she was resisting. 


Eventually, Naruto put her back down on the ground and grinned at 
her as if she had actually returned the hug. "So what can I do you 
for?" 


Frowning and deciding to ignore the mixed up wording of that 
sentence, Oma opened her mouth to speak but was cut off before 
she could. 


"Ah ah ah!" Naruto tutted and sat back down on the swing. "get 
swinging.” 


Sighing in a long suffering manner, Oma pointed out a flaw in his 
‘request’. "There are no more swings available." 


"This is true." Naruto admitted and hummed consideringly at the 
conundrum. "Akitsu, come sit on my lap." 


The Ice Sekirei eagerly vacated her seat and plopped into his lap, 
wiggling her rear until she was comfortable. 


They started started swinging their legs together and Akitsu smiled 
happily. This was great. 


"Wheeee." 


"So cute!" Naruto exclaimed and clamped his lips on her pale neck, 
sucking on it and giving her a hicky in short order. 


Akitsu squealed in both surprise and pleasure at the sudden assault 
on her neck. 


A pebble smacked into the side of Naruto's blond head with a 
resounding ‘thunk’ that implied it had been thrown with considerable 
force. 


"Do rein yourself in husband." Xanna said dryly, turning another 
pebble around in her hand. 


"But... that 'wheee'! It was adorable." Naruto protested. 


"Yes, it was." She agreed. "It was also a blatant manipulation by 
Akitsu to keep your attention on her." 


The Ice Sekirei went pink at being discovered and ducked her head. 


"That's... pretty impressive." Naruto admitted, having honestly not 
picked up on it. He suddenly had to wonder how many times the 


quiet woman had pulled one over on him like this. Surely he was not 
so easily manipulated by cuteness? 


"it was also rather cheeky." Xanna said archly. "Candlewax tonight | 
think." 


Akitsu bit her lower lip and pressed her thighs together as hard as 
she could, trying desperately to control the heat rising between them, 
not helped by the fact that she could feel Naruto's own arousal 
poking at her. Though it sounded like a punishment, she loved it 
when Xanna brought out the candlewax, even if it was going to be 
unbearable. The horned woman could hold her helplessly on the 
edge between pleasure and pain for hours at a time, keeping climax 
a hairsbreadth away until she was left sobbing for release. 


It was amazing. 


She bit her lip even harder as her nipples stiffened so much that she 
could almost feel the phantom sensation of stinging droplets of 
candlewax dripping over them. When the fire between her legs 
started becoming almost physically painful, Akitsu realized that she 
had to leave or she was going to start molesting Naruto then and 
there. Normally not a problem, but if Xanna had already interrupted 
once, then that meant that she couldn't do that right now. 


"Haaah... excuse me... | have to... go." 


"By all means." Naruto said with a grin. Even if he couldn't smell the 
nearly overpowering scent of her arousal, Akitsu's strained speech 
would have clued him in on it. 


The Ice Sekirei wasted no time hopping off his lap and walking rather 
jerkily towards the palace. 


"And Akitsu..." Xanna called out with a somewhat mean smirk on her 
face, making the Sekirei stop instantly. "... no touching yourself." 


Naruto stared hungrily at her retreating back at the tiny whimper that 
escaped from Akitsu's throat. Truth be told, he was having trouble 
restraining himself from chasing her down and taking her against the 
first available surface at this particular moment. 


Fortunately, his wife's throaty chuckle distracted him and pulled his 
attention over to her. 


"| do believe we've turned sweet little Akitsu into a sex addict." She 
said humorously. 


"Smells like it." He agreed and turned to the third person present, 
who had been silent as a mouse and pretending that she didn't exist 
for the past few minutes. "What do you think Oma?" 


"She is clearly where she wants to be and it is not my place to 
comment on your lifestyle." The ascended woman answered 
stoically. 


Alteran culture had frowned upon those who stuck their noses into 
the way others lived their lives... Though displays such as what she 
had just witnessed would have still been considered highly 
inappropriate for such a public space, but this was not the Alteran 
culture. 


Xanna stood from her swing and approached her, laying her palm 
gently on the ascended woman's cheek and leaning in witha 
murmur. "We could show you a thing or two about our lifestyle. | 
assure you that it would be most... enlightening ." 


Oma didn't quite jerk away, but she did very pointedly step back and 
lean out of the touch. "No thank you." 


Despte spending millenia as a technically genderless spirit, she still 
identified as a female and had never had any such interest in her 
own gender. And this was after disregarding the fact that physical 
pursuits no longer interested her. 


"Your loss." Xanna said with a wicked smirk and sat in Naruto's 
recently vacated lap, gesturing towards one of the empty swings on 
either side of them. "Sit." 


Naruto and Xanna started kicking their legs to build momentum, 
while Oma simply sat there unmovingly. 


"“Omaaaaaa~," Naruto sing-songed when he noticed her lack of 
motion. "there's no point in sitting on a swing if you don't actually 
swing ." 


"Is this truly necessary?" The ascended woman asked in 
exasperation. 


"Nothing is truly necessary, yet we continue going through the 
motions of an irrelevant existence in an uncaring Universe." Xanna 
spoke philosophically, and quite over dramatically. 


Oma sighed with an air of defeat and started kicking out her legs, 
feeling like a child all the while. It was a small price to pay to get 
them to listen to her, but it was just so damnably absurd. Seriously, 
bringing out existential philosophy as an argument for why she 
should use a swing? 


"So, what were we talking about again?" Naruto asked once they 
were all swinging. 


"We were debating the merits of making the executions of our worst 
criminal offenders public to serve as a warning to others." Xanna 
said. 


"Ah, and | was against it because | don't think it would achieve 
anything worthwhile." He nodded to himself. 


"| too would advise against it." Oma added her own opinion. "Aside 
from being ineffective as deterrents, public executions would also 
damage the mentality of the people as a whole." 


The horned duo both blinked and looked at her in confusion, not 
understanding what she was talking about. "Damage... their 
mentality?" 


"Unlike yourselves, most people are not able to see another person 
being killed and remaining unaffected. Such a sight on a regular 
basis would undoubtedly instill a certain indifference towards the 
value of life and increase the likelihood of base behavior." 


The light of realization entered their eyes and they nodded. Neither 
one of them had any kind of respect for life for one reason or another 
and didn't really understand what the big deal was. Even with Oma's 
explanation, they didn't quite grasp it, but they would take her word 
for it. 


"I'm surprised you're not objecting to us even having executions." 
Naruto commented. 


"Would | be able to convince you to abandon the practice?" The 
ascended woman asked dryly. 


"No, but | expected you to try anyway." He replied with a smirk. 


Oma simply sighed and made no further comment on that. Perhaps 
one day, but at the moment such a thing was simply not going to 
happen, the brief joining with Naruto years ago had made that 
abundantly clear to her. 


The Alterans had long ago taken a more philosophical view of death 
in any case, so the deaths themselves did not bother her overmuch 
and she could not tell them how to punish their criminals in any case. 
She was more concerned with the long term impact it would have on 
the civilization they were making. 


"A thought occurs husband." Xanna said pensively. 


"Is it a dirty one?" He leered. 


"Not particularly. | was just considering that Oma obviously wishes 
we weren't so quick to kill people and it occured to me that there 
may be a better use for our slowly growing criminal population." 


Oma looked towards the horned woman with interest and even some 
shock. While she had been impressed with the fact that they had 
assembled a form of government and filled it with people who were 
willing to argue with them, as that was an important first step on the 
path to something more democratic, she had not expected anything 
even remotely lenient from their justice system for some time. 


"Do tell." Naruto urged with a smirk, keepings his hands on her waist 
and keeping her pressed firmly against his still rock hard erection as 
they kicked their feet out on the swing. For all that the conversation 
was important, his mind was mostly on the upcoming fun. 


"There is always difficult work to be done that nobody wants to do, 
so why not have the criminals do it? The ones with lighter crimes 
would be allowed to return to their lives after a certain period of time, 
while the ones we were going to execute would work until they 
eventually died." Xanna explained her idea. 


Naruto mulled it over for a while. It would certainly be a way of 
avoiding the need to build prisons and he was going to kill the 
rapists, child molesters, unrepentant murderers and the like anyway. 
Might as well get some use out of them. 


Oma was not nearly as sanguine about it as him and knew that she 
had to derail this before it got any momentum. Slavery as a 
punishment was an order of magnitude worse than simple 
executions and simply could not end well. She didn't even know why 
she was surprised that Xanna's idea had turned out to be something 
like this. 


"| advise against it, such a practice would cause great damage to the 
culture you are creating as well as to your own reputations. It would 
polarize your people and be a serious point of contention." She said 
empathically. 


Xanna was less than moved by the argument however. "The culture 
would adapt, what people think of us is irrelevant and Humanity is 
petty enough to always argue about something anyway. We may as 
well give them something or else they will make it up themselves." 


"| don't see what the problem is." Naruto said with a shrug. "We'd 
need to separate criminals from the rest of society anyway and they 
had to know the consequences of their actions when they chose to 
commit a crime." 


In other words, they expected the general population to simply ‘deal 
with it' and had instantly dehumanized the criminals to the level of 
‘problems to be solved’... at least in the case of the worst offenders. 


Oma hid her frustration with their thinking well and approached from 
a different angle. "You would need to have guards watching them at 
all times and it may be the spark needed to ignite a rebellion against 
you since it would rightly be seen as you practicing slavery similar to 
the Goa'uld. It would be more trouble than it is worth." 


That got them to rethink their idea. While there was no hope of 
anyone unseating them by force, rebellions would be... troublesome. 


"Fine then, we'll stick to the executions." Naruto huffed, somewhat 
disappointed. He'd considered it a rather good idea, but Oma did 
have a point and it likely would end up being more trouble than it 
was worth. 


"Don't be so hasty Naruto." Xanna said, getting their attention. 
"Perhaps using them as slave labor would not work so well but what 
about entertainment?" 


"Entertainment?" He asked in bewilderment. "How exactly could we 
use a bunch of rapists as entertainment? | mean sure, killing them is 
kind of fun for me, but..." 


"We could organize gladiatorial death matches." She announced 
smugly. "It would be the perfect way to get rid of them, while still 


making some use of them." 


"This is your worst idea yet!" Oma interjected, frustration starting to 
leak into her voice. How could two people that were otherwise so 
levelheaded and reasonable be so blind to how badly that could 
end? 


"And pray tell, why is that?" Xanna asked, irritation seeping into her 
tone as well. 


"Disregarding the immorality of blood sports, it would serve to glorify 
successful gladiators in the eyes of the spectators in spite of them 
being criminals. Worse still, you would soon find yourself facing a 
shortage of criminals as demand for more battles grew and this is 
not even mentioning that it would turn your people into bloodthirsty 
barbarians." 


"She might have a point." Naruto admitted with some reluctance, 
having thought it was a pretty good idea himself. 


Oma could have slumped in relief. She hadn't imagined just how 
exhausting it would be to steer these two immoral monsters away 
from the worst ideas. 


Xanna settled down, though she still had a sour look on her face. 
Yes, Oma probably had a point, but she had really thought it was a 
good idea. Even she would have been able to enjoy it, which was not 
something that could be said about a lot of things at her age. She 
was Starting to understand her husband's feelings on the matter of 
ruling a nation. Being responsible really sucked sometimes. 


"We could still have a volunteer gladiator league, though it would 
probably be better to restrain it to non-lethal types of entertainment." 
Naruto said, noting his wife's unhappy mood and trying to cheer her 


up. 


"It just wouldn't be the same." She sighed, got up from his lap and 
started walking away. 


"Now look at what you did." Naruto scolded and followed her. 


Oma stared at the golden mane swishing over his retreating back, 
having to consciously suppress the urge to grind her teeth together. 


Had Naruto seriously just scolded her for convincing them not to 
implement a barbaric and completely backwards means of punishing 
criminals? 


"Maybe she wouldn't have gotten upset if you weren't both 
psychopaths." She muttered to herself with a fair bit more 
vehemence than you could normally find in one of the Ascended. 


Then again, most Ascended didn't interact with anyone and thus 
neatly avoided any stressful situations. 


... And she was stuck in a physical body again because they would 
undoubtedly be busy with each other and Akitsu for the foreseeable 
future. Lovely. 


An unspecified amount of time later. 


Naruto twisted his head to one side and then the other, his spine 
letting out loud cracking sounds with the motion. "Finally, | was 
seriously starting to think that this day would never end." 


"It was unusually tiresome." Xanna agreed, sprawling in her throne 
and looking about ready to take a nap then and there. 


Neither one of them were physically tired, but they'd been sitting on 
their thrones and dealing with various issues for practically the whole 
day. Despite having established a working governmental 
infrastructure of sorts, it was still far from self sufficient and often 
needed input from them, not to mention that some people insisted on 
dealing with them directly even when there was no need for it. 


They'd even needed to get a secretary to organize a schedule for 
them. Naruto struggled against himself mightily not to seduce her out 
of sheer principle. The woman was happily married and he didn't 
want to screw it up for her, he had some standards. 


Speaking of off limits secretaries, Naruto spotted her approaching 
right then and by the uncomfortable expression on her face, he could 
already tell that he wasn't going to like what she had to say. 


"What is it Hoshi?" Naruto asked when she came close enough, not 
bothering to straighten up from his lazy slouch. 


Dark haired and dark eyed, Hoshi came from the same culture as 
Setsuna and felt the same sense of obligation towards them that 
most of her people did. Probably had something to do with their 
overdeveloped sense of honor. 


"Heika," She began, addressing both of them. "one of the city guard 
is here to speak with you." 


"Can it wait until tomorrow?" Xanna asked boredly, obviously not in 
the mood to deal with anything else this day. 


"He claims that it is important." Hoshi answered. 


"But is it actually important, or is he just claiming that it is?" Naruto 
asked. 


Hoshi hesitated a bit before answering "I could not say." 
Xanna snorted at the evasive answer that basically meant she 
wasn't sure but didn't want to make a judgement on the matter. 
"Fine, bring him in." 


The guard walked in, but he was not alone. Oddly enough, he was 
prodding along two other men, both of which looked very nervous. 


"SO, what's the problem?" Naruto asked, sounding incredibly 
disinterested. He was already daydreaming of how great a bath and 


massage would feel right now. 


The guard apparently didn't notice the bored tone and spoke firmly. 
"My lord, my lady. | discovered these two deviants having sexual 
relations... with each other !" 


Naruto groaned loudly and face palmed forcefully enough to make 
the sound echo across the throne room. 


"| told you it was going to happen." Xanna said, her previous 
boredom replaced by cheerfulness. 


"| thought for sure that people would know better after seeing the 
way we act." Naruto continued to groan. 


"You are too optimistic." 


The guard was by this point puffing his chest out proudly, while the 
other two men were breaking into cold sweat. 


At long last, Naruto sighed and turned to look at the guard. "Do tell 
how you discovered this." 


Somewhat confused as to why this was important, the guard began 
to explain. "I saw them acting strangely when they walked past my 
post, holding hands and such. | discreetly followed them and saw 
them kissing and disrobing as soon as they arrived at one of their 
homes." 


"So to summarize." Xanna said while Naruto was busy pinching the 
bridge of his nose. "You abandoned your post in order to follow two 
adults to their home and spy on them." 


"W-Well yes, but..." The guard blustered, thrown off by this new slant 
on events. 


"Then you trespassed into their home and aprehended them without 
due cause." Naruto continued, having finally stopped looking 
obviously exasperated. 


"But I..." The guard trailed off, getting the feeling that he may have 
badly misjudged the situation. 


"That was very unyouthful of you." Naruto spoke over him. "Wouldn't 
you say?" 


This time it was the guard who broke out into a cold sweat, his mind 
frantically trying to find an answer that wouldn't result in having to 
run around in a suit of skintight, eyegougingly green spandex. 


Xanna shook her head and stood up. "I'm going to take a bath, 
handle this quickly and join me husband." 


"Report to me three hours before sunrise tomorrow morning." Naruto 
told the guard, now grinning menacingly. "We're going to kindle your 
Flames of Youth into a roaring inferno!" 


The unfortunate guard looked as if someone had killed his favorite 
dog as he trudged out of the throne room, already resolving to never 
again assume that the Emperor and/or Empress would disapprove of 
something. 


When the guard had left, Naruto sighed and muttered to himself 
inaudibly about people wasting his time. 


"Um, your majesty, what about us?" 


The hesitant question halted his exit and he looked at the nervous 
gay couple that apparently didn't know if they could leave or not. 


"What about you?" The horned man asked, slightly puzzled. "You 
haven't done anything, you're free to go." 


"You mean you don't care that we..." One of them trailed off, unsure 
if he should finish that sentence. 


"You couldn't make us care about your sex life if you tried." Naruto 
said flatly, speaking for both himself and Xanna. If they'd been two 
women, he might have made some saucy comments, but since it 


was two men there was absolutely nothing of interest for him going 
on there. 


"Thank you your majesty!" They chorused, happy and relieved and 
then quickly left. 


Naruto rolled his eyes behind their backs and muttered under his 
breath as he went to join his wife. "Morons, what the hell are you 
thanking me for? Not giving a shit? Why don't you go thank those 
cats we stole from Bastet then, they don't give a shit if you like to 
swordfight with your dicks either... | need to stop talking to myself." 


More time passes. 


Akitsu smiled to herself slightly as she carefully dragged the brush 
over the canvas. It was turning out to be her best work so far and 
she already felt proud of it even if it wasn't done yet. 


Naruto and Xanna were often busy and she didn't want to bother 
them, but she had admittedly been terribly bored when one of them 
wasn't around to spend time with. She was glad that Xanna had 
gotten her to reveal this little hobby, even if it had been scary and 
embarrassing at the time. 


"It seems you will soon be finished with that one." 


Akitsu wasn't startled by the sudden voice, even though there had 
been nobody there as far as she knew. She had never been one to 
startle easily and it was hardly the first time that she had failed to 
detect one of her two favorite people approaching her. 


"Ah... yes, a few more days." She answered while Xanna sat down 
next to her. 


"You've been getting up quite early lately for the sake of this 
painting." The horned woman commented lightly and let off a small 


chuckle. "I've had to deal with Naruto's early morning lust all by 
myself.” 


"Sorry." Akitsu said, nibbling on her lower lip. She knew that Xanna 
had no problem dealing with that particular issue alone and she 
wasn't actually sorry for making her do it. She was more sorry to be 
missing the fun, but she really wanted to finish this painting. 


"Will you be giving this one away as well?" 


Akitsu had taken to giving away her various works some time ago. 
Naruto and Xanna never made any effort to exclude her from various 
conversations on how to encourage further progress even though 
she didn't really have anything to contribute most of the time. One 
day she had thought that maybe someone would be inspired to 
make their own art if they saw hers. 


Oma had been there too and had encouraged it, claiming that the 
development of art was an important cultural milestone. Xanna had 
liked it too and from then on most of her work had started being 
displayed for all to see. Anonymously though, because she didn't 
want the attention. 


"No... not this one." 


"Oh? What is so special about this one?" Xanna questioned 
curiously and peered at the canvas. 


It was a very well made painting of a sunrise over a distant mountain 
that was visible from the balcony they were currently on. No doubt 
the reason for Akitsu's recent early mornings was to catch the exact 
moment it happened and capture it in as much detail as possible 
while it happened. 


"A gift. For you and Naruto." She said simply, adding another bit of 
color to the nearly finished painting. 


"A gift hmm?" Xanna said musingly. 


They received gifts fairly often these days, but most of the time it 
was by someone or other that wanted something in return, their 
kinder disposition if nothing else. It was one of the perils of being ina 
position of rule, she knew. 


But Akitsu had no such ideas in mind, she just wanted to give them 
something. She was sweet like that. 


"You are getting old Akitsu." She continued, seemingly out of the 
blue. 


Akitsu put down her brush and looked at her hands, noting once 
again that they were not as soft as they used to be. As a Sekirei, she 
didn't look as old as she actually was, nor was she suffering from 
any infirmities yet, but it was bound to happen eventually. Her light 
brown hair now sported the occasional grey strand and there were 
some wrinkles on her face. Her prodigiously large breasts, having 
long defied gravity, also seemed to be getting tired of the struggle bit 
by bit. 


Neither Naruto nor Xanna had ever mentioned these things, but 
Akitsu had been perfectly aware of them from the very first wrinkle 
and grey hair. She had done her best to pay it no mind and simply 
enjoy what she had, but no matter how cute she acted because it 
invariably drew Naruto's attention, there was no denying the fact that 
she wasn't a beautiful young woman in her prime anymore. 


"Yes." She replied simply and waited to see what would happen next. 


She wasn't going to fall apart at the fear that she might be cast aside 
as she might have done years ago. Despite the miserable start of it, 
her life had turned out far better than expected. She had never 
gotten the Ashikabi that she had wanted so desperately, but she had 
gotten something far better instead. 


She would have been content just to have someone who wanted her 
for something, anything at all. The many years of happiness she'd 
gotten instead were more than she had once been able to imagine. 


Naruto would never send her away, this she knew. Xanna might 
though, in which case Akitsu Knew what she would do. She could 
not, and more importantly would not, go back to that lonely 
existence. Her life had been happy and she'd had a long time to 
think of what courses for it were acceptable to her. 


Losing Naruto and Xanna was not acceptable. 


"How is it that you have never asked us to restore your youth?" 
Xanna asked. 


"It does not matter to me." Akitsu replied honestly. 


"Is that so?" Xanna prodded rhetorically even though she had 
suspected that to be the case, reaching out to the unfinished painting 
with her hand, as if to touch it. 


Akitsu saw the clawed digits going for her latest work, Knowing that 
they would easily cut through the canvas or smudge the still wet 
paint. She'd put a lot of work into that painting and didn't want it to be 
damaged. 


"Don't touch." The Ice Sekirei chided, gently slapping the hand aside 
before it could reach the canvas. It was not the first time that the 
horned woman had done something like this to provoke a response 
from her. 


"Have you truly never wished to be young again?" The horned 
woman asked, pretending that nothing had happened just now. 
"Naruto would not have denied you if you had asked you know." 


Indeed, he had been waiting for it for some time and had started 
becoming confused as to why she wouldn't ask. He had eventually 
deduced that Akitsu simply didn't care about her own appearance, 
but he had still expected her to ask for it, if for no other reason than 
to look pretty for them. 


"He seems to like old ladies." Akitsu replied in the toneless voice she 
had perfected long ago. Naruto had once called it her poker voice. 


Xanna grinned in amusement as she caught the light barb aimed at 
her own age. Akitsu could be pretty cheeky outside the bedroom. 
"And what if | told you that you are beginning to become unattractive 
to us." 


"I am yours." Akitsu said with the self assured certainty of someone 
that has their life entirely figured out. "If you liked me better when | 
looked young, then make me young again." 


Xanna hummed to herself and then laid a hand on the Ice Sekirei's 
cheek, taking away the years until she looked to be twenty again. 
"There we go, you will be staying with us for a while yet." 


Akitsu smiled as she felt her youth returning, happy that she would 
have more time to spend with them. Then it faded as she 
remembered an unvoiced thought from years ago. 


"Ah... | do have one request." She said, some of her hesitant 
manner returning now that she had to ask for something. 


"Do tell." Xanna was honestly curious what the request would be. 
Akitsu had never really asked for anything in the entire time that she 
had been with them. Nothing of any significance at any rate. 


"If you ever get tired of me... could you please kill me in my sleep?" 


For a few moments, Xanna was genuinely surprised by the odd 
request, but it quickly made sense. Akitsu had no fear of death, 
knowing full well that there were many worse things than dying that 
could happen to a person. Being left behind was one such thing for 
the Ice Sekirei. 


"If you wish." The horned woman agreed. It was a simple request 
and perfectly understandable considering what kind of person Akitsu 


was. "To have such clarity of mind... you've grown up quite a lot from 
the broken girl you used to be, haven't you?" 


"Ah... | had to, or mistress would punish me even more." The Ice 
Sekirei said with a bashful submissiviness that masterfully concealed 
the giddy elation bubbling inside her. She was going to have this 
happiness to the very end with no chance of ever losing it! Life was 
perfect. 


Xanna arched a lazy eyebrow over at the other woman and snorted 
lightly, amused at the deliberately misleading wording. "I was 
intending to make you sweat at the idea of abandonment, but you 
went and ruined my fun by being so composed." 


"Mistress is cruel." Akitsu said to herself, nodding happily. 


"If you are attempting to manipulate me into making tonight more 
‘interesting’, you are not succeeding." Xanna stated with a sniff. 


"Mistress is cruel." Akitsu repeated with the exact same tone and 
happy nod. 


A pure white eyebrow twitched slightly. Akitsu was not normally so 
cheeky, but she was apparently in a tremendously good mood due to 
the implicit knowledge that they wanted to keep her around for at 
least a while longer. 


"Perhaps | should give you a break then?" Xanna mused out loud, 
seemingly speaking to herself. "Allow you to recover from satisfying 
mine and Naruto's dark lust?" 


Akitsu frowned almost imperceptibly. She loved it when they used 
her to satisfy the aforementioned dark lust. After so many years of 
almost nightly sexual ecstasy, being abruptly cut off from sex would 
be torture. 


Determined to put an end to any such ideas, Akitsu reached over 
and firmly pinched the other woman's nipples, sending a shock of 


frigid energy into them at the same time. 


Taken genuinely off guard by the move, Xanna yelped and toppled 
backwards with far less dignity than was normal for her. 


"Akitsu..." The horned woman growled darkly as she picked herself 
off the ground, staring at the absurdly innocent face of the Ice 
Sekirei. 


Akitsu quickly walked back into the palace, letting out a muffled 
giggle as she went. She had to go pinch Naruto's nipples next. 


For a minute, Xanna simply stared contemplatively after her, 
wondering where that had just come from. For the entire time that 
the Ice Sekirei had been with them, she had been perfectly 
respectful. Though time had given her the confidence to be a bit 
cheeky sometimes, she had never done anything even remotely as 
bold as that nipple pinch just now. That was more like something that 
Naruto would have done. 


"So that is how it is?" She finally chuckled to herself in realization. 
"When all fear of death has passed, all that remains is the joy of life." 


With the assurance that she would die happily in her sleep, Akitsu 
had nothing left to be afraid of. She could allow herself to be as 
cheeky as she wanted, completely secure in the knowledge that 
everything would turn out alright. 


"I've gotten soft." Xanna muttered to herself as she made her own 
way back into the palace. 


Before falling in love with Naruto, she would have killed Akitsu for 
that stunt... not to mention that she would have gotten bored of her a 
long time ago. She would also have had gladiator pits by now, where 
she would get to watch those stupid enough to break her laws kill 
each other for her amusement. 


But then she would also have been alone and probably bored out of 
her mind already, so maybe going a bit soft wasn't so bad. 


Hop, time skip and jump. 


"Soon we will embark through the Chappa’ai and do battle against 
the Jaffa of Apophis, enemy to our lord Cronus!" A Goa'uld was 
saying. 


He was dressed in greek style armor, complete with leather tassels 
flapping from the bottom of his breastplate and a helmet with a flashy 
black plume sticking out of it, the type that the commander of a 
Spartan military unit might wear. His host was a fairly tall white man 
with dark black hair and grey eyes, with a goatee fashioned in a style 
that probably made him look aggressive even when he wasn't. 


This was Ares, formerly an underling to Zeus and now and underling 
to Cronus. Having finally gained some measure of favor from 
Cronus, he had been assigned to lead attacks through the stargate 
into the territory of Apophis. A task that he felt himself well suited for, 
as infantry strategies were his forte. At the moment, he was just 
giving a speech to the warriors that would soon fight and die in his 
name, knowing that morale was an important factor in attaining 
victory. 


The Jaffa stood taller and had a fire in their eyes at the thought that 
they would fight at the side of a god. They were determined to 
demonstrate their worth or die trying. 


Ares of course had no actual intention of doing any fighting, unless 
you counted standing behind them and shouting orders as fighting. 


"It's pretty sad how easy it is to manipulate these guys." 


Off to the side and slightly behind the Goa'uld, a group of much 
harder to impress people was lounging, unseen and unheard. 


"Do you not do the same thing?" Oma asked pointendly, arms 
crossed and leaning into the backrest of the comfortable couch that 
Xanna had conjured for them. 


"That doesn't make it any less sad now does it?" Naruto retorted, 
craning his neck to look at her. It was a bit awkward since his head 
was sitting in Akitsu's lap. 


He was going to say something else but Akitsu stuffed a handful of 
grapes into his mouth at that exact moment, forcing him to either 
chew or choke. 


"You are supposed to feed them to him one at a time." Xanna said 
from next to her with obvious amusement as Naruto struggled to 
chew without making a huge mess of himself. 


"Ah... | see." Akitsu acknowledged and started putting more grapes 
into his mouth one at a time. 


The only problem was that she was doing it much too fast, not even 
giving him time to properly chew one before another was already 
being stuffed into his mouth. 


"Slow down... or don't, this is actually rather amusing to watch." 
Xanna said next, watching as her husband chewed furiously in an 
effort to outpace Akitsu's hands. 


Blinking, the Ice Sekirei did slow down, though she was confused. 
Both Naruto and Xanna tended to eat like a pack of starving wolves 
at the best of times, so this sudden inclination to eat something 
slowly made no sense to her. 


"What are we doing here?" Oma asked with a sigh, sitting on 
Xanna's other side. 


"At the moment we appear to be watching that pompous windbag 
blow hot air." Xanna summarized, waving her hand at Ares, who had 


by now taken to pacing in front of the Jaffa while he continued with 
his little speech. 


"Yes, but why? " Oma pressed. "And why are we dressed in togas 
like the philosophers of Terra's Ancient Greece?" 


Indeed, all four of them were dressed in white togas, with Akitsu and 
Oma having the addition of sandals, while Naruto and Xanna 
remained as barefoot as ever. 


It was Naruto who answered her, having finally managed to swallow 
the grapes. "The togas and the grape feeding thing is to blend in, we 
are on a Greece based Goa'uld planet after all. Get with the 
program." 


"| find it strange that you know so much about which civilizations 
thrived on Terra thousands of years ago." Oma commented, clearly 
insinuating that she wanted to know how this was possible. 


She just didn't want to directly ask how it was possible, because that 
would only get her a ‘fuck you, that's how". 


"As for why we are watching this guy make an ass of himself..." 
Naruto continued as if she hadn't spoken. "We're going to play some 
pranks on him." 


Oma simply stared at him, obviously wanting to know why exactly 
they had come halfway across the galaxy just to play a few practical 
jokes on a minor Goa'uld. 


"Because you need to have some fun and this will be fun." Naruto 
explained as if she had actually verbalized the question. 


Oma simply sighed and closed her eyes. "I will not participate in this 
childish behavior." 


"Ugh, will you just drop the ‘enlightened higher being’ crap for a while 
and enjoy yourself?!" He said with a note of frustration in his voice, 


tossing a grape at her forehead. 


Oma jerked slightly at the impact and opened her eyes but did not 
otherwise react to having fruit thrown at her. "By humiliating 
someone else?" 


"Yes!" Naruto confirmed, glad that she understood. 
"| see nothing entertaining about that." She replied calmly. 


Even if it was a Goa'uld that had done countless evil things during 
his lifetime, she didn't understand how humiliating him was going to 
accomplish anything. Naruto and Xanna already planned on toppling 
their empire and killing them, what was the use in adding insult to 
injury? She simply didn't see what was so amusing about that. 


"Truly?" Xanna asked dubiously. "Do you not find his egotistical 
rambling annoying?" 


Oma frowned. Sure, she would prefer not to listen to Ares waxing 
eloquent about how they would 'sweep away the warriors of the 
enemy in a storm of fire’, but that alone didn't give her any sudden 
urges to humiliate him. 


She wasn't even going to mention that the Goa'uld wasn't the only 
person with an overly large ego present. 


"Maybe a little demonstration first?" Naruto asked rhetorically. 
"Akitsu, if you would." 


The Ice Sekirei stopped feeding him grapes and focused. They had 
told her to make it subtle and non-damaging, so she was quite 
limited in what she could do, but there were a few things. 


A super slippery patch of ice formed under Ares' foot on one of his 
passes, making it slide forward uncontrollably. 


Surprised, the Goa'uld instinctively pinwheeled his arms as he tried 
to catch his balance. He did manage it quickly, as the ice patch had 


been very small, but the damage was done. 


The Jaffa looked stunned that a 'god' could have such a mundane 
thing happen to him, so stunned that they didn't let out a peep. 


Ares composed himself quickly, glaring around to see if anyone was 
laughing at him and then glaring at the ground to see what had 
caused him to slip when he saw that nobody was. The ice had been 
disposed of by then of course, so he didn't find anything. 


Akitsu giggled a bit. 


"See?!" Naruto demanded, staring at Oma intensely. "Wasn't that 
funny?" 


"No." She answered instantly. 


"Just think about it!" He continued to demand. "He's claiming to be a 
god, but a little ice patch nearly causes him to have a pratfall, and 
everyone knows that pratfalls are proof of mortality." 


Oma just sighed and looked away. It wasn't that she didn't 
understand what he was getting at, but it really wasn't that funny to 
her. 


"You should try it." Xanna said idly. 


"Try it, try it, try it, try it!" Naruto started chanting, with Akitsu joining 
in soon after. 


Xanna had no intention of being so ridiculous, but she did stare at 
the ascended woman with a look that practically screamed 'do it!’. It 
could have also been saying ‘I'm going to eat your babies’, but that 
was a hazard of having creepy looking eyes. 


"Alright, | will do it, just stop yelling!" She cried out with exasperation. 
Honestly, they were worse than children. 


Naruto and Akitsu lowered their chanting to a whisper, while Xanna 
placed a hand on Oma's neck and made some alterations to the 
body she was inhabiting. 


"| have granted you the power of psychokinesis, unleash it upon that 
worm." She said sinisterly. 


Oma took a deep breath, holding tight control over the power she 
now wielded. It was greater than what she was capable of in an 
ascended state and massive overkill for the purposes of this little 
prank. She had a feeling that the horned woman was hoping she 
would crush the Goa'uld into oblivion instead of just causing him a 
little humiliation. 


"Do it, do it, do it." Naruto and Akitsu continued to chant in a whisper, 
though the Sekirei looked as if she was just having fun by joining 
Naruto in on the activity rather than any real desire to see Oma do 
something. 


Oma was glad for having prior experience with such powers, 
otherwise she would have almost certainly already lost control of it 
and devastated the area. With great care, she created a small area 
of solidity in front of the Goa'uld's foot as he paced, causing him to 
trip. 


Unlike the last time, there was no salvaging the situation and he fell 
forward. He managed to catch himself on his hands to prevent an 
outright faceplant into the ground, but to the Jaffa it had no doubt 
looked as if he had tripped over thin air. 


There was less shock this time, as something similar had happened 
not long before, but there was a definite undertone of confusion, 
surprise and even some amusement. 


"Who did that?!" Ares demanded, certain that someone had tripped 
him. 


"Uh oh, looks like he's resorting to blaming others for his own 
clumsiness, not very godlike that." Naruto commented with a snicker. 


"You! It was you who tripped me!" He snarled right into the face of an 
unfortunate Jaffa that just happened to be at the spot where Oma 
had placed her little psychic tripwire. "You will die for this insolence!" 


"See now what your pranks have accomplished?" Oma asked 
scathingly, gesturing to the angry Goa'uld that was already raising 
his kara kesh to painfully execute the completely innocent Jaffa. 


"What are you talking about woman?" Naruto asked back just as 
scathingly. "You can crush him like a bug, you still have the 
psychokinesis Xanna gave you." 


Oma hesitated. It was true, she did have the power, but millenia of 
being unable to interfere stayed her hand. She had no time to think 
of the consequences of such an act, no time to consider what would 
happen if this unimportant Goa'uld was inexplicably killed. 


And that wasn't even considering the fact that the other Ascended 
weren't likely to distinguish whether she had used her own powers or 
not. They had been looking for an excuse to punish her ever since 
she had begun associating with Naruto and Xanna and she couldn't 
be certain whether the two extra dimensional visitors would protect 
her. 


Having too many things to think about and no time to do it, Oma 
froze in indecision. 


Snorting at her hesitation, Naruto dragged a claw through the air, 
suddenly making Ares' pants drop around his ankles. 


"It's literally impossible to claim godhood with your junk flapping." He 
asserted with authority, grinning widely as the Goa'uld tried in vain to 
pull his pants back up. There were even a few titters of laughter from 
the Jaffa as Ares started shuffling away, awkwardly holding his 
slashed pants around his waist with both hands. 


"No it isn't," Xanna refuted. "you've done it before." 


"True." Akitsu agreed instantly. "But your penis is much better, very 
godlike." 


"That's the nicest thing that anyone has ever said about my penis 
Akitsu. You're such a sweetheart." Naruto said, smiling up at the Ice 
Sekirei from where she had his head in her lap. 


"Enough about your penis, the prey is escaping." Xanna said and 
continued before he could feign outrage at the notion that there 
could ever be enough about his penis. "Allow me to show you the 
true measure of divinity." 


As soon as she finished her sentence, Ares froze in his humiliated 
shuffling escape and began to radiate a palpable aura of horror. 
Mere moments later, the pants slipped down, revealing that his 
bowels were blasting out an impressive spray of runny fecal matter. 


"Nobody can claim to be a god for so long as they need to take a 
shit." Xanna declared with the finality of a death knell. 


There was a moment of silence before Naruto started howling with 
laughter, needing to sit up or risk injuring Akitsu by accident. The 
Sekirei was a bit disappointed that he didn't have his head in her lap 
anymore, but he was leaning into her as he laughed, which was also 
very nice. Xanna looked very smugly self satisfied and Oma was 
simply face palming at the immaturity of it all. 


Ares did eventually manage to get away, covered in shit and 
humiliated beyond anything he had imagined was possible. 


Among the Jaffa, silence reigned as they held on to their warrior 
stoicism. Then someone snorted and a crack was made in the wall, 
Causing ever more people to start laughing. 


Needless to say, the planned attack on Apophis was cancelled. 


Word of this incident soon reached Cronus, but it was too late to 
contain it. Enraged, Cronus killed his underling for bringing this 
humiliation down on the Goa'uld as a whole. 


Unfortunately for him, this proved unwise as it caused wild rumors to 
spread that Ares had shat himself to death, causing serious damage 
to the image of Goa'uld divinity. 


Things did eventually calm down and stabilize, but the Goa'uld had 
to do some fast talking by saying that they inhabited mortal bodies 
and were thus still subject to mortal concerns. 


Cronus went to immense lenghts to cover up the entire dirty incident 
and eventually succeeded in shrouding what exactly had happened 
with a multitude of conflicting rumors. 


And it all happened because Naruto had gotten annoyed by Oma's 
all business attitude whenever she turned up. How was he supposed 
to corrupt her if she was so damn stiff all the time? 


The years continued to pass and Naruto continued to raid Goa'uld 
planets, sometimes raiding the same ones multiple times when the 
Goa'uld relocated slaves from other planets. He only ran across the 
Tok'ra once or twice more but paid them little mind aside from 
sparing their lives instead of killing them. 


Predictably, this caused no end of rage for the System Lords and 
they continued to try tracking him down in various ways. All of those 
ways failed because Naruto and Xanna didn't play even remotely fair 
on that score. They might be refraining from using the vast majority 
of their power in other ways, but they had no such compunction 
when it came to keeping things secret. Going to open war against 
the Goa'uld at this point wouldn't be any fun. 


There was another race out there that was not as limited as the 
Goa'uld however, and this race also caught wind of Naruto's 
activities and became intrigued by what was going on. While the 


snakes had to rely on a somewhat haphazard way of gathering 
intelligence, this more advanced species was capable of accessing 
the memory of the stargates and simply looking up the addresses of 
the last few outgoing wormholes. 


After that, it was simplicity itself to cross reference which of those 
addresses belonged to known Goa'uld worlds and calculate the 
position of the target planet. 


In short order, an Asgard starship appeared in the Planetary System 
where Erius was located and parked itself in high orbit after 
determining that there were no traces of advanced sensors present 
anywhere in the system. 


Here goes chapter eight. 


We've skipped ahead by a considerable number of years by 
now, but the next one will also probably continue the trend of 
mostly disconnected time skips to just give a general idea of 
what's going on through the years. 


Till next time. 


Chapter 9 


Review Responses: 


Several people have had questions about exactly how much 
time has passed or what the education/technological level is. 
I've been keeping these things purposefully vague because it's 
really hard to give a timeline for something like that and I don't 
want to lock myself into anything by going too fast or too slow. 


A couple of others have also mentioned that it is odd for some 
Goa'uld planets to have a Greek culture when the Goa'uld were 
ousted from Earth before those cultures even developed. 


I am well aware of that. It's a huge plot hule, but it is 
unfortunately a canon plot hole and | can't write something that 
makes more sense unless I want to rewrite huge portions of the 
Stargate canon. That would be annoying in a big way later on, 
so I'm just rolling with it. 


| have a feeling that there was something else | was supposed 
to answer, but I can't for the life of me remember what it was. Ah 
well, when in doubt, ignore it. 


Thor, Supreme Commander of the Asgard Fleet was... intrigued. 
He hadn't known what to expect from this planet, but this was not it. 


For one, the population of the planet below him(named Erius 
according to his databanks), was smaller than he had thought it 
would be, numbering at just under two million. That was an 
astonishingly low number for a civilization that was willing to make 
enemies of the Goa'uld. Stranger still, the large variety of skin 
pigmentations they sported clearly indicated that much of this 
number had come from the raiding that had brought him here in the 


first place, which meant that the population had been absurdly tiny 
when the whole thing had started. 


Even stranger, they were very technologically primitive. Too primitive 
to have managed to strike at the Goa'uld so effectively and for so 
long without detection. Too primitive to have even learned how to 
work the stargate really. 


This was the point that intrigued Thor so much actually. He observed 
several instances of Goa'uld technology being used in an almost 
cavalier fashion, as if was not at all odd for an agrarian society to 
have plasma and disruptor weaponry. Soldiers trained their accuracy 
with zat'nik'tel disruptors while others nearby trained with blades, a 
most bizzare juxtaposition. Even stranger had been the sight of a 
soldier helping a group of farmers clear land with a ma'tok staff 
weapon. 


Certainly a new use for the weapon. 


Clearly those in power were not concerning themselves with 
hoarding the advanced weaponry they had no doubt looted from the 
Goa'uld, nor were they bothering to keep up the lie about there being 
anything magical about the technology. It was the only thing that 
could explain such widespread usage of it. 


They were hoarding other things though. Near the stargate, his 
ship's sensors had detected a large building full of raw naquadah 
ore, discarded suits of Jaffa armor, the cut up remains of ship hulls 
and various other odds and ends that they had no immediate use for. 


There was only one item on the entire planet that could have been 
used to cut those hulls apart and it left Thor baffled. 


Judging by it's dimensions it was a curved sword sharpened to a 
mono-molecular edge. It was in the possession of a female soldier, 
obviously a ranking officer of some sort based on her positioning in 
front of the others. But that didn't make any sense, as the sword 
itself seemed to be made of a fairly unremarkable steel alloy. Any 


blade sharpened so finely would become easily damaged unless the 
material it was made of was of incredible durability, yet this was not 
the case. According to his sensors, the blade was in pristine 
condition, as if newly made. In fact, it was so perfect that Thor 
doubted if even the Asgard could have managed to do it any better. 


How such a weapon could have been made on a planet where they 
still used hammers, tongs and anvils to shape metal was beyond his 
understanding. He supposed that it could have been apropriated 
elsewhere, but then how was it maintained? 


There were also several other things that did not add up in his mind. 
Though primitive, there were signs of rapid development. Too rapid. 


Left to their own devices, humans tended to advance very slowly at 
first, but once it gained momentum, it would continue getting faster. 
This would also bring about a more reasonable and mature outlook 
on the world, form which would follow advancement in social 
structure. 


What he saw here was a good example of a human culture that had 
just barely started advancing technologically, but had too many 
characteristics of a more socially advanced civilization to be natural. 


Societies at this level of development should have seen children as 
free labor, yet he clearly saw them going to what were no doubt 
schools, which could only mean that education was compulsory. 
That was a trait that belonged to a far more advanced society. 


The previously mentioned army was of mixed gender, which was 
also abnormal for societies at this level of development. 


Many also had naquadah in their bloodstream as if they had once 
been Goa'uld hosts, but their numbers were far too great for that. 


There was not a single temple or other place of worship anywhere 
on the planet, which was unheard of. Low tech civilizations always 
used the divine as an explanation for things they did not understand 


and this often persisted for millenia. To Thor's knowledge the only 
four races to have ever completely rid themselves of religion were 
the members of the Great Alliance that had disintegrated long ago, 
the Furlings, the Nox, the Alterans and the Asgard themselves. And 
Thor was not even certain about the Furlings because they had been 
a very mysterious race. 


The Alterans had done so after a terrible schism had split their 
people in half, one half fanatically religous and the other half utterly 
atheist. The non religious half had then abandoned their home 
galaxy to avoid fighting their own people and settled in this galaxy. 


The second oldest race, the Nox, had always been very spiritual but 
also pacifistic in the extreme. The belief in nature spirits they had 
once cultivated had faded away into insignificance, leaving only an 
abiding respect for all life. As far as Thor knew, not a single Nox had 
committed an act of violence for As long as the Asgard had known 
them. 


As previously stated, the Furlings had been mysterious and 
reclusive, volunteering extremely little information even to their allies. 
The other three races had not pressed them out of respect for their 
preferences. It was simply assumed that they were very private and 
did not like outsiders to know things about them. They had worked 
together on some projects, but never learned much about them until 
one day, the Furlings had simply vanished without a trace. 


The most pragmatic of the four by a wide margin, what little religion 
had persisted among the Asgard had withered to nothing before they 
had even left the atmosphere of their homeworld for the first time. 


Keeping all this in mind, it was no wonder that Thor had blinked in 
confusion when he hadn't been able to find a single religious edifice 
anywhere on the planet. 


All of this together could only mean that someone was artificially 
guiding the development of the humans on this planet and had no 
doubt been conducting those raids to speed things even further. 


Allin all it was more than enough for Thor to recommend continued 
observation at least through a cloaked probe, perhaps evena 
dedicated science vessel if there were any Asgard interested in 
studying this strange culture. 


Thor had been just about to leave when his ship's computer helpfully 
informed him of a local space-time disturbance occuring right behind 
him, followed by another notification of two unknown lifesigns having 
appeared once it had passed. 


Surprised but not truly frightened, he slowly turned around to see 
who had managed to invade his ship so easily. 


The two horned and innately threatening looking individuals were like 
no species that Thor had ever heard of and he rapidly analysed their 
appearance before saying anything. 


Their resemblence to the basic human form was rather startling at 
first. The bipedal form was common for sentients, but it was not often 
so very similar to another species unless there were extenuating 
circumstances. 


Both had sharp and powerful looking fangs that were easily seen 
due to their grins. A clear sign of a land based carnivorous or 
omnivorous ancestor, corroborated by their slit irises and clawed 
hands. However, this assumption was disputed by the fact that their 
jaws were obviously capable of lateral movement, which was a clear 
sign of a herbivorous or frugivorous ancestor, as well as the lack of 
claws on their feet. 


Paradoxical. 


Horns were far more likely to evolve in a herbivorous than any other 
species and served no purpose for bipedal sentients, which meant 
that they should have been vestigial at best. Yet these horns were 
anything but, jutting out of their heads a considerable distance and 
looking quite powerful. 


Perhaps the strangest of all, the female had ten massive tails 
writhing behind her. This made the least amount of sense out of 
everything. Why would the female have tails and the male would 
not? How could that many tails even grow from a single tailbone and 
what purpose does it serve to have so many? The female was 
hairless with the exception of her head, so why were the tails so 
furry? Dark skin meant a large concentration of skin pigmentation, 
which would have ensured similarly dark hair. Why then were her 
hair and tail fur white? 


These and many other things went through Thor's head in rapid 
succession before he deemed that he was running out of time and 
needed to say something. He wasn't certain if the way they were 
baring their teeth at him was a smile as it would be for humans or if it 
was a threat as it would be for a carnivorous animal. Hopefully it was 
the former, because if it was the latter, then he was most likely going 
to die, which he would prefer not to do. 


"Greetings." He said in the same language as he had detected being 
used on the planet. The Asgard could learn languages very quickly 
and the ship's translation software would be able to compensate for 
any mistakes. 


Naruto and Xanna exchanged amused glances and replied. 
"Greetings Asgardian." 


They had known of this particular race but had not put any effort into 
learning too much about them, preferring to make their own 
conclusions in an inevitable face to face meeting. 


At about 120 centimeters(or four feet if you prefer) tall, their visitor 
was the single most unimposing adult individual either of them had 
ever met. Hairless, toothless, naked, grey and looking frail enough 
that a strong wind would break him in half. The only thing even 
vaguely imposing about him was the large, solid black eyes and the 
disproportionately huge head that presumably housed an equally 
large brain. 


The ship apparently had only one crew member, which could only 
mean that it was almost entirely automated. Interesting, though still 
strange. Space was dangerous enough that travelling through it 
alone seemed stupid. 


"You know of us?" Thor asked, surprised even if he did not show it 
save for a slight narrowing of his eyes. 


"We would have your name before we speak any further." Xanna 
said. 


"Lam Thor, Supreme Commander of the Asgard Fleet." The 
Asgardian introduced himself in the bland monotone that was 
characteristic of his species. 


"Oh my, what an impressive title." Naruto commented lightly, taking a 
walk around the tiny being to get a better look at him. 


Thor looked so terribly frail that Naruto felt sorry for him on principle 
alone. Withered and obviously weak limbs, fingers with no strength 
to them, atrophied musculate and bones that were probably just as 
frail as the flesh. He had to wonder how any species could be so 
physically weak and still survive. The care Thor took when he moved 
could only mean that he was just as weak as he looked. 


"Lam Xanna and this is my husband Naruto Uzumaki. We are the 
God-Empress and God-Emperor of the planet below you." Xanna 
said. 


Thor once again narrowed his eyes slightly in thought. Asgard were 
not given to humor, so the irony of Naruto calling his title impressive 
while being a 'God-Emperor' merely passed through his mind as a 
footnote. It made the lack of religious structures on the planet even 
stranger though. 


Thor was uncertain what to say next. He had not come here 
prepared for first contact and he did not have enough information in 


any case. Lacking anything else to say, he decided to ask a niggling 
question. 


"How did you get on my ship?" 


"Fuck you, that's how.” Naruto said rather absently as he continued 
to look over the tiny alien. 


Thor blinked at the response, having not expected to be shut out so 
firmly. 


Abrasive response to probing question. Unlikely to give out 
information without reason. He noted to himself. 


Then Naruto sniffed curiously at his head. 


Superior sense of smell. Behavior reminiscent of a curious animal 
encountering something new. He continued to note to himself. 


Then Xanna approached as well and ran her fingers across Thor's 
shiny hairless head. 


No respect for personal space . Thor once more noted. 


"Such cold and dry skin you have." Xanna said to herself, rubbing 
her fingers together to get rid of the unpleasant feeling. 


"Does your neck ever hurt from carrying that big head around?" 
Naruto suddenly asked, staring at Thor's spindly neck. 


"Yes." The Asgardian answered blandly, taking no offense at what 
might have been considered a rude question for a different species. 
Though he did note that they did not seem to be concerned about 
the fact that he had been effectively spying on them. 


"Interesting." The horned man said and continued his inspection. 


"Is your body even capable of self healing." Xanna asked next, 
contemplating the merits of cutting open a wound on Thor's shoulder 


with one of her claws. She wondered what color his blood was. 


"No." They had lost what little natural self-regenerative ability they'd 
once had a long time ago. 


"You said your name was Thor right?" Naruto asked rhetorically. 
"Any relation to the Viking god Thor of Earth?" 


"That myth is based on my presence there centuries ago." 


Awareness of Earth and its mythology. Possible connection to 
Judeo-Christian adversary figure based on appearance. Thor knew 
that the figure of Satan was originally based on the Goa'uld Sokar, 
but he could not ignore the fact that Naruto's appearance fit 
extremely well into that position. Only his distinctly Japanese name 
and easygoing manner separated him from it. 


"Nice." Naruto complimented. 


"So, why were you hovering in orbit around our planet?" Xanna 
asked, settling herself in Thor's control chair without permission. 


Behavior inconsistent with mythological figure. No mention of female. 
Further investigation warranted. 


"The Asgard protect several human worlds in this galaxy from the 
Goa'uld. | learned of your raids on Goa'uld planets and decided to 
investigate." Thor answered blandly and turned back to the nearby 
console. Moving about the control interface stone, he had the matter- 
energy constructor create a simple paper sheet with over twenty 
stargate addresses on it. "These planets are our protectorates, we 
keep them safe from the Goa'uld so that they may progress at their 
own pace. | would ask that you not attempt to relocate the people on 
them." 


He was unphased by the horned woman's choice of seating as he 
handed her the list. The controls would only work for an Asgardian. 


Of course, he did not know that Xanna could probably interface with 
the ship's computer and force it to obey her. Though if she could do 
it without frying it was another matter. 


"How do you poop?" Naruto interjected randomly, far more interested 
in the answer to this than he was in the reasons for being spied on. 
He couldn't find Thor's asshole anywhere! 


"We eat only blocks of easily digested compact nutrients and have 
no need for waste disposal." 


"Ha, you hear that Xanna!" Naruto crowed gleefully. "You're going to 
have to adjust your measure of divinity again." 


"So it seems." She replied with a frown. 


"Now for the all important question." Naruto said seriously, eyes 
narrowed grimly. "Where are you hiding your genitals? Do they just 
pop out of somewhere when you have sex?" 


"The Asgard transfer their consciousness from one clone body to 
another and have thus attained a measure of immortality. We no 
longer reproduce or engage in sexual intercourse and have lost our 
reproductive organs a long time ago." Thor answered, as bland as 
ever. 


Naruto stared at the little grey alien in horror for a long few seconds 
before he suddenly released an aggrieved howl. "HOW COULD 
THIS HAPPEN!?" 


Thor stared in bafflement as the enormous horned man braced 
himself against the computer console as if his legs would no longer 
support him, apparently shaking from the force of the emotions he 
was experiencing. 


"Why?! WHY?!" He wailed in sorrow. 


"Please refrain from weeping on the console." Thor said blandly. 


Xanna snorted at his tone. Clearly Thor was not impressed by her 
husbands hysterics. 


"| feel... so sorry... for you." Naruto sniffled, kneeling down to give 
the poor little guy a hug, oblivious to the fact that Thor was not nearly 
as upset about this as he was. Or at all for that matter. 


Preoccupation with sexual activity. The Asgardian noted to himself 
again. There would no doubt be scientists who would want to know 
these things. 


"If you wish, | will advise my government to stay away from this world 
in the future." Thor said to Xanna, completely ignoring the big man 
that was still hugging him. Clearly the woman was the more 
reasonable of the two. 


Regardless of their claims of divinity, Thor had seen no signs of the 
same sort of oppression that the Goa'uld perpetrated against 
humans. Indeed, they were accelerating their development greatly 
and it was no concern of the Asgard if they wished to do so. They did 
what they could to protect a few human worlds from the Goa'uld in 
memory of the Alterans and their legacy, not enforce a zero 
interference policy. 


"That would be best." She said. "I will not be spied upon." 


Thor did not move much, but his general manner implied his 
acquiescence. "I will transport you back to your planet." 


"Wait a minute!" Naruto said seriously, leaning away to look Thor 
dead in the eye. "I can't allow you to go on like this. Nobody 
deserves to have their nuts shrivel off... except those who do, but 
you seem like a good guy, protecting people like that and Thor was 
supposed to be a good guy if | remember my mythology correctly." 


"What are you doing husband?" Xanna asked with some 
exasperation. Naruto seemed all set to go off on one of his impulsive 
actions. 


"Nothing much." He responded, focusing on Thor's body. 


It was... bad. A lot of his genetic code was seriously degenerated 
and his organs were barely functioning. In fact, if it were not fora 
multitude of medical nanites keeping him together, he wouldn't even 
be alive right now and even that was barely doing the job. 


But he could fix this. 


Not particularly worried about the consequences, he flooded the tiny 
alien's body with healing energy and rejuvenating life force, 
reactivating long since shriveled genes and revitalizing his organs. 


Thor gasped in true shock for the first time in millenia, able to feel 
the life flooding into his body. He groaned in both pain and 
discomfort as his body changed, but could tell even then that 
something incredibly good was happening to him, so he did not fight. 
Not that he could have. 


Eventually it was over and Thor collapsed to his knees, gulping down 
deep breaths into oxygen starved lungs, already amazed that he 
even could breathe so deeply. Stumbling onto his feet, he rather 
numbly noticed that he was a lot taller than he remembered being, 
reaching almost up to Naruto's chest instead of just below his waist. 


His clones had not been so tall in aeons, each one having been just 
a little more degenerated than the last until all that was left was that 
weak, diminutive body. 


"I'm surprised at how similar our genitals are." Naruto commented, 
staring at Thor's now dangling junk. 


Thor instinctively looked down, being deeply uncertain what to think 
about having that again. He had no sex drive whatsoever, nor 
anyone to use it on even if he had, but strange as it may seem, it 
represent hope for the future of the Asgard. 


Even the healing powers of the Alterans would not have been able to 
help them. How was it possible that he had been restored so easily? 


With an act of will, Thor gathered his scattered faculties and focused 
on the matter at hand, no matter how unbelievable this sudden turn 
of good fortune was. An immense service had been done to the 
Asgard just now, no matter for how flippant seeming a reason, and 
this needed to be addressed. 


"The Asgard have for a long time tried in vain to reverse the genetic 
degradation caused by our cloning." He began, his own voice 
sounding strange to him now. "What you have done here will give us 
hope for the restoration of our people. How can the Asgard repay 
this debt?" 


He doubted that his fellow members of the High Council would object 
to him speaking for their entire species in this case. They had known 
just as he had that the lifespan of their race could at the most 
optimistic be measured in centuries and that was not long at all fora 
race that had traveled the stars for over a million years. 


Naruto scratched at his face, unsure of how to answer that. He had 
done the whole thing on impulse to be honest and had no idea what 
he could ask for in return. Their technology was nice and all and it 
would probably be fun to play with, but it would be ultimately useless 
until the humans they ruled got a little further along with their 
knowledge base. 


Xanna reached the same conclusion, but she also saw an 
Opportunity. "Nothing for now. Our people still need time to grow 
before you could do anything for us. Consider your debt held in 
abeyance until they are ready." 


Thor was surprised. He had honestly expected them to ask for 
advanced technologies or military aid and there would have been no 
choice for the Asgard but to comply. In exchange for the continued 
survival of their kind, something like that would have been more than 
fair and honor would have demanded nothing less for such a service 


done to them. It was refreshing to meet a ruler who understood the 
value of patience, most would not have hesitated to take instant 
advantage of the opportunity. 


"Your speak wisely." Thor replied and manipulated the controls to 
fabricate a communication device. "This will allow you to contact me, 
do so if you need anything or when you deem your people ready." 


Xanna took the half-egg shaped device, looking at it curiously and 
seeing that it had no obvious buttons or anything else. 


"You need merely speak into it while holding it." Thor elaborated. 
"Cool." Naruto commented, also looking at the strange thingy. 


"| must go now." The Asgardian said. "I will transport you back to 
your planet." 


There was no answer and he didn't expect one since it was not 
Asgard custom to say goodbye. He was however puzzled when the 
transporter array was unable to lock onto anything. A quick check of 
the sensors revealed that they were already back on the planet, 
inside a large palace that had for some reason been invisible to his 
sensors earlier. 


How interesting. 


Without another word, Thor directed his ship away from the planet 
and swiftly jumped into hyperspace, blasting towards the Asgard 
homeworld at maximum speed. 


"That was a great thing you did for the Asgard." Oma commented 
approvingly when they reappeared back in the palace, having been 
watching. 


"Yeah, how did they get like that anyway?" Naruto asked, a little 
perplexed. 


"Generation after generation of cloning themselves in an effort to 
defeat death." Oma answered, feeling sad for their old allies. She 
had lived out her life in the Pegasus galaxy and had never seen an 
Asgard before her ascension, but knew them to be a great people, 
as evidenced by their continued protection of humans in this galaxy. 
For all their pragmatism, they had a strong sense of duty and ethics. 


Their greatest flaw perhaps was their striving for eternal life through 
science, which had led to their current predicament. There had been 
some among the Ascended who had wanted to help the Asgard, but 
the law of non-inteference had always prevented it. 


"So... they just started cloning themselves and stopped having 
kids?" 


"Yes, they knew that if their people lived forever, they could not 
continue having children. Eventually, their genetic degradation made 
certain that they were unable even if they wished to." 


"You see, this is why fucking is important and a disinterest in it is 
dangerous." Naruto stated smugly. 


"If you say so Naruto." She replied with a sigh. She refused to be 
drawn into an argument about sex. He tried to start those far too 
often. 


"Well, I'm off to do something that I've wanted to do ever since I've 
heard Thor's name." He called out, already leaving. 


Oma's sense of Naruto inspired foreboding flared up again. "What 
are you going to do?" 


"I'm going to melt some faces!" 


"What?" Oma was baffled. She did not believe he meant that literally, 
but what kind of euphemism could that possibly be? 


Thor made good time on his return to the Asgard homeworld of 
Othala, in the galaxy of Ida and wasted no time in informing his 
fellow members of the High Council of what had transpired. 


They had listened carefully and did not interrupted to ask questions 
in spite of their surprise at his restored appearance. 


In the end, they all agreed unanimously that a debt was owed, to be 
repayed at some undetermined time in the future as per their wishes. 
Thor was to be sent to the Asgard geneticist Heimdall, to see if his 
restored body could hold they key to their degenerating genome. 


Thor had known this would be the case and accepted it without 
issue. An undetermined length of time spent being examined by the 
uncharacteristically excitable Asgard was a negligible price to pay for 
the salvation of their race. Eventually, he would likely be transferred 
to a new clone body while his current, restored one was examined 
with more invasive methods. What Naruto had done was not an 
instant solution to all their troubles, but it gave them a lot more to 
work with than they'd ever had. 


Before that could happen though, they received a report about a 
localized space-time disturbance occuring nearby on the planet. 


Bringing up a holographic screen, they observed the slight distortion 
in the air as it disgorged the familiar horned figure of Naruto. 


The only difference was that he was now sporting a tremendous 
beard that was woven into thick braids which reached nearly to his 
waist, and his upper body was completely bare. 


"To be capable of intergalactic travel without any obvious use of 
technology... even the Ancients could not have managed sucha 
feat." Penegal, one of the High Council said in the warbling language 
of the Asgard, using one of the other names for the Alterans. 


They and the Nox were the only races that the Asgard knew of that 
had progressed far enough in their evolution to use metaphysical 


powers, teleportation among them. Though it had been short ranged 
in their case. 


"| do not believe they are a product of evolution." Thor stated, having 
had some time to consider his strange benefactors. The numerous 
inconsistencies in their appearance precluded the chance of it being 
a natural evolution. 


There was already a large crowd of curious Asgard looking at the 
visitor. The crowd had started gathering when Thor had transported 
himself to the planet, having learned of his restoration. The Asgard 
government had not bothered to hide anything from the public in a 
very long time, trusting in their innate sense of reason. 


Many had come to see the restored form of their Supreme 
Commander, obviously hopeful for a solution to their grim fate. Now 
those curious onlookers were gazing at the one who had appeared 
out of thin air, wondering what this was about. 


"Asgardians! Are you ready... to have your faces melted?!" Naruto 
bellowed, creating a raised stage out of thin air. 


The Asgardians backed off warily at the words, though they were 
also intrigued at seeing the stage appear without any technological 
aid. 


"| was inspired to do this after hearing the name of the Supreme 
Commander of your fleet." Naruto explained loudly enough for 
everyone to hear, creating several clones to handle the positions of 
drummer, guitarist, bass guitarist and so forth. The casual self- 
replication startled the Asgard badly. 


"Lets do this!" 


At his words, the clones with instruments starting playing the 
instruments, belting out an aggressive tune. 


Back in the council chamber, the various council members looked to 
Thor for an explanation on this strange behavior. "He came here to 
play music?" 


Thor had no explanation to give them. This made as much sense to 
him as it did to them, which was none at all. 


He was spared from saying anything when the skies went dark with 
looming thunderclouds and Naruto started to sing, loudly bellowing 


out the lyrics of the song that had been going through his head ever 
since Thor had introduced himself. 


There comes Fenris' twin 

His jaws are open wide 

The serpent rises from the waves 
Jormungandr twists and turns 
Mighty in his wrath 

The eyes are full of primal hate 


"The weather control arrays are not responding." Another council 
member said, not sounding overly concerned. 


Thor! Odin's son 
Protector of Mankind 
Ride to meet your fate 
Your destiny awaits 
Thor! Hl6dyn's son 


Protector of Mankind 


Ride to meet your fate 
Ragnarok awaits 


Realization filled them as they heard this part of the strangely 
aggressive song. It was obviously based on the Earth myth of Thor, 
in his persona as the Thunder God. 


Vingtor rise to face 

The snake with hammer high 

At the edge of the world 

Bolts of lightning fills the air 

as Mjölnir does its work 

the dreadfull serpent roars in pain 

In time with the lyrics, bolts of lightning did indeed fill the air. Though 
they didn't strike the ground, but rather simply illuminated the dark 
clouds from within. By this time, Naruto had also started swinging his 
head around, making his long hair and newly grown beard fly all over 
the place. 

Thor! Odin's son 

Protector of Mankind 

Ride to meet your fate 

Your destiny awaits 

Thor! Hlédyn's son 


Protector of Mankind 


Ride to meet your fate 


Ragnarok awaits 

Mighty Thor grips the snake 
Firmly by its tongue 

Lifts his hammer high to strike 
Soon his work is done 
Vingtor sends the giant snake 
Bleeding to the depths 
Twilight of the Thunder God 
Ragnarök awaits 

Twilight of the Thunder God 
Twilight of the Thunder God 
Twilight of the Thunder God 
Twilight of the Thunder God 
Thor! Odin's son 

Protector of Mankind 

Ride to meet your fate 

Your destiny awaits 

Thor! Hlddyn's son 

Protector of Mankind 


Ride to meet your fate 


Ragnarok awaits 


As Naruto finished the song, only baffled silence remained, the 
Asgard having never heard anything even remotely similar. 


"Damn, tough crowd." He muttered to himself, feeling oddly 
disappointed that a bunch of aliens who had masqueraded as Viking 
gods weren't into metal. 


"Anyway, I'll be going now. Stay awesome!" And with that, a giant 
lightning bolt struck the stage, leaving behind only a scorch mark 
and nothing else. 


Back in the council chamber, the same baffled silence reigned for 
some time, before the Chief Archon of the council summed up their 
Opinions on the whole event with a short sentence. 


"What a strange man." 


Yet another time skip of unspecified magnitude. 


"Akitsu-sama, is this truly necessary?" Setsuna asked uncomfortably 
from where she was standing. 


Akitsu was also uncomfortable, but in her case it was because of the 
deferential way that the other woman insisted on addressing her. It 
felt weird to have people deferring to her. 


"Yes, for historical record. Naruto and Xanna insisted." She 
asnwered quietly. 


"Well if the Emperor and Empress insisted..." Setsuna trailed off, no 
more comfortable than before but resigned to it. 


The reason for her discomfort was the portrait that Akitsu was 
currently making of her. Setsuna was simply not comfortable having 
a painting of her made. 


She had been honored when the Emperor had asked her if she 
would like to have her life extended so as to be able to fight for him 
longer, but this was a bit much. It simply didn't sit right with her to 
have such a big deal made of her. She was content to simply serve 
the Empire in silence and having a big portrait made of her felt like 
bragging. 


Sighing, she tried not to think about it and just hoped that it would be 
over with soon. She did not really see how this would benefit the 
Empire, but then, she was just a soldier, not a stateswoman. 


Akitsu easily saw how uncomfortable this was making Setsuna and 
didn't have the heart to tell her that Xanna was also considering 
having likenesess of high profile people made in the form of statues. 
There was a skilled sculptor currently alive and he had already made 
an impression with some of his work. 


Time Skip no Jutstu! 

Naruto glared irritably at the pile of reports, their contents had beena 
source of irritation to him for several years already and all his 
attempts to turn the situation around had had only minimal impact. 

"I told you it wouldn't work." 


And then there was his wife rubbing his face in it. 


The issue of the day was prostitution and all the problems it dragged 
along. 


If Naruto were a dumber man, he would have made prostitution 
illegal, but he knew from experience that this wouldn't solve the 
problem, only make it more hush hush and worsen it in the process. 


Not that he had a problem with prostitution itself. He saw nothing 
wrong with the selling of fucking. No, his problem lay in the fact that 


there was a lot of abuse and exploitation going on there despite his 
best efforts. 


His and Xanna's uncaring attitude towards homosexuality had 
inevitably caused a lot of openness there, so now he also had a 
smaller amount of male prostitutes to worry about aside from the 
considerably larger female one. 


He had tried a lot of things to direct those people elsewhere and had 
mostly failed, because there were some people that enjoyed 
coasting through life by selling their bodies for easy money, not to 
mention those that went into it for stranger reasons. That in and of 
itself wouldn't have been a problem if it weren't for the almost 
constant stream of would-be pimps trying to make a whole enterprise 
out of it, which he was absolutely not going to allow. 


His latest attempt had been to offer incentives and subsidies to 
prostitutes if they wanted to get out of that life, but that had backfired 
rather badly when even more people had gone into the oldest 
profession to take advantage of those benefits. 


In short, he was glaring at the reports because he was stumped on 
the issue. Even if he wasn't restricting the use of his powers, he 
couldn't see what he could do with them. This wasn't something that 
could be solved with force, shockingly enough. 


"This is a battle you will not win husband." Xanna said, her tone 
gentler now instead of mocking as it had been before. She knew this 
was genuinely bothering him due to his odd soft spot for prostitutes. 
"Prostitution has been a simple fact of life in every culture | have 
ever seen and nobody has ever managed to do away with it." 


"| wonder if Oma knows a way." Naruto mused. 


"Doubtful." Xanna snorted. "As | understand it, her people did not 
even use money as such during her lifetime, so prostitution could not 
have existed in this form." 


Naruto grunted in agreement, briefly considering the idea of pulling a 
Soviet Russia and trying to make communism work before 
dismissing it as unworkable, at least at the moment. It might work 
with a considerably higher technological base, but right now it would 
be disastrous to try implementing something like that. 


So, if he couldn't get people to stop whoring themselves out, how 
was he supposed to regulate the whole thing to make it more friendly 
to the prostitutes themselves? 


After a minute of thinking about it, a wry smile crossed Naruto's face. 
This was going to be another weird approach to a problem. In other 
words, the usual way he did things. 


"Xanna dearest, how do you think | would do as a pimp?" 


"You'd be terrible at it. No doubt you would spend more time keeping 
all the girls to yourself rather than finding customers." She said 
instantly. 


"Probably." Naruto agreed. 


"You are not seriously considering becoming a pimp are you?" She 
said suspiciously. 


"The Pimp Emperor. It has a ring to it, wouldn't you say? | could call 
myself Big-E." 


"Your skull is going to have a ring to it if you try to spread that 
ridiculous title around." Xanna warned. 


"Fine, but I'm still going to take control of the entire prostitution 
thing." He replied a bit sullenly. Being known as the Pimp Emperor 
sounded hilarious to him. "If | can't get rid of prostitution, then I'm 
going to turn it into a classy profession." 


"You are hopeless." She said with an eyeroll. How exactly he thought 
to make the act of renting one's genitals and orifices for the pleasure 


of strangers classy was beyond her, but she was interested in seeing 
him try it. It would probably be amusing if nothing else. 


You must gather your party before venturing forth... wait, that has 
nothing to do with time skips, yet a time skip it Is. 


"... with that settled, our next issue..." 


Naruto leaned back into the couch with a sigh and stared at the 
ceiling, wondering when the hell it would finally be over. 


What a drag this was. He knew that it was necessary, but listening to 
people drone on about the various issues facing the Empire made 
him feel more exhausted than a two week sexathon. 


No wonder old man Sarutobi had always looked halfway to a 
vegetative state if he had to listen to this kind of drivel all the time. 


He wasn't even entirely sure if he knew the name of half the people 
in the room. The only one that he was really familiar with was Te'lok, 
who had gotten roped into politics now that he was too old to keep 
fighting. He had changed a great deal from the spry and 
(relatively)young Jaffa he was when they'd first met him. Nowadays, 
he was an old man with a completely white beard and similarly white 
hair that he kept short. Despite his age, he didn't let go of his pride 
and continued to keep in shape even though he was having more 
and more difficulty with it. 


Naruto knew that he missed his youth and even felt a small bit of 
jealousy towards Setsuna, who was as young as ever thanks to him. 
Still, Te'lok did not resent either him or Setsuna for it. He knew full 
well that Setsuna's youth was conditional to her not having children 
and the old Jaffa wouldn't trade his kids, grand kids, great grand kids 
or great great grand kids for anything. 


He was drawn out of his thoughts when Akitsu wiggled her butt, 
clearly displeased that he had stopped massaging it. She was laid 


out on her stomach across his legs, reading a book while he 
kneaded her backside and her own feet bent at the knees so that 
they stuck upwards. 


Without a word he restarted the rubbing and was rewarded by a 
content sigh from the Ice Sekirei. Ah, but she was just too cute. 


"Naruto, are you even listening?" 


His wife's sharp voice brought him out of the pleasant thoughts on 
Akitsu's cute little butt and back into the pit of infinite despair that 
was more commonly known as ‘day to day politics’. Naruto had 
always felt that a name like that was far too mild and misleading in 
the extreme. 


"Uh, yeah sure. We were talking about education reforms and stuff." 
He said confidently. 


"Yes we were, but we stopped ten minutes ago in favor of other 
things." Xanna said sarcastically. 


"| guess | wasn't listening after all." Naruto concluded, getting a few 
chuckles from the others in the room. Those others being the highest 
ranking members of the government beneath them. 


Xanna sighed and sank further back into her own seat. Naruto had 
pushed forward the idea of having these meetings with their 
underlings in a more comfortable setting instead of the formal one 
she had wanted, which was why there was so much comfortable 
furniture in the meeting room. It had made the meetings less stiff. 


Unfortunately, it also made Naruto zone out faster when he got 
bored, something that invariably happened when these things 
dragged on. The current meeting being a case in point. 


Truth be told, Xanna was impressed that he managed to stay 
focused for as long as he did. Naruto had always been more of an 
anarchist or agent of chaos than he had been a lawmaker. He could 


function within the system if he had to or if it suited him, but he 
wouldn't think twice of trampling all over it if he could get away with 
it. Being the one in charge of the system took some getting used to. 


She had been much the same once, and it had taken a very long 
time before she was able to adapt to working within a system without 
constantly having the urge to destroy it. 


"Bad Emperor, very irresponsible." Akitsu chimed, having apparently 
been listening in while she read her book. 


Xanna chuckled at the cheeky Sekirei's comment. 


Naruto just scowled and playfully slapped her rear end. "You're one 
to talk, you've got no responsibilities at all!" 


He realized that he might have just made a mistake when the Ice 
Sekirei let out small yelp that was almost unbearably sexy. That 
wasn't going to make it any easier to keep his mind on the meeting. 


"You can play with her later Naruto, we are almost done anyway." 
Xanna said before that could go any further and before she could get 
tempted to blow the whole thing off herself as well. 


Taking a deep breath and then exhaling gustily, Naruto nodded. 
"Alright, I'll pay attention. So, what else do we have to deal with?" 


Akitsu pouted and wiggled her butt again. If he wasn't going to spank 
her anymore then she wanted him to rub it at least. 


"| have only one more issue to raise." Te'lok spoke, his voice 
creaking with age, but his eyes amused as he looked at Naruto's 
relieved expression. He knew better than most how the horned 
man's patience was eroded by politics. He understood perfectly, as 
he was intending to retire from it himself very soon. 


"Those warriors who have lived to an old age are restless." He said 
bluntly. "Due to our superior training, preparation and equipment, as 


well as careful choice of targets, our losses on the raids against the 
Goa'uld have been negligible. This has resulted in many old warriors 
however, old warriors that do not know how to live when their limbs 
fail them and their teeth fall out." 


"| agree with master Te'lok." A woman in her late thirties added. She 
was in charge of the treasury. "The amount of elderly we have area 
drain on the Empire as a whole, most of them serve no more useful 
purpose and their care is a considerable drain on our resources. 
Perhaps if we implemented a tax on their pensions..." 


Te'lok's face darkened with anger. That was not what he had been 
trying to say and that viper of a woman had hijacked his argument 
for her own ends. The idea of giving those too old to continue 
working a periodic pension had been shocking to him at first, but he 
saw the reason for it now. Additional taxing on the elderly would only 
worsen the problem he had been highlighting. 


"Denied." Naruto and Xanna said together in the same dismissive 
tone. 


"The benefits of such a thing would be minimal unless the tax itself 
was unreasonably high and rampant poverty would be more 
damaging to our economy than some old people." Xanna continued, 
making a note to investigate the woman and see if she should 
perhaps be dismissed from service. It would not be the first time that 
such a thing had to be done, not everyone was suited for work in the 
government after all. 


Meanwhile, Naruto was thinking about what Te'lok had said. Would 
he have been able to live as an old man? With limbs that shook with 
effort for the most mundane tasks and fingers that couldn't close into 
a fist anymore? Would he have been able to live with himself if he 
had to wake up three times a night just to take a piss? 


Shaking his head, he realized that the answer was a definite and 
empathic 'no'. He would have rather skewered himself on his own 
sword. 


The solution to the problem of old people seemed simple when that 
was considered. 


"We're going to start up an institution that will offer an easy and 
painless death for those who want it." He stated, as if it was already 
decided. And it was really, because he was the Emperor and Xanna 
was unlikely to object. 


"Many will see such a thing as a cowardly act." Te'lok cautioned, 
knowing full well how warriors tended to see suicide. 


"| am certain that we can spin it in a positive way and besides, it is 
not as if anyone will be forced into making use of this service." 
Xanna said, already liking the idea. 


During her first tenure as Empress, she had also run into the 
problem of redundant old people and tried to solve it with the heavy 
handed approach of simply killing them after they reached a certain 
age. That had not ended well. 


But if they could get them to kill themselves... well, nobody could 
complain about that now could they? 


The length of the following time skip was lost in the mists of... time. 


Xanna smirked mockingly at Naruto's constipated expression, feeling 
very amused. 


She was currently laying on her back with her feet resting on 
Naruto's shoulders and his member buried inside her. 


Deciding to make it worse, she clenched her pelvic muscles and 
twisted her hips. "What's wrong husband? Is it... hard? " 


His answering growl and glare were fueled entirely by frustrated lust 
and he seemed all set to start thrusting into her wildly. 


"Stop moving." 


Xanna smirked wider at Akitsu's scolding tone and Naruto's even 
more constipated expression. 


The cause of the present situation was an idea that had arisen ina 
conversation some time ago, the idea of making a book that detailed 
all the ways that one could have fun during sex. Basically a remake 
of the Kama Sutra, though their book would be better if Xanna had 
anything to say about it. 


Naruto had been enthusiastic about the idea and Akitsu had wanted 
to illustrate it, hence her telling them to stop moving so that she 
could do it. 


Naruto had lost a great deal of his enthusiasm when he realized that 
there would be less sex and more staying still and refraining from 
having sex while Akitsu drew them. 


Not able to quite help herself, Xanna started rhythmically clenching 
and unclenching around him. 


Naruto groaned at the feeling of having her inner walls stroking him. 


A small ice block smacked into the side of his head. "I told you to 
stop moving master, you are making it take longer." 


He turned to the side to give Akitsu a look of annoyed incredulity. "If 
you're going to tell me what to do, then you could at least stop calling 
me 'master'." 


Akitsu's manner instantly turned submissive and shy. "Ah... Akitsu 
couldn't do that, it wouldn't be right." 


Naruto's incredulity increased at her blush and the under-the-lashes 
look she was giving him, complete with shoulder wiggle for added 
cuteness. "You're talking in third person now?!" 


Xanna chuckled, bringing his attention back to her with another twist 
of her hips. "How do you like it? I've had her practicing that look for a 
bit of roleplay." 


At this point Naruto was seriously considering just blowing off the 
damn illustration. It simply couldn't be worth it. 


It must have shown on his face, because Xanna waste no time 
shutting the idea down. "Ah ah ah, none of that now. Calm down and 
tell me what you thought of Akitsu's new look, then stay still while 
she draws us." 


"It was adorably sexy." He growled out, grabbing her by the ankles 
so hard that it would have powdered anyone else's bones. 


Xanna merely smirked and made a mocking kissing motion, enjoying 
every moment of his torment. 


"Don't worry Naruto, we should be done with this book in another 
hundred or so positions." Akitsu said consolingly, even using his 
name for a change. 


Naruto groaned. His balls were going to burst, then they were going 
to regenerate and burst again. A hundred positions might take as 
long as a full year to get through, depending on how much time they 
devoted to it, but it was going to be hell either way. 


"Don't forget the BDSM edition." Xanna reminded cheerfully, smirk 
nearly splitting her face in half at the horrified look her husband was 
suddenly sporting. 


"And the threesome edition." Akitsu chirped helpfully. Naruto's 
ongoing and mostly successful efforts to bring all forms of 
prostitution under his control would no doubt be able to provide a 
pretty woman that was willing to participate. 


"And the BDSM threesome edition." 


"You are an evil, heartless monster." Naruto said despairingly, almost 
losing his erection at the sheer amount of blue balls he had to look 
forward to in the future. Sure, every time an illustration was finished, 
it resulted in sex and an incredible feeling of relief when he was 
finally able to empty his nuts, but he could really do without the hours 
of frustration beforehand. 


"Oh beloved, you say such sweet things." Xanna moaned lustily, 
grinning at the return of his constipated look. He was just too easy. 


The final time skip of the chapter. 


Naruto hummed to himself in consideration as he strolled across yet 
another Goa'uld world, this one belonging to Ra. 


"I smell a Tok'ra." He stated to himself. 


He couldn't actually smell any Tok'ra yet, but he was certain that he 
would soon. The Jaffa on the planet had acted quite erratically, as if 
they were being commanded by a complete buffoon. Far from 
impossible considering how stupid the average Goa'uld was, but he 
was betting that it was a deliberate action to make it easier for him to 
win the day. 


Almost absently, he fried the small Goa'uld camera equivalent that 
was aimed at the gate from a nearby hidey hole. Really now, if that 
hadn't worked so far, why did they think it suddenly would? 


They had tried a slew of things ranging from spies, hidden cameras 
and booby traps to stop him. Nirrti had even put a biological weapon 
of mass destruction on one of her worlds for him to find. He'd been 
almost impressed by that. 


Faster than normally thanks to the suspected Tok'ra, the slave 
extraction and looting began. They'd all be back home in time for 
dinner. 


In the distance, he saw a man with a distinctly Goa'uld-ish lack of 
fashion sense being escorted towards him. He must have 
surrendered instantly or else they would have killed him. Definitely a 
Tok'ra then. 


"Called it." Naruto muttered to himself. 


The host was an young Egyptian looking man, no doubt all the better 
to fit in with Ra's faction. He gave a short bow in greeting when he 
came to a comfortable talking distance. 


"Greetings Emperor, | am Cordesh of the Tok'ra." 


"Yo." Naruto returned lackadaisically. "We'll send you home as soon 
as we're done stealing everything, same as always." 


"| am to extend an invitation for you to meet with the Tok'ra High 
Council." Cordesh said formally. 


Naruto sighed at their persistence. Seriously, every single Tok'ra he'd 
come across so far had extended that invitation. "We've been over 
this already. Nothing against you guys, but you're a security risk. If | 
tell you the address to our stargate and some of our people decide to 
become Tok'ra hosts, it won't be long before the Goa'uld find out and 
that would be just plain annoying. There's no need to waste anyone's 
time with meetings until we declare ourselves openly and the 
address to our planet isn't a big damn secret anymore." 


"We understand and that is not what this is about. The council 
wishes to ask for your aid in attacking one of Ra's holdings." The 
Tok'ra operative replied. 


Now Naruto was interested. Attacking poorly defended Goa'uld 
worlds had gotten old quite a while ago, but this sounded exciting. 


"Hmm... maybe | won't be home in time for dinner." He said, much to 
the bafflement of Cordesh. 


Thar we go, a rather fast update cuz | was bored as fuck this 
past week. Well that, and | also had the chapter more or less 
figured out already by the time | posted the last one. 


It's a bit shorter than normal, but I really didn't have anywhere 
else to end it. The next one will theoretically be a good deal 
longer. Theoretically. 


EDIT: Apparently | forgot to mention that the song is "Twilight of 
the Thunder God" by Amon Amarth (Sabaton has also done a 
good cover). Disclaimer bla bla, don't own shit bla bla. 


Chapter 10 


| don't think I've got any responses to give this time that | didn't 
give out through PM's already. Hopefully all the questions | 
haven't answered were plot related ones, which I never answer 
anyway. 


Anyway, here is the next chapter. | hope you find it to your 
liking. 


After all the slaves were evacuated and all the loot was looted, 
Naruto followed Cordesh to the super secret Tok'ra hideout. 


In fact, the base was so super secret that Cordesh didn't even let 
him see the symbols for the gate. Naruto could have told him that 
something like that wasn't going to stop him from finding the base if 
he really wanted to, but he'd let the Tok'ra feel special for a while 
longer. 


Amusingly enough, the gawking looks from the other Tok'ra they 
passed on the way seemed to be even gawkier than the last time. 


Cordesh eventually led him to a large cavern in the Tok'ra 
underground crystal tunnel system that smelled newly made and 
asked him to wait while he informed the council. 


Naruto got bored of examining the room quite quick, since there was 
nothing of any interest in it except a table and tables weren't 
particularly interesting. Well, except for the fact that they were 
obviously using that table as a subtle mind game to make it clear 
who was in charge. They'd stand behind the table while he stood 
exposed in the middle of the room, creating the illusion of strength. 


Well, if that's how they were going to be, then Naruto was going to 
play games too. 


It was beyond easy to make the crystal form an ostentatious, 
elevated throne that would let him look down on them even while he 
was seated. Once it was finished, he settled himself into it with his 
best imperious look; leaned into the backrest, head high, one arm on 
the armrest and the other braced on the Kusanagi's hilt while its 
sheathed point rested on the ground. 


The members of the Tok'ra High Council that were present on this 
particular base walked in not much later and were visibly shocked by 
his majestic presence. Or it could just have been the presence of the 
new chair. Either way, they stopped to gape and caused a rather 
humorous traffic jam at the entrance. 


"Please, come in and seat yourselves." He invited magnanimously, 
his generous hospitality ruined only by the fact that he did not 
actually own the place. 


Not giving them any time to react, he willed some more chairs to rise 
from the ground. 


And by chairs, he meant stools. Shiny stools made of crystal, but still 
stools. 


"How are you doing this?" One of the newly arrived Tok'ra asked in 
wonder, her host a very pretty young woman of possibly Persian 
descent. Adding to her general attractive appearance was the fact 
that unlike the other Tok'ra that wore modest clothing, she was 
wearing a rather tight dress made of some kind of synthetic leather 
with a plunging neckline and a skirt that cut off at mid thigh. 


"I'm a god." Naruto answered with a grin. He hadn't been expecting 
eye candy on this trip. 


They were clearly aggravated by his response as they slowly filed 
into the room, pointedly ignoring the stools he'd made for them. 
Naruto couldn't blame them, he wouldn't have sat on one of those 
either. They were practically designed to make you look like a child. 


"Well, are you going to introduce yourselves or should | guess your 
names?" He prompted. 


All of them except the previously noted eye candy scowled slightly at 
the way he had hijacked control of the situation. The as of yet 
unnamed eye candy was busy trying to divine the secret of how he'd 
made those stools. 


"I am Garshaw, Grand Councilor of the Tok'ra." The most irritated 
looking of the Tok'ra introduced herself, her host a woman in her late 
middle ages with dirty blond hair. 


"You have already met Thoran." She gestured to her side, indicating 
a dark skinned man. 


"Nice tan, you used to be really pale." Naruto snickered. 


Thoran glowered, no doubt irritated by his flippant attitude to the 
death of his previous host. 


"This is Ren‘al." Garshaw went on with as much dignity as she could 
muster, indicating a rather plain woman with asiatic features. 


"And this is Anise," She continued, now pointing out the eye candy. 
"who, while not a member of the council, is here to provide important 
information." 


"And what is the name of her pretty host?" Naruto asked, idly 
spinning the Kusanagi under his palm. 


They all gained pinched expressions at his question. The fact that he 
wanted to know the name of only the most attractive female host 
made the cause of his interest as clear as if he had had his tongue 
hanging out of his mouth. 


"I am Roksana." Anise's host said challengingly, apparently taking 
control just to introduce herself. 


Naruto grinned widely at the almost angry gleam of her hazel eyes. 
This was the first time he'd come across a Tok'ra where the host was 
more forceful than the symbiote. 


"Now you | like ." He purred. "If you ever get bored of the Tok'ra, I'd 
be more than happy to take you with me." 


Roksana clearly wasn't sure how to respond to this and Garshaw 
took the opportunity to interject before things could get derailed any 
further. 


"If we could focus on the reason for which we asked you to meet 
us...?" 


"| don't know, | think I'd rather like to focus on the most interesting 
person in the room." Naruto responded, refusing to be sidestracked 
from his sidetracking and went back to talking to Roksana. "Did you 
know that your name means 'star of magnificence’? It suits you." 


"I, ah, thank you Emperor." She replied with a slight stutter and the 
barest hints of a blush which only made him grin wider. Tough girl 
that got flustered by unexpected compliments, probably didn't get 
many with how stiff these Tok'ra were. Fun stuff. 


"None of that now, just call me Naruto.” 


"We asked you here because we find ourselves in a situation where 
your aid would be invaluable." Garshaw jumped in again, wanting to 
get to the point and to interrupt the disturbingly effective attempt to 
seduce Roksana. 


A long time had passed since he had first met Zarin and his 
reputation in the galaxy had grown truly monstrous since then. Many 
Jaffa thought him an insatiable demon that was driven to devour all 
life until none remained in the galaxy, the lack of any solid 
information only made him more frightening. 


The Goa'uld were still as angered by his actions as ever, but they 
were also fearful due to their complete failure to get even the barest 
shred of information on him that he didn't leave himself. 


It was difficult to keep in mind that Zarin's report described him as an 
aggravating, playful pervert that proclaimed himself a god but 
seemed more concerned with his sexual prowess than his supposed 
divinity. 


"Is that so?" He asked with a blandness worthy of an Asgard, leaning 
the Kusanagi against the newly made throne so that he could rest 
his head on a fist, the very picture of bored disinterest. 


"Yes." Thoran said, ignoring his tone and demenour. He was also 
ignoring the absurd compulsion to start talking quickly before the 
horned man lost interest completely and decided to leave. No doubt 
it was caused by his elevated position, giving the impression that 
Naruto was the one in charge. "Some time ago, we received 
intelligence that Ra is researching improvements to the shields, 
weapons and power generation of his ships. If he is allowed to finish 
this research, his dominion over the Goa'uld will only grow stronger 
and make it more difficult to dispose of him." 


"And this concerns us... how exactly?" Naruto asked pointedly. 


"Surely you can see the wisdom of keeping Ra as weak as 
possible?" Ren'al asked, surprised by his dismissal of the 
information. 


"Ra will die whenever Xanna or | feel like killing him, provided 
something else doesn't get him first." He answered with a yawn. This 
was turning out a lot less interesting than he'd thought it would be, 
aside from that delightful little spitfire. "Why don't you get to the point 
and tell me what you need my help for?" 


The four Tok'ra exchanged disbelieving glances at his claim of being 
able to kill the Supreme System Lord at will, but put it aside in favor 
of going forward with the purpose of the meeting. 


Naruto listened to them with half an ear but spent more time 
appreciating how Anise/Roksana's dress hugged her curves. The 
Tok'ra were clearly aware of his shameless ogling but didn't 
comment. 


Apparently, the Tok'ra had an agent on a planet deep in Ra's territory 
where the head honcho's scientifically inclined underlings performed 
research on technological improvements. Just improvements though, 
since innovations were not a strong point of the Goa'uld. 


Now, this wasn't anything too out of the ordinary... most of the 
System Lords had research projects going on with a fair amount of 
regularity. Usually in such cases, the Tok'ra would either incite a rival 
Goa'uld to swoop in and destroy everything while simulataneously 
performing some sabotage to make sure neither profited, or they 
would try to outright destroy it themselves if that was not an option. 


In this case, this wasn't feasible because Ra had ramped up security 
to the ninth level to prevent any such incidents. This was a problem, 
because Ra already had a technological edge over the others and 
the Tok'ra didn't want his domain to get any more secure and thus 
make it even harder to assassinate him. 


"So basically, you want me to attack a heavily defended target 
because you can't do it yourselves and you can't find any System 
Lord dumb enough to be goaded into it either." Naruto summed up. 


"It would benefit you as well." Anise jumped in quickly. "We do not 
use ships, so the research and any possible prototypes are useless 
to us, you would be free to take anything you wished for yourself." 


"We have no use for it." He said dismissively. 


For one thing, They already had a Ha'tak parked on Erius, though 
the hull was starting to look more than a little moldy from disuse. He 
had a suspicion that human scientists were going to be an order of 
magnitude more effective at improving that technology than Goa'uld 
ones. 


For another, by the time that they would be able to start using 
spaceships, all this fancy new tech would almost certainly be 
outdated. They'd be better off just stealing another Ha'tak when the 
time came. 


And finally, the Asgard still owed them a huge favour and they could 
just hit them up for some shiny toys. 


The three councilors exchanged frustrated glances. They had 
assumed that he would want to weaken Ra or at least get his hands 
on the research, but Naruto seemed entirely unconcerned with 
either. 


"If you do not aid us, we will need to attempt sabotaging it 
ourselves." Ren‘al said, trying a different approach. "Such an action 
would cost us the lives of many Tok'ra due to Ra's security." 


"Then don't try it." He said back uncaringly, unimpressed by the 
appeal to his sympathy. "Why should I risk the lives of my cute 
subordinates just so that you don't have to risk yours?" 


He'd always sucked at strategy games because he didn't like 
sacrificing troops. 


"Your soldiers would be in no greater peril than what you put them in 
regularly." Thoran retorted, starting to get very irritated by the horned 
man. His indolent lounging on that throne worsening his irritation 
considerably. "We have an operative on the inside that can disable 
the shield on the stargate and the automated defenses. The Jaffa 
presence on the planet is fairly light and was only ever meant as a 
complement to the automated defenses, or to stall long enough for 
reinforcements to arrive. The Tok'ra do not have the ability to mount 
a direct assault in this fashion, else we could have done it ourselves. 
With the help of our inside operative, your soldiers could take the 
facility, destroy the research and escape before Ra's nearest patrol 
arrives." 


Naruto hummed consideringly for a while, thinking it over. 
"Nnnnghhhhope, nope, nope, I'm still not seeing why | should attack 
this place." 


The Tok'ra deflated, all of them now simmering with irritation. 
Truthfully, they would not even be bothering with such an 
aggravating individual in most cases were it not for several factors. 
Firstly and most importantly, they were interested in having a 
working relationship with him and this mate of his because of the 
powers he had demonstrated. And secondly, because of the many 
attacks he had perpetrated against the Goa'uld without them 
learning anything at all about him. 


"So you would allow Ra to grow stronger unchallenged when it is in 
your power to prevent it?" Garshaw asked coldly. 


"Ra can grow as strong as he wants, it isn't going to help him once 
we decide that it's his time to die." Naruto shrugged, unperturped by 
her tone. 


"Then perhaps the knowledge that Zarin is our inside operative will 
move you to action? If we are forced to act on our own, she will be in 
great danger." Garshaw continued in the same cold tone, getting 
startled glances from her fellow councilors. 


"You know that you're not Supposed to be using your own people 
when you're trying to blackmail someone right?" Naruto asked, 
smirking. "How are Zarin and Leah by the way?" 


"Leah has died of old age some time ago." Thoran said stiffly. 


"Ah, it's been that long already?" The horned man asked musingly, 
mostly to himself. "Too bad, she was cute." 


A stilted silence descended for short while before Naruto broke it. 
"Alright, fine. I'll help you attack this place and get Zarin out of there 
since | liked her. I've been pretty bored lately anyway and this 
sounds like it might be fun." 


Garshaw simply nodded and turned to Anise. "Brief him on the 
target." 


Anise placed a pyramidal device on the table and it projected an 
image of the planet before zooming in and showing the stargate and 
a large complex near it. Naruto got up from his throne to take a 
closer look. 


"The planet is called Akoris and it lies deep in the heart of Ra's 
territory. Its defenses are mostly automated, though there is a small 
Jaffa force present. The danger in attacking it is due to the proximity 
of Ra's patrols. Fortunately, we know their movements and will be 
able to strike when they are as far as possible to give us the greatest 
window of opportunity. The complex itself is vast and largely 
unknown to us due to our operative being stationed in orbit as an aid 
to the Goa'uld underlord in charge of security." 


"Hang on a second," Naruto interrupted. "this planet wouldn't happen 
to have satelitte based orbital defenses would it?" 


"It does." Anise confirmed. "But they will not matter, our operative will 
disable them at the same time as the shield around the stargate." 


The briefing went on for a while after that, covering all the important 
things such as known defensive positions, possible points of entry 
and other things. The Tok'ra tried to give advice on how the attack 
should be conducted but Naruto more or less ignored them and 
planned to do it his own way, or to be more accurate, he intended to 
relay all of this to Setsuna and his other commanders so that they 
could make a plan. The Tok'ra obviously didn't know shit about a 
direct ground assault. 


Once it was over and they had agreed upon an uninhabited planet to 
use as a mustering point, Naruto started making his way towards the 
stargate, deciding not to do a vanishing act this time. 


Before he could do so, Anise caught up to him with her face full of 
anticipation. "Emperor, could | speak to you about another matter?" 


Naruto grinned and gestured towards a random empty hallway. "By 
all means." 


Anise led him to a nearby empty room and turned to face him, still 
looking as eager as before. "I wished to ask if | could take a sample 
of your blood.” 


Naruto looked at her in bemusement, having had his mind deep in 
the gutter. That's what usually happened when women asked him for 
a private 'conversation’. "What for?" 


"| would like to study you." Anise answered, failing to contain her 
scientific interest in him. "The power and abilities you've shown... 
your genome could hold the key to a greater understanding of life." 


Naruto had to force down a laugh. Trying to study his DNA would 
only give her a greater understanding of confusion. This situation 
was just too much fun to tell her that though. 


"Well | don't mind if you study me, but I'm more interested in giving 
you a different kind of sample." He purred, taking a step towards her. 


"| see." Anise said, swallowing nervously and backing up a step. His 
implications were perfectly clear and his size was suddenly a lot 
more intimidating now that they were alone. 

"Actually, I'm a lot more interested in Roxie." He amended. 


"Roxie?" She asked in confusion before it occured to her that he 
must be referring to her host. 


It was then that she felt Roksana demanding to take control again, 
which she allowed without protest. 


"| do not recall allowing you to shorten my name." Roksana said 
fiercely as soon as she in control. 


"Mou, but | let you call me by name." Naruto protested with a grin. 


“That was your decision." Roksana retorted with her arms crossed. 


Naruto grinned again at the interesting things that the pose did to her 
chest. "So it was, but we were talking about something else. Anise 
seemed frightened by my proposition, but you seem to be the braver 
of the two. Are you brave enough to take me to your bed though?" 


Her eyes burned up at him, clearly annoyed by his challenging 
choice of words. Then she took an assessing look at his bare chest 
and admitted to herself that it was a very nice chest indeed. No 
doubt the rest of him was just as attractive and it had been a while... 


You cannot seriously be considering this?! Anise asked 
incredulously. 


But I am. Roksana said back. 
He is just looking to use us for his own pleasure! Anise protested. 
And I would use him for mine. 


But I do not want to sleep with him. Anise protested again, this time 
more plaintively. / only wanted to ask if he would be willing to part 
with a blood sample. 


Well this is my body and it has needs. Roksana snapped back. 


Anise went into a sulky silence at that and didn't protest any further. 
Truth be told, she and Roksana were poorly matched. Though the 
blending allowed symbiote and host to share certain traits, they still 
retained most of their distinct personalities. Anise had always been 
rather reserved and more comfortable in a laboratory than around 
people, making her unsuited for field work. 


Roksana on the other hand was an extremely passionate woman 
and by far the most willful host she had ever had, though she was 
just as unsuitable for field work as Anise because of her hot temper 
and impatient nature. 


They were still the closest of friends, but if they weren't blended, they 
would have probably irritated each other to the point of rage. 


"Perhaps | am brave enough..." Roksana said leadingly in answer to 
Naruto's question. "... Are you brave enough to succeed in this 
mission?" 


A deep rumbling sound resonated from his chest that Anise and 
Roksana belatedly identified as laughter. 


"Oh my, but you are something else. If they had let you negotiate, | 
wouldn't have needed nearly as much convincing." He purred witha 
grin. "I will definitely be looking you up once this is over." 


Roksana shivered a little at the promise in his tone, feeling a tingling 
eagerness in her belly... and beneath it too. 


Naruto left soon after and Anise took control again, wasting no time 
in going back to the ostentatious throne that now dominated the 
meeting chamber. She may not have gotten the blood sample she 
had wanted, but anyone with hair that long was bound to shed a few 
strands. It would not be as good, but still better than nothing. 


Much to her dismay, she found not a single hair anywhere on the 
throne or around it. 


Several days later. 


Uninhabited, unnamed and unimportant planet in an unspecified 
corner of the galaxy. 


Naruto walked past groups of antsy and eager soldiers, privately 
amused at how their postures stiffened at his approach. 


"It is almost time." 


Naruto glanced at the male hosted Tok'ra next to him, a rather too 
serious character by the name of Lantash. The Tok'ra had wanted 
one of their own to come along since it was a joint mission and he 
didn't really care enough to argue on the matter. 


"You scared?" Naruto asked mockingly, Knowing it would annoy 
Lantash something fierce. 


"The Tok'ra do not fear to risk their lives in pursuit of our mission to 
bring down the Goa'uld." Was the predictably stiff reply, though 
rather more wordy than expected. 


"Your life isn't in any real danger when you stand beside a god." 
Naruto said next, being as pompous as possible. 


Naruto carefully hid his grin at the Tok'ra's angry silence. These guys 
were just too easy, he could almost hear his teeth grinding together. 


"You really should loosen up a bit you know? All that anger can't be 
good for your blood pressure." 


"Tok'ra do not get a high blood pressure." 


"I'm just saying that you should be careful. Anything could happen, 
you're not a god after all." 


Lantash went back to grinding his teeth and Naruto went back to 
grinning. Too easy. 


The Tok'ra was saved from any further aggravation by a beeping 
sound. Said beeping sound originated from a subspace signal 
receiver that indicated that Zarin had disposed of Ra's security chief 
and lowered the gate shield on the other side. 


"Time to start the party." Naruto said with a grin and waved his hand 
at the stargate, willing the wormhole into existence, ignoring the 
shocked look from Lantash as he rushed through. The Tok'ra hadn't 
seen him do that yet. 


Stepping through the gate on a world thousands of light years away, 
Naruto raised an eyebrow at the complete lack of defenses that 
greeted him. There weren't even any automated ones. Apparently, 
Ra put a lot of faith into the gate shield. 


"Damn that's sloppy." He muttered. 


A few seconds later, masses of soldiers started streaming through, 
already rushing off to complete their predetermined objectives while 
others began establishing a perimeter. Lantash also managed to 
squeeze his way through and moved to stand beside Naruto. 


"It should be safe for Zarin to make her way here no-" Naruto 
abruptly cut off his own sentence when he saw something 
approaching in the distance that wasn't supposed to be present on 
the planet. "Well well, what do we have here?" 


Lantash looked momentarily confused before looking in the same 
direction and his eyes widened in shock and horror. 


There was a flight of six Al'kesh bombers approaching. According to 
the intelligence they'd received, there shouldn't have been evena 
single death glider. 


"Looks like you guys either screwed up, or Ra pulled a fast one." 
Naruto commented without concern. 


They had from time to time encountered an Al'kesh, but it was 
usually no more than one and they'd always had the stolen plasma 
cannons set up already. Right now, those cannons had only just 
been brought through the gate and there was no way that they'd be 
ready to fire before the bombers reached them. Their response to 
the attack was unusually fast. 


"We need to retreat!" Lantash said urgently. "Those Al'kesh will be 
able to wipe us out if we stay massed together like this." 


"Ignore them and proceed with the plan." Naruto ordered firmly to the 
uncertain looking soldiers, getting them to nod and ignore the rapidly 
approaching bombers. 


"Are you mad?! They will kill us all!" Lantash shouted, 


"Don't be so melodramatic." The horned man scoffed, dramatically 
brought his fist across his chest and then dramatically slammed it 
into the air as if it were solid. 


There was a dramatic cracking sound akin to breaking glass and 
then a shockwave of force blasted towards the Al'kesh, knocking all 
six of them out of the air. It was all very dramatic. 


"As if those toys could stand against a god!" Naruto proclaimed 
arrogantly, standing cross armed against the wind with his best 
disdainful impression. Madara might have been a massive dick, but 
he was a master of the Troll Pose No Jutsu and Naruto felt no 
shame at stealing it for his own use. 


Unfortunately it was wasted on Lantash, as the Tok'ra was too busy 
gaping at what he had just seen. This made Naruto sad, the man 
wasn't even looking irritated by his claims of godhood anymore. 


On the other hand, the morale of his own soldiers skyrocketed so 
high that it would be hard to find a suitable comparison to describe it 
with. 


Meanwhile, back on Erius. 


Xanna sat on her side of the Obsidian Throne, her eyes closed and 
her mind looking down on the empire she had created alongside her 
husband. 


It was progressing well, it's population now numbering close to ten 
million, the speedy growth being a result of Naruto's raiding and the 
expedient health solution of having Jaffa with hand held healing 


devices scattered across the Empire. That in combination with the 
complete absence of war and several other factors ensured that 
many more children survived than would be normal for a civilization 
at this stage of development. 


The great genetic diversity that was a consequence of having its 
people coming from planets scattered across the galaxy also helped 
to create a strong and healthy people. Of course, it could have also 
gone the other way and caused terrible epidemics, but their common 
ancestry and the occasional back and forth around the galaxy 
seemed to have precluded that. 


Not that they would have allowed it to happen anyway. Massive 
death tolls due to random disease would be counter productive. 
Xanna was patient, but she was not that patient. 


Her thoughts were interrupted when she sensed Oma approaching. 
Odd, usually the ascended woman only showed up when both she 
and Naruto were present. 


Perhaps she has finally gotten over her aprehension of me? Xanna 
wondered, slightly amused. 


Their little side game with Oma wasn't making any significant 
progress. The ascended woman was very, very old and deeply set in 
her ways. Almost entirely asexual and difficult to rattle, trying to get 
her to discard her detachment and embrace a more hedonistic 
lifestyle was proving quite problematic. 


Xanna decided to ignore her for now and continue with what she was 
doing. 


Oma arrived in the silent throne room without fanfare and said 
nothing, not wanting to interrupt what Xanna was doing. 


With full access to her ascended senses, it wasn't hard to see what 
was happening. The horned woman's mind hovered over the territory 
that their empire currently occupied like a vast invisible thundercloud. 


Naruto, Xanna or sometimes both did this fairly often. It was a form 
of meddling with the humans they ruled that drove her ascended 
brethren to frustration almost as much as their more obvious 
meddling did. 


There was a gentle tug on her mind, as if inviting her to spectate. 
Having nothing to lose, Oma did so and felt her awareness expand 
to encompass a much greater area. 


Xanna was currently planting suggestions into the minds of certain 
law enforcement officers, directing them towards evidence that 
would help them find criminals that would have otherwise escaped 
punishment. This was done often and it made their police seem 
supernaturally competent. 


Then came the part that Oma found just as objectionable as the 
other Ascended. 


Though they did not bother setting up a religion for themselves and 
even actively shut down any attempts to build temples in their name, 
they also did nothing to stop people from thinking them gods and 
would announce it so if anyone asked. 


This resulted in a great many people who set aside time every day to 
pray to them and Xanna did not shy away from taking all of that 
spiritual energy for herself. It did little for her overall power, but it 
gave her an instinctual understanding of the general mood of the 
population. A useful thing to have for any leader. 


"Do you truly see nothing wrong in doing this?" Oma asked, unable 
to keep quiet any more. No matter how different she was from the 
others, seeing someone set themself up as a divine being to be 
worshipped was a sore point for any and all Alterans. 


"Wrong?" Xanna sounded amused. "Why would it be wrong?" 


"They worship you in the misguided belief that it will ensure them a 
blissful afterlife." Oma replied. The 'how can you live with that lie?’ 


went unspoken. 


"They worship Naruto and | because it comforts them to know that 
there is a higher power looking out for them. They do not want to 
know the truth, or else they would have come here and asked for it." 
Xanna countered. "Millions worship us and yet only a bare handful 
come here for answers every year. What does that tell you?" 


There would have been kilometre long queues up to the palace from 
pilgrims looking for blessings if they hadn't outlawed that particularly 
stupid practice. They were fine with people worshipping them as 
gods, but they would not have been fine with thousands of people 
daily wanting a pat on the head. Nothing would ever get done that 
way. 


"They are afraid of you, afraid of what you might do if they asked 
such a question." Oma said back in lieu of answering the question. 


Xanna chuckled in genuine amusement at the ascended woman's 
reasoning. "How naive. All those who have come before either 
Naruto or | demanding the truth have been given it and left 
unharmed. Their attempts to spread it fell on deaf ears however, 
because most people need something to believe in." 


"Such as yourself?" Oma asked, a slight barb in her voice. 


"Exactly." Xanna confirmed. "It is better, after all, that they place their 
faith in an existing deity rather than one born out of their imagination, 
a false one such as the Goa'uld or an aloof and distant one such as 
yourself and your ascended brethren." 


"The Ascended are not gods!" Oma retorted, that being a serious 
sore point. 


"Immortal beings wielding supernatural powers that gain strength 
from worship." Xanna said in a fake musing tone. "Yes, | can see 
now how you are not gods." 


Oma simmered in an angry silence at the sarcastic barb. It struck 
deep not only because it was difficult to refute, but also because the 
Ori had the exact same argument. According to them and apparently 
to Xanna, just because they had started out mortal did not make 
them any less divine. 


"| do not understand why you are so opposed to this, it is only 
natural after all." Xanna said after a few moments of silence. "The 
weak serve the strong so that their strength may shield them. These 
people belong to me and are kept safe by that. Their worship is not 
needed, but | will not stop them if they wish to give it." 


"They belong to themselves." Oma argued. 


"A sentiment which means nothing when they lack the strength to 
enforce it." Xanna countered and finally opened her eyes to pin the 
ascended woman with a glowing ruby gaze. "Do you consider us evil 
merely because we do not prevent them from worshiping us?" 


Oma stared back into the horned woman's disturbingly bright 
crimson eyes, almost wishing that she had put her in a psysical body 
just so that she could clench her fists properly in frustration. 


The truth of the matter was that they had done a lot of good for the 
galaxy. Countless people that would otherwise be slaves to the 
Goa'uld now enjoyed free and happy lives. Some of their laws were 
harsh, but not unreasonable and they didn't punish people simply for 
disagreeing with them. Their reasons for doing this were completely 
selfish, but the end result was still good for those caught in their 
games. 


In short, they hovered exactly in that grey area where it was 
impossible to tell what kind of person youu were dealing with. She'd 
never met anyone that was quite so frustratingly ambiguous. 


"It merely disturbs me to know that someone as powerful as you has 
no respect for life, morals or ethics to speak of." Oma finally said. 


"You say that as if it were a bad thing." Xanna chuckled. 


Oma visibly deflated, obviously tired of the conversation. These 
types of talks with Naruto invariably ended up getting sidetracked by 
his endless tangents, be they sexual or otherwise. 


Xanna stayed on topic, but she was just so superior and certain of 
herself that it could get quite exhausting to keep talking with her. 


"Let me show you something.” The horned woman spoke and 
grabbed hold of Oma's spirit, whisking them both away to another 
part of the planet. 


Their respective astral projections sped out of the atmosphere and 
across the galaxy, towards a Goa'uld controlled planet. Once there 
they went towards a village and a particular house in it. Inside this 
house was an obviously pregnant woman that gave off an air of 
sadness. 


"Why are we here?" Oma asked, puzzled as to what the horned 
woman wanted to show her. 


"Life... is strength." Xanna began, ignoring the question. "This is not 
to be contested, it seems obvious enough. You live, you affect the 
world around you." 


"This woman lives and has strength of a sort. She lost her parents to 
disease and her husband to the Goa'uld when he tried to prevent 
them from taking several other villagers as slaves, yet she endures. 
When her child is born, she will do her best to provide for it and 
cherish it as a link to what she lost." 


Xanna turned towards Oma with a raised eyebrow. "Would you say 
that she is a good person?" 


Oma contemplated the question for a moment, knowing that there 
had to be an angle to this. The horned woman would not be doing 
this if there wasn't one. 


Eventually, she decided to take the obvious bait and gave an 
answer. "I would say that she is an ordinary person attempting to 
make the best of things, neither extraordinarily good or bad, simply 
trying to make her way through the journey of her life." 


"A cautious response." Xanna said, amused. "And an accurate 
assessment, but for all her good nature and intentions she is being 
very cruel." 


"How so?" Oma asked, once more puzzled. From what she could 
sense, the young woman was anything but cruel. 


"She is fully aware of how harsh life is like under the thumb of the 
Goa'uld, yet not a thought is spared for this when she thinks of her 
unborn child, no consideration taken into what kind of world she is 
bringing it. All she cares about is that it is precious to her. If she had 
any kindness in her, she would kill it now before it is born and has to 
endure the same hardship as she did." Xanna explained, her 
expression turning contemplative. "I have never understood this 
about humans. Why are they so eager to bring more children into 
this painful existence? Why not simply stop reproducing instead of 
providing more slaves for the Goa'uld to exploit? Why not stop 
having children instead of providing future meals for the Wraith in 
Pegasus? What thoughtless cruelty drives them to subject their 
young to this kind of life?" 


"All things deserve the chance to live. Every plant, every animal and 
every sentient." Oma answered quietly. 


"Perhaps." Xanna said musingly and turned back to look at the 
pregnant woman. "Plants and animals do not possess the capacity 
to think about their situation, but how does she justify birthing her 
child into slavery?" 


"She does not see it that way." Oma said back, her own argument 
feeling rather weak. 


"| Suppose not," The horned woman agreed. "yet | can perceive 
nothing joyous in bringing a new life into existence so that it may 
suffer for a few decades and then spawn offspring of its own to 
continue the cycle of misery." 


Oma said nothing. From her point of view, all life was precious and 
had value, but Xanna clearly did not subscribe to the same 
philosophy. To the horned woman who saw no worth in life, the 
mortal desire to procreate was baffling and unreasonable. 


'They belong to me’. The possessive statement about the people she 
ruled made sense now. As far as Xanna was concerned, she could 
do whatever she wanted with them, because their lives held no value 
and they weren't strong enough to stop her. Blind chance alone had 
made it so that the horned woman was not interested in petty 
torments or oppression, but rather wanted to see what the humans 
could do if they were properly guided and allowed to grow. 


Naruto was very similar and it was clear where he had picked it up 
from. 


"Perhaps | should kill the child if the mother will not?" Xanna 
wondered pensively, staring at the bloated abdomen of the pregnant 
woman. "It would be an act of mercy, would it not?" 


"That is not for you to decide." Oma said stonily. 


"True." The horned woman agreed. "Killing only the child would 
cause grief to the mother and likely break her. | should kill them 
both." 


She began reaching forward with a spectral hand, preparing to 
quickly and painlessly snuff out the two lives. The mother would 
never even know that she had died and the unborn child was far too 
young to even understand the concept of death. 


The motion was stopped by another spectral hand. 


"That is not for you to decide." Oma repeated, this time much more 
firmly. 


Xanna narrowed her eyes, irritation flaring up at having someone 
stop her from doing something. Then she smirked and settled down. 


The scene changed and they were once again in the throne room on 
Erius. 


"Very well then Oma, | will not kill her or the child." She said. "Under 
the condition that you check up on them from time to time and tell 
me if sparing them was the right thing to do." 


Oma did not doubt for a moment that refusal would have the horned 
woman going back to the pregnant woman and killing her in an eye 
blink. It rankled to be blackmailed like this, but nothing particularly 
onerous was being demanded of her. 


"Agreed." She said and left, not wanting to put up with the white 
haired woman's sick games any longer. 


Once again alone, Xanna smirked to herself and closed her eyes. 
There were still things across the Empire that needed subtle 
prodding and Oma had interrupted her. 


Setsuna ducked behind cover as the plasma bolts of the remaining 
enemy Jaffa lanced towards them. 


The one and only reason that they hadn't been defeated yet was 
because they were hiding behind the shielded entrance to the 
research complex. A shield that was unfortunately one directional; it 
would allow a person to shoot outwards, but not inwards. Irritating in 
the extreme. 


"Maybe we should ask the Emperor to bring down that shield?" One 
of her subordinates suggested. 


"He has already brought down the Al'kesh that would have been our 
doom. We will ask no more of him." Setsuna said firmly, raking her 
eyes over the building for any potential alternative entrances. 


"Why not?" Another, far younger man demanded rather crossly. "He 
could have done all of this himself yet he makes us fight?" 


"And after he wins the day for us, will you also ask him to hold your 
manhood while you relieve yourself?" She asked scathingly. The 
idiot boy was irritating in the same way that many young idiots before 
him had been. 


Shocked by the crude question and what it implied, he blustered 
incoherently and Setsuna took the opportunity to finish her harsh 
rebuke. "Nobody forced you to join the army and nobody is forcing 
you to stay in it, so do not complain about having to fight. Most 
especially do not complain during a battle." 


She put the greenhorn out of mind and went back to scanning their 
target for any possible weakness. 


In typical Goa'uld fashion, the building was situated on top of a hill, 
sitting prominently for all to see. It was a very stupid way to build, 
because it allowed an invading force such as theirs plenty of cover 
behind all the rocks and trees they hadn't bothered to remove as well 
as allowing them to hide behind the curve of the hill itself. 


Her eyes took on an eager gleam as she spotted an obvious 
entrance. 


"Wait here, | will open the way." 


"Commander?" A confused subordinate questioned, obviously 
confused as to how she was going to manage that. The one 
directional shield allowed the handful of remaining eney Jaffa to 
easily hold them at bay. 


"Just keep their attention on you, but don't risk your lives." Setsuna 
ordered and moved back, well out of sight of the enemy. 


It took her several minutes to circle around without being seen, but 
soon enough she found herself underneath a balcony. 


Who builds a balcony in a research installation anyway? 


She didn't have a grappling hook to reach it and made a note to 
requisition one for future endeavours, but she did have something 
that was almost as good. 


Grabbing one of her throwing daggers in each hand, she stabbed 
them into the stone wall and started climbing up. Just like her sword, 
the daggers had been a gift by the Emperor and she really liked 
them. They never dulled and could cut through nearly anything. 


Her feet found no purchase on the smooth walls, making Setsuna 
wonder if she should requisition some kind of spike attachment for 
her boots as well. Still, despite that, the climb was easy enough and 
she was swinging over the balcony in no time at all. 


Predictably, the entrance here was unshielded, which was as 
unsurprising as it was idiotic. Typical Goa'uld. 


She ghosted through the empty hallways, trying to make her way 
back to the entrance so that she could disable the shield and let the 
others in. 


The distinct reverberating tones of a Goa'uld voice made her stop 
and hunker down behind one of the pillars that the snakes so liked to 
put everywhere. They were excellent cover for anyone wanting to 
hide. 


Soon, Goa'uld and Jaffa pair walked past her. The Goa'uld looked 
distinctly frazzled and was barking at the Jaffa to do something. No 
doubt he was worried about his own hide, rather justifiably too, as 
Setsuna was already thinking of the best way to murder him. 


The Jaffa was quite big and and looked annoyed at the fact that he 
had to listen to the idiot walking beside him. No doubt he realized 
that there wasn't anything that could be done except hold out and 
wait for reinforcements, but didn't want to explain that to the panicky 
Goa'uld. 


Coming out of her cover, Setsuna hurled a knife into the back of the 
Goa'uld's neck, spearing the symbiote within. 


The Jaffa was simply shot with the zat before he could even properly 
register what had happened. He seemed to be in charge here and 
would no doubt be useful once the Emperor convinced him to 
abandon Ra and join them. 


A few more minutes of sneaking around through the torch-lit 
corridors and Setsuna found herself looking at the backs of a dozen 
Jaffa, a few of which were firing out through the uni-directional shield 
while the rest just stayed in ready positions around the entrance. 


Pursing her lips, she considered how to bring them all down before 
they overwhelmed her with weight of fire. There was no way that she 
would be able to shoot them all in the back with her zat gun before 
they took cover behind one of the numerous rectangular pillars that 
lined both sides of the wide hallway. 


She was really wishing that she had taken one of those sonic 
grenades with her, it would have been perfect for this situation. 


In the absence of any clever solutions, Setsuna resorted to hoping 
that superior skill would win out over numbers. She was well aware 
that she might not be getting back up if she died here, cut off from 
her own troops as she was, but it was a risk she was perfectly willing 
to take. 


Walking quickly but silently towards them with a zat drawn in one 
hand and her sword in the other, she charged. 


Three of them feel to zat blasts before they even knew what was 
going on, one took a metal plated foot to the temple and two had the 
tips of their staves severed by her sword. 


Shocked and confused by the unexpected attack from behind, Jaffa 
were a tad slow to react and another two went down from zat blasts. 


The remaining four that were still armed turned to aim at her, but she 
manouvered behind the two who had their staves destroyed to block 
their line of fire. Those two had unwisely decided to draw zat'nik'tels 

instead of seeking cover, and now found themselves being cover. 


Setsuna fired around them, downing another Jaffa before they ran 
for cover. 


By this time, the two she had disarmed had drawn their secondary 
weapons and were moving to aim at her. 


As fast as she could, Setsuna lashed out with her foot and her shin 
crashed right into one of their groins. Armor or not, having a metal 
plated leg nail you in the nuts would have anyone going cross-eyed 
and the Jaffa was no different. 


The other one that had drawn a zat'nik'tel was momentarily stunned 
at seeing his friend being taken down in such a brutal and 
underhanded fashion. By then Setsuna's sword was already 
whistling through the air and sliced his weapon in half, once more 
leaving him unarmed. 


One of the three Jaffa behind him, apparently frustrated at being 
unable to hit the small woman that was tearing them apart, fired his 
staff despite having no clear line of fire and hit the twice disarmed 
Jaffa in the back. 


Setsuna instantly dove for cover behind one of the ubiquitous pillars 
that seemed to line nearly every corridor, but not without hurling her 
sword at the friendly firing Jaffa, skewering him to the wall. 
Deliberate friendly fire was punishable by execution in the Empire 


and she wasn't going to go easy on anyone that would do sucha 
thing, even if he had technically helped her by taking out another 
enemy combatant. 


She leaned out of cover for only long enough to fire a single charge 
at the Jaffa that was still clutching his abused crotch. Even though 
getting hit by a zat hurt like hell, it was probably a mercy at this point. 


Now it was a straight up, three-on-one firefight in an area with plenty 
of cover for both sides. 


Setsuna took deep breaths from behind the pillar where she was 
hiding, thankful that Jaffa infantry tactics were so monumentally 
stupid and that all these big strong men tended to underestimate 
what a small woman could do. 


Had they gone behind cover as soon as she had attacked, the fight 
would be at least six-on-one right now and not even she would have 
been willing to attack a position with heavy cover at those odds. 


Of course, three-on-one wasn't exactly ideal either. She couldn't 
even stick her head out of cover without having a torrent of plasma 
bolts fired at it. 


Keeping that in mind, she simply stayed behind cover, ignoring the 
occasional plasma blast exploding off the pillar. Eventually the 
weapons fire tapered off, the Jaffa clearly uncertain as to why she 
wasn't fighting back. 


She heard the footfall and armored clinking as a single of the 
remaining Jaffa walked a slow circle to take a look. 


The very moment that the protruding end of the staff was in her 
vision, Setsuna fired at it. The long weapon conducted the crawling 
energy directly to its owner and knocked him unconscious, leaving 
her with only two Jaffa to take down. 


One again she waited for the useless return fire to taper off, leaving 

the room hanging in an uncertain silence. They obviously didn't want 
to go down the same way as their comrade and weren't sure how to 

avoid having that happen. 


"What should we do?" One of them asked. He sounded young and 
had probably not seen many battles. In fact, from what she had seen 
of the Jaffa on this planet, most of them had been young. 


"We will attack her from two directions at the same time." The other 
one decided. "You take the right, | will go left." 


That would mean that the presumably more experienced one would 
approach from the side with less maneouvering room. The more 
dangerous approach vector. 


Setsuna closed her eyes and focused on the sounds of their 
approach. She would need to know where they were if she wanted to 
come out of this one as the victor. 


Her mouth turned into a grim line when she heard the clatter of 
discarded ma'tok staves and the distinct sound of Zat'nik'tels being 
readied. Apparently they had figured out that the staves were a 
liability more than an asset. 


How unfortunate. 


Still, it was not an insurmountable problem, it would just make the 
situation slightly more difficult. 


The Jaffa started moving again and Setsuna listened carefully to 
pinpoint their positions. When she judged that the one approaching 
the right side of her pillar, the more narrow path, was fully out of 
cover, she leaned the point of her zat around the pillar and fired. 


She heard the Jaffa quickly dive for cover again instead of falling to 
the ground and clenched her jaw in frustration. 


Giving up all thought of finesse, she jumped out of cover on the other 
side and shot her zat at the surprised Jaffa who had clearly not 
expected the move. Giving the other one no time to get a bead on 
her, she started firing at his position at a furious pace, forcing him to 
hide behind the rectangular pillar while she situated herself on the 
other side of it. 


Neither one of them moved for a few seconds, but then Setsuna got 
an idea. 


"Jaffa!" She called out. 
"What do you want woman?" He demanded. 


"How about we settle this with hand to hand combat? No weapons 
save for fists and feet." 


"| would not sully my honor by battling a woman in such a manner." 
The Jaffa refused. 


"This woman just took down eleven of your comrades all by herself." 
Setsuna said back, her voice mocking. "It Seems to me that you are 
simply scared, but | suppose that is understandable when faced with 
an opponent so much better than yourself." 


Setsuna could swear that she was able to hear the outraged grinding 
of his teeth before the sound of a zat'nik'tel being collapsed back into 
its 'safe' state echoed around the hallway. 


"Very well woman, | will fight you with my fists." 


Jaffa were so predictable. Insult their honor and they would be 
frothing at the mouth to defend it. 


Setsuna collapsed her own zat and threw it across the room, 
unconcerned about a doublecross. Jaffa were many things, but it 
was a rare piece of scum among them that failed to keep their word. 


Besides, she still had quite a few daggers and they would be lethal 
at this range. 


There was no need however, as the Jaffa threw his own zat across 
the room not long after her. 


Making her way to the middle of the room, Setsuna waited for her 
opponent to show himself, which he did soon after. 


He was a pale skinned man with a bald head and the shadow of a 
beard on his face. Predictably, he was bigger and bulkier than her by 
a fair margin, but that did not scare her. The Emperor was even 
bigger and infinitely stronger and she had trained with him 
extensively. Even if he had held back, there was no way that this 
Jaffa was going to be anything close to as much of a challenge. 
Though the armor was going to be a bit annoying, but it would also 
slow him down. 


The man was clearly at a bit of a loss at the comparatively tiny 
woman facing him. Despite having agreed to it, he looked 
uncomfortable at the idea of getting into a fist fight with her. 


"I am Setsuna of Erius." She introduced herself with a slight bow 
before he could say something stupid, such as asking her if she was 
certain that she wanted to fight him. 


"K'tar of Mugantu." The Jaffa introduced himself, returning her bow. 
Though seeing a female warrior was causing him a great deal of 
confusion, that was no reason to be disrespectful before a battle, 
especially to one who had already proven their skill. 


"Well then K'tar, let us begin and may the best woman win." Setsuna 
said with a challenging smirk and cautiously advanced, being careful 
of her footing on the floor, which was cluttered with fallen bodies and 
weaponry. 


K'tar looked taken aback by her underhanded claim to victory before 
they had even started, but raised his hands into a ready position. 


Setsuna refused to make the first move, electing instead to stay just 
barely within range of his fists to bait him into attacking. 


Eventually, he did just that, though his punch was rather half- 
hearted. Clearly K'tar was still reluctant to fight a woman. 


Setsuna made him pay for it dearly, grabbing him by the wrist and 
spinning around him with his own momentum. His shoulder was 
twisted painfully by the time he started exerting pressure in the other 
direction and Setsuna let go, Knowing full well that she couldn't 
match him in a competition of strength. 


Rolling his aching shoulder, K'tar now stared warily at the small 
woman. He hadn't expected her to even be capable of hurting him, 
yet she had almost dislocated his arm just now. 


This time time it was Setsuna who went on the offensive, throwing a 
jab towards his face on the same side as the nearly dislocated arm. 


K'tar tried to grab her hand, but she pulled back at the last second, 
lashing out with a leg instead and forcing his knee to bend. A 
lightning fast spear hand to the throat was next, making him choke 
as his air supply was suddenly cut off. 


K'tar stumbled back, holding his abused throat and hastily 
reassessing the threat level of his opponent. 


Setsuna had no intention of letting up however and hooked her foot 
around a fallen ma'tok staff, kicking it at his feet. The long weapon 
got stuck in between his feet and made him stumble as he nearly 
tripped. 


He didn't fall, but the momentary loss of balance was the only thing 
she needed. Before he could regain a proper footing, she rushed at 
him with a roundhouse kick, a favored move of hers for knocking 
people out. 


She was surprised when he managed to catch her leg before it 
crashed into his head. It made little difference though, as she simply 
used her other leg to kick him in the head, catching herself with her 
hands when he blacked out and his grip on her first leg slipped away. 


With a deep exhale, Setsuna wiped the sweat off her forehead and 
went to retrieve her sword. Though not particularly drawn out, the 
fight had been quite intense and exhilirating. She'd never fought 
twelve Jaffa all by herself before. 


Turning her attention to the annoying shield that had made her do it 
in the first place, she wondered how to turn it off. After a moment she 
shrugged and started slicing apart the control panel. She had no 
idea how it worked, but she did know that things tended to stop 
working if they were cut up. 


As expected, the shield flickered off and her subordinates rushed 
towards her as she stepped out. 


"Search the building carefully, kill all the Goa'uld you find, steal 
everything that can be stolen and destroy everything else. The Jaffa 
dead by impalement is not to be resurrected, but take his corpse with 
us anyway.” She ordered, wiping down her bloodied sword. 


"Will you not be joining us commander?" A surprised man asked. 
Usually Setsuna would be the first one in there if there was a 
Goa'uld to be killed. 


"I've had enough excitement for one day." She replied and started 
moving back towards the stargate, ignoring their baffled looks. 


It didn't take her long to reach the spot where the Emperor and their 
Tok'ra 'escort' were. 


Setsuna didn't trust the Tok'ra. 


A smile did appear on her face though, when she saw that the 
Emperor had a long, wrapped bundle resting on his shoulder. One 


end was thicker, while a metal spear point was visible from the other 
side. 


"Our operative should be coming down from the orbital station 
momentarily." Lantash was saying, looking at the nearby ring 
platform that allowed the matter-energy transport device to lock onto 
a position. 


"| wonder what Zarin's new host looks like, | hope she's cute." Naruto 
mused and noticed Setsuna. "Had fun Setsuna?" 


His smirk told her that he was probably aware of her unorthodox 
entry into the complex. 


"Quite." She answered dryly. 


The screeching of the ring transport cut off any further conversation, 
revealing a distinctly male Tok'ra dressed in a more subdued version 
of the usual Goa'uld pomposity. 


"That's not Zarin." Naruto said flatly, being able to tell quite easily 
that he'd never met this particular Tok'ra before. 


"Lantash, why is this not Zarin when Garshaw specifically told me 
that she would be here." He asked pointedly. Most of the reason for 
his presence here was due to the fact that Zarin was someone he'd 
taken a liking to. 


Usually, Naruto would restrain his ability to sense emotions, simply 
because it made things too predictable, but this time he didn't bother 
and he easily sensed how nervous Lantash was. 


"Ah, so that's how it is. That little cunt lied to me." He said mostly to 
himself with a tone of flat realization. The startled glances from the 
other councilors made sense now. They hadn't been surprised by 
her cold tone, they had been surprised by her lie. 


Truthfully he was more impressed than he was upset. Even if he 
wasn't sensing emotions, sneaking a lie past his nose was a big 
deal. He guessed that the symbiote must be capable of suppressing 
the tell tale signs of a lie that would have otherwise given them away 
to his sense of smell, not to menton that the Tok'ra had to be pretty 
good liars to keep infiltrating the Goa'uld. 


He was still kind of upset though. 


"Heika, would you like me to dispose of them?" Setsuna asked, 
already drawing her sword. Unlike Naruto, she was very upset and 
not at all impressed. He had spared their lives and helped them in 
the past and they repaid this with lies? More than enough cause for 
a violent response as far as she was concerned. 


"No, they weren't the ones giving orders." He said dismissively, 
paying no heed to the visible relief of Lantash and the unnamed 
infiltrator. "But | will be having... words with Garshaw about this." 


Before anyone else could speak up, Naruto continued with a 
completely different subject. "Why don't you tell me what you think of 
our empire's banner. Every empire needs some symbolism after all." 


With that said he removed the wrapping from the bundle on his 
shoulder and stabbed the spear point into the ground. A roll of cloth 
fluttered free, showing the symbol of a concentric black spiral on a 
red background with nine tomoe spread out around it. The symbol 
itself sat on a light purple field. 


Though nobody would be able to recognize it, it was very similar to 
the Eye of Samsara, with the only real difference being that instead 
of circles, it had a spiral shape, a nod to him being of the Uzumaki 
clan. 


"| like it." Setsuna said, impressed by the quality of the work done on 
the banner as well as the symbol itself. She looked forward to the 
day when it would strike terror into the hearts of the Goa'uld. "Did 
Akitsu-sama make it?" 


"Yeah, we found her doodling it for fun and Xanna liked it So much 
that she decided to adopt it as the Empire's standard." Naruto 
admitted. "She's also decided that we're calling ourselves the 
Celestial Empire from now on, to go along with the symbol itself." 


"| do not understand, how are they connected?" Setsuna asked in 
confusion. It was an imposing symbol to be sure, but she didn't see 
anything ‘celestial’ about it. 


"It's a long story." Naruto said, not wanting to go into the background 
of the symbol right now. 


He also wasn't going to admit that Xanna had shot down his own 
suggestions for a name. Sure, calling it the 'Imperium of Man' wasn't 
very original and might give some wrong impressions, but the looks 
on the faces of the Earthlings that would recognize the name would 
have been hilarious. 


He had eventually been intending to sue Games Workshop on 
copyright charges too. That would have been awesome, stealing 
their name and then suing them for it because he'd gone back in 
time and used it before they'd thought it up... and before their 
company had even existed actually. 


Xanna could be such a spoilsport sometimes. Rarely, but it did 
happen. 


She had refused to even let him finish the sentence when he had 
suggested 'The Badass Empire of Badassitude’. 


Not much later, Naruto found himself strolling through the Tok'ra 
base again. There was the matter of the little agreement between 
him and Roksana to settle, but before that, he needed to talk to 
Garshaw. 


He found her quite easily and his escorts visibly tensed when he 
approached her. 


"It has come to my attention that you've lied to me." He said casually, 
stopping a short distance away. 


"| apologize for the neccessity, but Ra's research needed to be 
destroyed." Garshaw said. 


To Naruto, that apology sounded rather fake. 


"Firstly, let me just say that I'm impressed that you've even managed 
to lie to me." He praised. 


Garshaw blinked and then looked rather pleased with herself. She'd 
expected him to be angry, but to have impressed him with the 
deception was honestly the best case scenario. 


She was quickly disabused of that notion when she found herself 
dangling off the ground while he held her head between his hands 
almost gently. 


"Secondly, you should know that there are very few people currently 
alive that can use me as their personal attack dog, and you are not 
one of them." He purred at her, ignoring the guards pointing their 
ma'tok staves at him and demanding that he let her go. 


They didn't take that too well and tried to attack him, so he blasted 
them into the walls with a wave of force. 


Garshaw tried to pry his hands off, only to find that it was impossible, 
so she settled for holding herself up by clinging to them instead of 
letting her neck carry her whole body. 


"Just this once, I'm going to forget that you did this, but try it again 
and we're going to have a problem." He said dangerously, placing 
his thumbs on her cheeks so that his claws rested just under her 
eyes. "Understand?" 


"| understand!" She gasped out frantically. 


"Good!" Naruto said, suddenly cheerful as he put her back on the 
ground. "Now I'm going to find that sweet piece of ass Roksana and 
screw her brains out. Ignore the noise unless you want to join in." 


The badly shaken Grand Councilor and three bruised guards could 
only watch as he walked down the a corridor, humming a cheerful 
tune. 


A few hours later. 


A drawn out scream rolled through the Tok'ra tunnels, the lack of 
doors allowing it to be heard by quite a few people. 


Roksana panted harshly and dug her fingers into the man thrusting 
into her with as much strength as her symbiote blended body 
afforded her(which was quite a bit), but she still failed to break the 
skin. Aside from the noise of her panting and crying out, deep male 
grunting could also be heard and the wet squelching of an over- 
lubricated female groin as it was repeatedly penetrated. 


While she had absolutely no regrets over agreeing to some casual 
sex, she was really hoping that he would get tired soon. She had no 
idea how many times she had already climaxed, but she knew that 
he had released inside her twice already, which was the cause of the 
previously noted over-lubrication. 


Under the curtain of bright gold hair and the powerfully muscled 
chest pressing down on her, she was completely soaked in sweat 
and more than ready to fall asleep, but Naruto didn't stop even for a 
moment while she rode out her orgasm, forcibly prolonging it. 


She knew that this couldn't possibly be normal. Having done this 
before, she knew that it was simply not possible for her to feel the 
intense flare of pleasure every time he sheathed himself in her, yet it 
was happening. 


When his grunts deepened again, she knew that he was 
approaching his own climax again and hoped it was the last. Any 
more and she was going to pass out and that would be just plain 
embarrassing. 


With a final growl, he slid into her and didn't pull out again, a new 
flood of semen rushing in to join the mess of two previous 
discharges. 


She savagely bit into his chest to muffle another scream as his seed 
almost seemed to crackle along the flesh of her inner walls, 
triggering another orgasm. 


A minute later her shudders settled, her legs unlocked around him 
and her fingers relaxed their death grip on his back, allowing her to 
slump tiredly. 


Naruto grinned down at the breathlessly panting woman under him. 
She was soaked in sweat and exhausted and looked delicious. 


"Ready for another?" He asked teasingly. 


Roksana groaned and looked up at him with exhausted incredulity. 
"Where are you getting all this energy?" 


"I'm a god." He replied smugly at her breathless question. 


"I am actually starting to believe that." She huffed. "But no matter 
how much fun this has been, we are done. | am too tired." 


"Alright." Naruto said, not having really expected anything else. 
Aside from everything else, she had to be dehydrated by now. "Just 
answer me one question first." 


She made a noise to signify that he should go ahead and ask. 
"How is Anise handling all this? Have you both been enjoying 


yourselves or is she hiding in some dark corner of her mind until 
we're finished?" 


"Anise has definitely been enjoying herself even though she did not 
want this." Roksana answered, sounding rather smug. 


"How did you get her to agree to it if she didn't want to then?" He 
asked, amused. 


"It is my body and | will do what I will with it. Anise may be blended 
with me, but she has no right interfering with that. Besides, she has 
plenty of genetic material to play with now." 


Naruto chuckled at that. "I like the way you think. | meant what | said 
you know, if you ever get bored of the Tok'ra I'd be happy to have 
you." 


Roksana looked pensive for a moment before shaking her head. 
"Thank you for the offer, but | feel that my place is here. | could not 
abandon Anise and the other Tok'ra." 


Naruto hummed consideringly for a moment and finally pulled out of 
her and stood up, grinning at the groan this action elicited. 


With a thought, the mess on his junk had vanished and he was 
dressed once again, causing Roksana to gape at how he was 
suddenly fully dressed... or as close to fully dressed as he ever got 


anyway. 


"Well Roxie, Anise, | hope you two have fun playing with my sperm. | 
certainly had fun putting it in there." He said with a chuckle. "Maybe 
we can do this again sometime if we run into each other." 


"How did you...?" Roksana stuttered out. Telepathy and telekinesis 
was one thing, but conjuring clothing out of thin air? 


"I'm a goooood~." He sing-songed and strolled out, leaving behind 
two very stunned people. 


Naruto did not go back to Erius immediately, having gotten an idea 
from his very short conversation with Roksana. He went to find the 
three Tok'ra councilors instead, who were conveniently in the same 
room at the time. 


"Good evening and happy new year my homies!" He greeted with 
completely over the top cheerfulness. 


The councilors and the assorted guards looked at him in bafflement, 
having understood only the first two words of that sentence. 


Naruto had actually figured out how to subtly influence people's 
perceptions when he spoke so that they would understand what he 
was saying even if they didn't know the language. He'd done all this 
just to avoid the need to speak Goa'uld because it was such a pain 
in the ass language. 


Of course, this technique had a few shortcomings. Such as the fact 
that in this particular situation, the Tok'ra had no concept of a 'new 
year’ or a ‘homie’, making his greeting just a bunch of gibberish to 
them. 


Regardless, they were also clearly afraid of him, as evidenced by the 
way they backed up at his approach. 


Naruto ignored this completely and got to the point of his visit. "Just 
now, after exhausting Roxie's stamina, something she said gave me 
an idea." 

He stared at them with anticipation until one of them took the 
obvious bait. That someone being Garshaw, who spoke cautiously. 
"What kind of idea." 

"You Tok'ra are a clandestine resistance against the Goa'uld, yes?" 
They nodded, still cautiously. "Yes." 


"You frequently need to move bases to avoid discovery, yes?" 


"Yes..." 
"You specialize in covert operations, yes?" 
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"A permanent base that you didn't need to abandon would be very 
valuable to you, yes?" 


"Yes..." 


"Why don't you come over to mine and Xanna's planet then? You 
could keep doing your thing from there." 


"You would allow us to establish a permanent secure base on your 
planet? Shelter us from the Goa'uld while we work to bring them 
down?" Thoran asked, the other two being too stunned by the offer 
to say anything. 


An unassailable base would indeed be of immense value, not to 
mention the benefits of a continued cooperation between their 
people, a large population of potential willing hosts and a whole list 
of other things. 


They had been certain that the deception would sour relations 
between them for a long time to come, but apparently Naruto really 
had let it go. 


"Well, you'd be citizens of the Empire just like everyone else and | 
would integrate you as an intelligence division in my army, but 
essentially yes." Naruto replied with a shrug. 


The answer caused them to deflate with the realization that he 
wasn't offering to shelter them, he was offering them a chance to join 
him. They would be under his protection yes, but they would also be 
expected to do as he said. 


The Tok'ra had acted autonomously for a very long time, and they 
were not willing to simply give that up, especially not to someone 


they barely knew. Barely a glance was required to communicate this 
between the three councilors. 


"We thank you for your generous offer, but we cannot accept." 
Garshaw said formally and diplomatically. "We do not believe it is in 
the best interests of the Tok'ra to accept such an offer at this time." 


"If you say so." Naruto said back with a shrug. He disagreed 
wholeheartedly, but was not really surprised. Anyone that had been 
in power for as long as these oldies had been would be naturally 
loathe to part with it. "I'll be going home then." 


And with that, he walked into the nearest wall, which turned into a 
swirling dark vortex the moment he reached it and closed after him. 


The three councilors and a few guards stared stupidly at the 
perfectly ordinary wall for a good few minutes before Reni‘al finally 
spoke. "Did we make the right decision in refusing him?" 


"It was the only decision we could have made." Thoran told her. "The 
Tok'ra cannot place themselves at the command of another if we 
wish to continue our work to topple the Goa'uld." 


The other two nodded, but all three held private doubts. Just how 
much power was being hidden under the careless behavior of the 
horned man? 


Another quick update and a longer one too. 


I was going to add another two scenes, but the chapter is quite 
big enough already and | can just as easily put them into the 
next one. 


We'll see how theoretically fast | can get the next installment 
typed out. 


Chapter 11 


Here we are with another chapter. 


| don't think that I've got anything to respond to this time, 
nothing that isn't plot related at any rate. Sorry if anyone asked 
a question that | overlooked. 


One other thing that | was asked to mention was this fanfic 
community I've been asked to and agreed to join called 
"Dreamers Community". It's basically a group of authors and 
betas that someone is trying to put together. Feel free to check 
it out if you want to. 


With that out of the way, onwards with the chapter! 


Anise stared at the results of the DNA analysis without 
comprehension and with more than a touch of incredulity. 


Roksana had gone to sleep pretty much immediately after Naruto 
had left, but Tok'ra were fortunately capable of controlling the body 
even if the host was asleep. It was generally considered rude, but 
Roksana had said that she didn't mind. 


Anise suspected that Roksana had also done this because it would 
spare her from having to clean up the mess that Naruto had so 
generously left between their legs, though even she had to admit 
that it had been an incredibly pleasurable experience at the time. 
Regardless of having to deal with the goopy mess dribbling from 
Roksana's body, Anise had still been pleased with having access to 
Naruto's genetic material and his explicit permission to study it. 


She would have studied it even without his permission, but it was still 
nice to have it. 


Unfortunately, the actual studying proved to not be as enlightening 
as she had hoped. In fact, it was nothing short of baffling. She had 
run the tests over three times and been extra careful, but the results 
made no more sense than they had the first time. 


Naruto's DNA made no sense at all. It had everything you would 
expect DNA to have... if the sample was from a human. A 
completely ordinary human except for the fact that he was 
apparently sterile. 


But that was impossible! Humans did not have horns, humans did 
not have claws, slit eyes or fangs! Humans did not casually violate 
the laws of physics! 


Anise felt terribly cheated. She had been nearly bursting with 
excitement when she had started examinig it, only to get nothing. 
She could admit that her expectations had perhaps been a bit high, 
having thought that she would learn some great secret of the 
Universe, but this was ridiculous. 


Perhaps we need a fresh sample. Roksana suggested lecherously. 


Anise scowled. Unlike her, Roksana was not at all upset at the 
results and would be more than happy for a repeat. Even though 
Naruto didn't owe her anything, she still felt the absurd urge to slap 
him... even though nobody could control their genes, it still felt as if 
the infuriating results were somehow his fault. 


She knew that Roksana was seriously contemplating the idea that he 
really was a god and that was something that Anise refused to even 
think about. 


There were no gods and anyone who claimed otherwise was a liar 
with a hidden agenda. That assertion had never been disproven in 
the entire existence of the Tok'ra. It had long been suspected that a 
sufficiently evolved race would manifest various metaphysical 
powers and it was likely that they had simply found one such race. 


The problem was the sheer scale of what Naruto had demonstrated 
so far. It was stretching credulity to think that even a highly evolved 
race would be capable of creating air quakes and personal 
wormholes. 


Ra was angry and that was putting it mildly. 


His research base on Akoris had been attacked and destroyed, the 
technological improvements being researched lost and the scientists 
killed without hope of resurrection. Not even a sarcophagus would 
bring back someone who had been beheaded. 


Just like all the other System Lords, Ra had been forced to 
accept(with a great deal of rage), that the raids on poorly defended 
slave worlds would continue happening and there was nothing much 
that could be done about it. They simply did not have the resources 
to fortify every single world unless they wanted to leave themselves 
open to the attack of a rival. 


Despite the insolence of it, those attacks were little more than 
pinpricks to the might of the Goa'uld. It wasn't as if there was any 
particular shortage of slaves after all and the need to relocate more 
to those worlds with naquadah deposits was little more than a minor 
nuisance. 


This attack though... this was more than just a pinprick. Valuable 
research and underlings had been lost. This had actually hurt him 
quite badly. 


How had it been done? The thought gnawed at his mind ceaselessly. 


He had always assumed that only poorly defended worlds were 
attacked because this unknown enemy lacked the strength to strike 
anywhere else, but this seemed to not be the case. Or at least, not 
the case anymore . 


How had the shield on the gate been breached? He had no way of 
finding out, because the emitter had been taken. 


How had the Al'kesh been destroyed? He couldn't find out, because 
the only thing left of them were a few small chunks. 


What had happened to the orbital defenses? He had no idea, 
because they had all been destroyed. 


It was exactly the same as all the previous attacks, except for the 
fact that Akoris had not been poorly defended, nor did it have any 
slaves and that instead of some cryptic message on a stone tablet a 
banner had been left behind. 


The symbol was unfamiliar to him and did not tell him anything of 
use, aside from giving his underlings something to watch out for in 
case they ever ran across it. 


Ra had long ago guessed that these attacks were happening for the 
slaves, though what anyone hoped to achieve by stealing that many 
slaves was beyond him. That was why this attack puzzled him so. 


He would not have been surprised if the Tok'ra had attempted to 
attack that base, it was why he had hidden those Al'kesh on the 
planet without telling anyone but their pilots after all, but this had 
been completely unexpected. 


The main cause of his rage was not the attack or even the losses he 
had suffered during it. No, he was mostly angry because it had 
scared him. 


If even a heavily defended world in the heart of his territory wasn't 
safe, then what was? The banner that had been left behind made 
dread settle in his stomach, because he could only assume that it 
meant whoever this was, they were growing stronger. 


He didn't put any stock in Jaffa campfire stories about a clawed 
demon come to devour all life in the galaxy, but he was wary of 


anyone that could keep their identity secret for so long while 
attacking the Goa'uld Empire. 


Zarin was making her way to her quarters at the end of a long day, 
glad to have some solitude. This assignment was better than most at 
least in the fact that she didn't need to watch over a slave world. 


Coordinating one part of the mess that was a Goa'uld domain was 
frustrating in other ways though. As one might expect considering 
the feudal nature of Goa'uld society, it was not exactly organized. 
Most Jaffa were kept deliberately ignorant to keep them servile, 
which left them unsuited to organization, so Goa'uld underlings were 
needed for the job. 


Goa'uld underlings who tended to have their own ambitions that 
needed to be kept in check and that wasn't even going into the 
conflicting orders that might happen if the First Prime of a System 
Lord issued one order and an underling issued another. 


It was a relief to get away from all of that at the end of a day and 
Zarin felt the tension melt off her shoulders as she walked through 
the door of her quarters. 


"You look stressed." An amused voice noted. 


Zarin jumped back with a yelp and tripped over her own feet, 
depositing herself on the floor in a highly undignified position. She 
had let her guard down completely and had not expected anyone to 
be waiting for her in her quarters. 


She glared at the horned man leaning on a wall and smirking at her, 
irritation and bafflement warring for dominion in her mind. 


She scrambled to her feet and all but stomped up to him, hissing 
quietly into his face as if speaking in a normal tone of voice would 
cause others to discover his presence. "What are you doing here?! 
How did you get here?!" 


Naruto's smirk widened at the reaction. Way too few people were 
willing to be rude to him these days. 


He saw that Zarin's new host was a beautiful woman with pale skin, 
curly brown hair, bright blue eyes and a small dusting of freckles on 
her nose. Her outfit consisted of a very interesting black corset with 
red accents that emphasised her medium sized breasts, tight black 
leather pants and black leather boots finishing off the ensemble. 


Very nice. 


"I'll tell you that in a moment, but would you be so kind as to 
introduce me to your lovely host first?" 


Zarin gave him a deadpan look, obviously guessing at what was 
going through his head, before wordlessly passing control over to 
her host. 


"| am Korina, it is an honor to meet you Emperor." She said formally, 
smiling slightly and bowing her head. 


While she had all of Zarin's memories of their last meeting, she did 
not want to be presumptuous by being too familiar. 


Naruto gently grabbed one of her hands, placed a light kiss on her 
knuckles and purred out a response. "It is my distinct pleasure to 
meet you Korina, please call me Naruto." 


He could be smooth if he wanted to. 


Korina bashfully took her hand back, rubbing the the thumb of her 
other hand over the spot where he had kissed her, wondering at the 
slight tingle on her skin. That kind of greeting wasn't something she 
had ever heard of. Neither Goa'uld nor Tok'ra used physical contact 
while greeting someone and the most that the Jaffa had was a 
forearm clasp. 


"As you wish Emp... | mean Naruto." She replied, stumbling over the 
words slightly, gratefully giving up control when Zarin prompted her 
to do so. 


"If you are quite done with your attempts to seduce my host, perhaps 
you could tell me why and how you are here?" Zarin deadpanned. 


"Zarin my dear, you wound me!" Naruto said, dramatically clutching 
at his heart. "Do you think me so base that | would seek to seduce 
every beautiful woman | come across." 


Zarin opened her mouth to deny it and then stopped to reconsider. 
"Yes... yes | do actually." 


"You got me." Naruto said, slumping in resignation. "You've figured 
out my secret. I'd love to get Korina naked and make her scream in 
sexual excstasy from the likes of which there is no return." 


He is very... forward. Korina said to Zarin, highly embarrassed. 
That he is. Zarin agreed wryly 


"Naruto. How. Did. You. Get. Here?" She enunciated slowly, as if 
talking to someone a touch slow in the head. 


"Being a god, | used my godlike powers to create a controlled tear in 
the space-time continuum that transported me here." He said with a 
shrug and cheeky grin. 


Zarin gave him a look that clearly conveyed just how unlikely she 
found that to be, which was too bad because it was true. 


Despite her obvious disbelief, Zarin didn't argue the point and 
instead asked the next pertinent question. "And why are you here?" 


"| heard about Leah from the council stiffs and thought I'd pay you a 
visit. She was so cute, even though | never got to know her too well." 
He answered. 


Zarin quickly went sober at his response, the familiar ache at the 
loss of her friend returning. Leah had been the last in a long line of 
hosts and her loss hurt just as much as all the ones before her. More 
in some ways, as they had been together longer than most. 


It was an unfortunate fact of life for all Tok'ra they they constantly 
outlived their hosts unless both died during a mission. A symbiote 
could be exceptionally long lived, able to survive for thousands of 
years, but a blended human only had their lifespan doubled. 


The Goa'uld could keep the same host alive indefinitely through the 
use of the sarcophagus, but the damage that it did to the mind with 
frequent use was terrible. Much of their evil bent could be blamed on 
overuse of the insidious devices and the Tok'ra rejected the 
technology utterly because of it. 


This unfortunately meant that they also had to suffer the loss of their 
hosts time and time again. 


Leah had died some time ago and she had grieved for her. Korina 
had helped ease the pain with her friendship and companionship, but 
she still missed her previous host. 


"| appreciate that, but you should not have come. My cover will be 
ruined at the slightest hint of your presence." She replied after a 
moment. 


"Don't worry yourself about that," Naruto grinned at her. "nobody is 
going to know | was ever here. What nefarious plots are you 
advancing anyway?" 


"You know I cannot tell you that, my mission is secret." Zarin told 
him, frowning slightly. 


Naruto hummed a bit and strolled around the room, finally sitting 
down on the extra large bed without bothering to ask for permission. 
"Don't be like that now, who am | going to tell anyway?" 


"Tell you what, I'll go first." He continued before she could reply. "I've 
recently been lied to by that Grand Councilor of yours, Garshaw. She 
told me that you were undercover on one of Ra's worlds, Akoris | 
think it was called. Apparently Ra had some kind of research 
weapons and shield going on there that the Tok'ra wanted to destroy 
and told me you were there to convince me to attack it." 


"You raided Akoris?" Zarin asked in shock, knowing that the planet 
was heavily defended from conventional assault. She was not even 
slightly surprised that Garshaw had lied to Naruto in order to get her 
way, though she was surprised that he didn't seem overly bothered 
by it. 


"Yep, and let me just tell you that | was pretty disappointed that you 
weren't there, which is why | decided to visit you." Naruto confirmed 
and patted the spot on the bed next to him. "Now come on, sit with 

me and tell me what you're up to." 


Zarin hesitated but relented in the end. It wasn't as if he couldn't just 
take the knowledge from her mind and he had a point. Who was he 
going to tell? 


"I am helping Morrigan usurp the position of System Lord from her 
master." She admitted, gingerly sitting next to him and shifting 
uncomfortably in her too tight clothing. 


The assignment wasn't the worst, but Morrigan's dress sense left 
much to be desired. More cautious and secretive than most Goa'uld, 
the redhead was also something of a pervert with a predilection for 
powerfully muscled men, leather and restrictive clothing. This 
naturally meant that those who served her had to wear similar things. 


Had Naruto been a human born on one of her worlds, he would have 
likely found himself in her personal service, quite possibly even 
becoming Morrigan's Lo'taur. Despite the fact that a Lo'taur's most 
important function was supposed to be as an emergency host in 
case their current one was damaged, Morrigan tended to use them 
to satisfy her sexual appetites intead. 


"Oh? Interesting, but what for?" He questioned. 


"With Amaterasu having recently assassinated Izanagi and become 
a System Lord, the Tok'ra are hoping to use Ra's misogyny to start a 
war between him and the various female hosted System Lords." 
Zarin said. "Your destruction of his research into weapon and shield 
advancements will help in this, as they will be more likely to fight him 
if the technological gap between them is not so large." 


"Maybe it will." Naruto said absently, not particularly caring. 


Zarin tensed as she felt his hands on her bare shoulders. "What are 
you doing?" 


"I'm giving you a massage because you look stressed." He answered 
lightly. 


"| rather think that you are attempting to seduce me... again." 


"We've already established that | want to hear you scream." He 
admitted wryly. "But this will be just a massage unless you want it to 
be more." 


Both Zarin and Korina were somewhat embarrassed by his blatant 
invitation and remained tense as his large hands began kneading 
her neck and shoulders. 


It wasn't long before they relaxed almost against their will under his 
skilled ministrations. 


Undercover Tok'ra tended to accumulate a lot of stress without any 
way to relieve it and this assignment was more stressful than most. 
Zarin was quite high in Morrigan's service and the risk of discovery 
was proportionatelly greater, which resulted in a lot of tension. 


Tension that Naruto was reliveing her of quite effectively right now. 


She was considered important enough to have her own Lo'taur, but 
that man had been assigned to her by Morrigan and could not be 


trusted. The sneaky Goa'uld was well known for using Lo'taurs as 
spies. Zarin would never have dared ask him for a backrub, nor 
would she have felt comfortable doing so since the man was a slave. 


She also had access to pleasure slaves, but the same problems 
applied. Since there was no other way, Zarin and Korina had simply 
learned to deal with the tension and the occasional resulting cramp 
that not even symbiote enhanced healing could fully prevent. 


Neither one of them protested when he guided them to lay down, 
though they were slightly irritated by the uncomfortable clothing they 
were wearing. 


That irritation abruptly turned into shock as the clothes vanished, 
leaving them quite naked. 


Zarin tried to get up, but Naruto pushed her back down. "Don't get up 
now, I'ver barely gotten started." 


"But how did you...?" She trailed off, sighting the clothes being 
neatly folded nearby. 


"The sooner you start believing me when | say that I'm a god, the 
sooner it'll make sense." Naruto told her cheekily. 


Zarin frowned and settled back down, feeling tense and frazzled 
once again. 


That once again began leaving her as the massage was restarted, 
this time even better since he had access to more than just her 
shoulders. The feeling intensified when some warm and quite 
fragrant oil was added to it. 


Where had he gotten the oil anyway? She suspected what the 
answer would be, so she didn't bother asking. 


Zarin couldn't hold back a groan when his fingers found a particularly 
good spot on Korina's upper back. His hands didn't feel clawed 


anymore and every stroke across flesh seemed to send waves of 
soothing pleasure through their shared body. 


Neither one of them had ever felt anything like it and couldn't muster 
even a whisper of protest when he straddled their legs, his obvious 
erection pressed directly between the buttocks. His hair tickled their 
legs pleasantly. 


The massage continued mostly in silence, with the exception of the 
occasional groan from either Zarin or Korina. Both were feeling so 
relaxed right now that control of the body was being passed between 
them based on which one was slightly less relaxed at any given 
moment. 


It went from lower back to upper, from neck and shoulders down to 
the wrists. In addition to the wonderfully soothing sensation, a heat 
was slowly rising between their legs that neither had the ability or 
even will to suppress. 


Zarin... Korina said in an indolent murmur even in her mind. 


Hmm? Zarin was no better off. What the host felt, the symbiote also 
felt. 


He is much better at seduction than | expected him to be. 

Yes, he is. 

| won't be able to stop him if he tries to have his way with us. 

Do you want me to do it then? Zarin asked, feeling relatively certain 
that she would be able to muster enough self control to tell him to 
stop if he tried anything. Relatively certain. 


... Not really. 


Good, because I do not want to stop him either. 


Some minutes later, both felt disappointed when he got up without 
attempting anything of the sort, even getting off the bed entirely. 


Then this hand settled on their left foot and the massage continued. 
Slowly, the stroking crept upwards until he was kneading the upper 
thigh and their toes curled in anticipation of having those skilled 
fingers going just a little further up. 


A nearly inaudible whimper of disappointment escaped their lips 
when he moved his hands to the right foot and repeated the entire 
slow climb upwards until he was once again at their entrance. 


The disappointed whimper was slightly louder this time when he 
bypassed it and went to their butt instead. The rubbing he gave it felt 
even better than what he'd been doing so far, but Zarin and Korina 
were starting to feel an almost uncomfortably insistent throbbing 
between their legs. 


So it was with a sense of relief that they allowed him to roll them 
onto their back, keeping their eyes closed and awaiting what he 
would do next. 


Feeling his hands settle on their feet again was an acute 
disappointment. Zarin opened her eyes and became unaccountably 
frustrated with the teasing grin on his face. 


He is delaying on purpose! 


As if he had heard her(which he very well might have), Naruto 
smoothly slid his hands upwards, stopping just before his fingers 
would have made contact with their nether lips. 


Korina had taken control when Zarin had spoken and gripped the 
bed tightly in anticipation, bucking her hips slightly in an instinctive 
desire to give him better access. 


She almost growled when he moved away to repeat the same thing 
with her other leg. 


Then he climbed back onto the bed and they both found their gaze 
drawn to his groin as he had obviously removed his pants and was 
even more obviously aroused. The hungry once over and aroused 
growl he gave them were even more descriptive than the twitching 
member. 


It's... big. Korina commented nervously. How was that supposed to 
fit inside her? 


| am certain he will move slowly. Zarin tried to reassure her, but was 
equally nervous. 


Much to their shock, he still didn't settle himself between their legs, 
but instead placed his hands on their shoulders and started rubbing 
them again. 


At this point, Zarin was just about fed up with his delaying and was 
about to grab a certain protruding appendage and guide it to where 
she wanted it. Korina was of similar mind, but wasn't quite bold 
enough to do it. 


Those intentions ended up unfulfilled as his hair slid off his back and 
gently slapped them directly on the moist opening. 


Zarin gasped and arched her back at the unexpected shock of 
pleasure, digging her hands into the mattress. 


While both symbiote and host were recovering from what had nearly 
been an orgasm, Naruto moved his hands downward and began 
massaging the breasts, giving the nipples an occasional flick, pinch 
or rub. 


Zarin and Korina squirmed restlessly, a whimper escaping every 
once in a while at the ministrations on their breasts as well as the 
silky soft hair that continued to slide across the engorged sensitive 
bundle of nerves above her opening. 


Naruto continued to give them a teasing grin every so often until it 
dawned on Korina why he wasn't doing anything more. 


"Stop teasing us." She said, her voice more of a plea than she 
would've liked. 


The teasing grin fell away from Naruto's face, once again replaced 
by a hungry one. Throwing his slightly soppy hair over to the other 
side, he loosed a deep growl before eagerly lowering his mouth to 
Korina's nether lips, the smell of which had been tempting him to do 
that since he'd first smelled their arousal. 


Despite effort to the contrary, there was no holding back the scream 
as a far too long and agile tongue started wrecking havoc on every 
erogenous zone it could reach, and it could reach a lot of them. 


Hours later. 


Zarin and Korina collapsed on top of Naruto, gasping for breath and 
completely spent. 


"Looks like you last longer if the symbiote actively participates... or 
do you just have more stamina than Roxie and Anise?" Naruto 
asked teasingly, grinning at the sweak soaked woman. 


"You slept with them too?" Zarin asked, somehow feeling surprised 
at her lack of surprise. She knew Roksana was quite beautiful and 
she should have guessed that Naruto would have tried to seduce 
her. 


"Yeah, Anise wanted to study my genome and | told her that I'd be 
more than happy to give her a sample." He snickered. "She didn't 
want to sleep with me, but Roxie was interested and apparently took 
the choice away from her." 


Zarin had to smirk at that. She was well aware that those two had 
wildly differing personalities. It certainly sounded like something 


Roksana might do. 


"Why don't you abandon the Tok'ra and come with me instead?" 
Naruto asked out of the blue. 


Zarin gaped at him, honestly shocked that he would even ask 
something like this. "| would never abandon the Tok'ra!" 


He snickered at her passionate response. "Whoa, calm down will 
you? It was just a question.” 


"It was in poor taste." She muttered. 


"Eh, I'm starting to think that there isn't a single one among you that 
would be willing to join up with me. Roxie refused me, those council 
types refused me when | offered them the chance to set themselves 
up on my planet and now you're refusing me. | feel so unwanted." 


"You offered to shelter the Tok'ra?" Zarin asked, once again shocked. 
Nobody had ever offered to shelter them, it was simply too 
dangerous to draw that kind of Goa'uld attention. 


"No, | offered them the chance to join the Celestial Empire." He 
corrected. 


"| see." She muttered. "The council must have felt that the Tok'ra 
could not do that until the Goa'uld were toppled." 


Naruto snorted derisively. "We'll destroy the Goa'uld long before you 
manage it." 


"You may find that task to be harder than you think." Zarin retorted, 
feeling the need to defend her people. 


"Ah, but | am a god. You may find that | am more powerful than you 
can imagine." He shot back grandly. 


This time it was Zarin who snorted. Clearly she still didn't believe that 
he was a god. 


"Alright then, since you insist on being a heathen unbeliever, | should 
probably be going home." The horned man said playfully, sliding her 
off him and onto the bed. "As a parting gift, have some of my divine 
favor." 


In the next instant, Zarin and Korina felt the oil residue vanishing 
from their bodies and from the bed. Various other fluids also 
vanished, leaving everything perfectly clean. Even the seed Naruto 
had left inside them vanished. 


"And now | take my leave! See you later cuties." And with that final 
goodbye, he simply faded out of existence. 


Zarin and Korina simply gaped at the empty space where he'd once 
been, trying and failing to rationalize the whole thing. 


Do you think he might actually be a- Korina's question was cut off. 


No, there must be a reasonable explanation for this. Zarin said, but it 
lacked conviction because a reasonable explanation was escaping 
her just now. 


Some years later. 


Oma took another sip of her wine, hoping it would help make the 
current situation more bearable. It didn't, but at least it was good 
wine. 


She'd come to talk about something important, but as was usual, 
Naruto and Xanna refused to discuss anything important right away. 


There had been the usual dinner, massage, bath and now the three 
of them plus Akitsu were spread out across the room, drinking the 
very sweet wine that was making the ascended woman feel more 
mellow with every sip. 


The supremely fluffy bathrobe they'd given her was making her feel 
as if it was trying to smother her in a cloud of comfort and put her 
into a sleep so deep that she'd never wake up again. 


Aside from that... 

"Roll for initiative!" 

Wordlessly, Oma grabbed the twenty sided die and threw it. 
"Ooh, Twenty. Looks like you go first cupcake." 


... Aside from that, they had also insisted on playing this silly game 
called ‘Dungeons and Dragons’. 


"In that case, | would like to speak to you about an important subject 
in the further development of your empire." Oma said with a sigh. 


"Oma turns towards Xanna to say something, giving the Orc 
Berserker a free attack of opportunity." Naruto said without missing a 
beat and threw the twenty sided die. "Nineteen, with a two handed 
axe, that's a critical hit! Another roll for damage and we get... ouch, 
fifteen times two. The Berserker hits you for thirty hit points, leaving 
you unconscious and critically injured." 


Oma sighed again and downed another mouthful of the wine. She 
knew better than to try speaking when it wasn't her turn, they would 
just keep interrupting her until she stopped trying. 


"| cast Greater Heal on Oma." Akitsu said, Knowing that it was her 
turn next. 


"Akitsu begins casting the spell and will finish by the end of the 
round." Naruto said. 


"| cast Power Word: Kill on Oma as punishment for being stupid 
enough to attempt a conversation in the middle of battle." Xanna 
said imperiously, drinking the rest of her wine. 


"Err honey, you don't don't know that spell yet and you're not high 
enough level to cast it either." Naruto informed her. 


"Nonsense, | am a goddess! My level is beyond comprehension and 
| Know all the spells." 


Naruto rolled his eyes at the haughty response, clearly seeing that 
they were done with the game. "Well in that case, Oma dies instantly 
and the Orc Berserker becomes so confused that he has a brain 
aneurysm. The party is awarded a gajillion points of XP and goes to 
loot the corpse. They find the Vibrating Strapon of Infinite Pleasure 
which turns every female in every realm into submissive lesbian sex 
toys, resulting in the collapse of all civilization due to lack of children 
and male sexual frustration. The steep population drop causes the 
gods to become powerless and the very fabric of reality crumbles as 
the Overgod Ao stares in bafflement at this turn of events. This all 
happens instantly because the Vibrating Strapon of Infinite Pleasure 
has temporal distortion properties imbued in it that allows it give 
women 1d12/0 amounts of orgasms for every round it is in use. The 
sudden experience point boost causes Akitsu's healing spell to 
become dangerously overpowered and accidentally destroys the 
Negative Energy Plane, causing a runaway chain reaction that gives 
Ao a serious case of constipation, since the Negative Energy Plane 
was actually the only place he could take his shits. So now the 
Planes are in shambles and the supreme authority that could have 
fixed it all is unable to because he's too busy howling about the 
agony of his blocked asshole." 


"Don't be absurd husband." Xanna said with an eye roll of her own. 
"A ‘gajillion’ is not a real number." 


"Shush, I'm the Dungeon Master and | say that it is a real number." 
Naruto retorted. 


"Fine then." Xanna conceded and turned to Oma. "I hope you are 
happy now that you've destroyed a fictional universe." 


"You were the one who cast that spell on me!" Oma protested hotly. 


"| would not have done it if you hadn't decided to start a dialogue in 
the middle of a battle." 


"I only did that because | needed to..." Oma trailed off as she 
realized what she was doing. "Why am I even arguing about this?" 


"You are drunk." Akitsu informed her helpfully. 
"| am not drunk!" The ascended woman protested. 
"You're a little drunk." Naruto backed up the Ice Sekirei. 


"The Ascended do not get drunk!" Oma continued to protest, even 
more vehemently now. 


"There is a first time for everything." Xanna said sagely. 
"| AM NOT DRUNK!" Oma suddenly screamed, surging to her feet. 


The other three just stared at her pointedly until it dawned on her 
that she had just gotten angry and raised her voice over something 
ridiculously trivial. 


She felt mortified and tried to apologize, but then the room started 
spinning and everything went dark. 


Waking up the next morning was an unpleasant experience for Oma, 
characterized by a mouth that felt like a sewer and a dull throbbing in 
her skull. 


People actually inflicted this on themselves for fun? 


She eventually managed to drag herself out of bed and towards the 
water basin next to it. Without consideration for dignity, she gratefully 
sank her head into the cool water and kept it there until the need to 
breathe became an unignorable issue. 


Several minutes later, her mouth was rinsed out and her face and 
hair had been toweled off. 


Walking out of her bedroom with a hand pressed to her still aching 
head, she came upon Naruto Xanna and Akitsu eating breakfast in 
the adjoining parlor. 


"Ah, looks like someone finally woke up." Naruto said as a form of 
greeting, his voice full of amusement. "How has your experience of a 
mild hangover been so far?" 


This is mild? Oma thought to herself in disbelief as she sat down at 
the table. If this was mild then she never wanted to experience a 
severe one. 


She didn't bother answering him or even thanking him as he slid a 
plate of fruit and a glass of juice over to her. Politeness seemed like 
such an absurd concept at the moment, especially since he was the 
one responsible for her current misery. Decorum and table manners 
were much the same as she ate, relieved to find that it was helping 
to bring down her headache to merely ‘unpleasant’ from its previous 
state of ‘painful’. 


"So, what did you actually want to talk about, we got kind of 
sidetracked yesterday." Naruto asked, unbothered by her strange 
rudeness. He rather liked it actually. 


Oma's face twitched in irritation, recalling that it had been him who 
was the primary cause of the sidetracking. At least he wasn't making 
a big deal of her overindulgence in wine, that was embarrassing 
enough all by itself. 


When she had arrived yesterday, she had come with a well prepared 
argument based on logic, facts, statistics and a small amount of 
morality. The first three were supposed to convince them and the last 
was supposed to be another attempt to get them to adopt at least a 
tiny measure of ethics. 


What survived last night's intoxication and her current hangover was 
markedly more brief. 


"Animal farming, | want you to stop it." 


Xanna raised an eyebrow at the rather blunt delivery. "And by that 
you mean...?" 


"All of it. Meat, cheese, milk, eggs. Everything." 


"That's a big part of our total food industry." Naruto commented. 
"Why would we do that?" 


"Because it isn't economically sound." Oma responded, starting to 
feel much better. "More resources are used to sustain those animals 
than what you gain from them. The numbers will continue to worsen 
as your population grows. Eventually, you will have no choice but to 
abolish it anyway. It would be wise to do it as soon as possible so 
that it causes a minimum of upheaval when it is done." 


She didn't even bother trying to argue about the cruelty of breeding 
animals only to exploit and slaughter them, despite her original 
intention to do so. She just didn't feel like it and it probably wouldn't 
factor into their decision anyway. 


"She has a point." Xanna conceded. She knew that the amount of 
land used for grazing could produce a significantly larger amount of 
crops. The numbers would likely be even more skewed once they 
had to start using those same crops to feed the animals and that 
wasn't even considering advances in farming techniques, followed 
later by the development of hydroponics and aeroponics. 


"Alright, but what about nutrition? I've seen people eating the things 
you've mentioned everywhere I've been so far." Naruto asked. 


"As have l." Xanna added. 


"There is nothing in any of those that you cannot gain from a 
properly balanced plant based diet, and without the inevitable health 
issues at that. Humans are not true omnivores, otherwise they would 
be able to eat raw meat." Oma said dismissively. "Besides, there are 
large portions of your own citizens that have only rare access to milk, 
meat, cheese or eggs, if they have any at all and they are perfectly 
fine." 


Naruto and Xanna exchanged glances and then looked over at 
Akitsu, suddenly realizing that the Ice Sekirei ate mostly fruits, 
vegetables and various grain based foods. They hadn't really paid 
attention to what she was eating, but neither one of them could recall 
her reaching for anything else in decades. 


Akitsu sensed their scrutiny and looked up, looking as sleepy as ever 
as she slowly chewed her food. A few seconds later she finally 
swallowed and cocked her head slightly to the side. "Ah... what?" 


"Nothing sweetie, you're a good girl." Naruto said soothingly. 
Akitsu gave him a happy smile and went back to her food. 


Alright, so maybe Akitsu was a bad example given that he and 
Xanna were constantly rejuvenating her, but Oma still had a pretty 
good point. Not everyone in the Empire had access to animal based 
food, because there simply wasn't enough to go around and they 
were perfectly fine. 


"Alright cupcake, bring us a report on which types of food people 
need to eat for proper nutrition and we'll start abandoning animal 
farming." Naruto said to the ascended woman. 


"You want me to write a report?" Oma asked in disbelief. She was 
pleased that they had been so easy to convince, even if it had taken 
a whole day to get to the point, but this seemed a bit strange. 


"Naturally." Xanna said with a frown. "We have no laboratories yet 
and no way to quickly research the subject, while you seem well 


versed on the issue. It will take considerable reordering of the 
Empire to implement such a move and we will need relevant 
information." 


"Exactly, so hop to it." Naruto added with a clap, releasing the 
constraints that kept her earthbound in the process. "We'll be 
expecting that report in a week." 


Oma stared at him with some irritation, but simply faded away 
instead of responding. It would just encourage him anyway. 


"| guess we're making the Empire vegan." Naruto said 
contemplatively once Oma was gone. "I can't say | saw that one 
coming." 


"Neither did I." Xanna agreed. Neither one of them even considered 
the thought that Oma might have been deceiving them, either 
intentionally or by accident. Though not nearly as powerful as them, 
she was still ascended and had accumulated a great deal of 
knowledge. Besides, they could always just switch back if it didn't 
work. 


"I'm not going to miss eggs or milk, but I'm not giving up meat and 
cheese unless someone comes up with an equally tasty substitute. 
Naruto said after a while. 


"Likewise, though | suppose since ice cream is made from milk, | will 
not be giving it up in addition to meat and cheese." Xanna agreed, 
adding her own two cents. 


"That's true and eggs are used in a lot baked goodies that we like, so 
| guess we're not giving up that either." He concluded, realizing that 
they weren't going to give up anything at all. Not unless equal or 
better substitutes were figured out at any rate. 


"It is most fortunate that we can make everyone else do it without 
adhering to our own decrees." 


"Hypocrisy is a wonderful thing." 


And so it was decided that the Celestial Empire would go vegan, with 
the only non-vegans being its Emperor and Empress, who didn't 
even need to eat in the first place. This move was wildly unpopular 
and earned them a great deal of criticism, which was countered by a 
challenge to look at their teeth and tell them if they needed the same 
kind of food. 


Most people settled down after that, not picking up on the fact that 
they had merely been asked to look at their teeth without receiving 
an actual solid answer. 


Time skip. 


A man was climbing the stairs of the palace at a fast clip, his face 
cast in an angry scowl and a sheaf of paper clutched in his hand that 
he was obviously trying not to damage with his grip. 


He cut a fairly imposing figure, broad shouldered and tall, dark brown 
hair cut short and going grey at the temples, along with a neatly 
trimmed brown beard. 


His name was Alexandros and as one might be able to deduce from 
his general demeanor, he was very angry. 


He had been chosen to be part of the government years ago and 
had shown himself to be competent since then, resulting in his 
elevation to regional overseer of the capital city. He was well known 
as a very patient and rational individual that always kept the best 
interests of the Empire's people in mind, clear thinking and not prone 
to emotional outbursts, which made his current ill temper all the 
stranger for those who knew him. 


He was unimpeded in his angry march since the palace was never 
guarded, allowing him to reach the throne room in short order. 


Naruto was already there, lazily sprawled in his seat, with his legs 
hanging over the armrests in a manner that looked rather undignified 
to be honest. 


Wordlessly, Alexandros threw the papers clutched in his hand to the 
ground, making a loud smack as they hit the polished black marble. 


Naruto looked over at the fuming man with an amused quirk of his 
eyebrow. 


"That's littering, but is there something | can help you with?" 


"You dismissed my proposal without even looking at it." Alexandros 
said stonily. 


"That does sound like something | would do." Naruto agreed. 
"Why?" 


"Because l'm the God-Emperor and | can do whatever | feel like 
doing?" 


"The people deserve to have a voice." He ground out, struggling not 
to glare at the horned man. 


"Woot?" Naruto asked, blinking owlishly and giving every impression 
of being confused. 


Alexandros watched as he got off the throne and picked up the 
discarded documentation, leafing through them at a fast pace. 


"Ah, this proposal." Naruto said in realization and then threw the 
papers over his shoulder. "Yeah, this proposal is a piece of crap." 


It was basically a petition to institute a rudimentary form of 
democracy. 


"As you can see by the signatures, there are many who disagree 
with you." Alexandros growled. 


"It's a good thing that their opinion doesn't really matter now isn't it?" 
Naruto asked ironically. 


"Without the people, the Empire would not exist!" He said 
passionately. 


"Yet they do exist and they've got nowhere else to go." Naruto 
countered and then switched angles. "Honestly Alexandros, we've 
been rejecting this proposal for years. What did you think was going 
to be different this time?" 


"You cannot continue to disregard the will of the people like this." 
Alexandros said insistently, refusing to back down from his stance. 


He had been pushing for this for a long time now, gathering support 
despite opposition and repeated failure. His normally even temper 
had finally snapped when he had been rejected once again, this time 
without so much as a glance at the improvements he had made to 
the proposal. 


"And what is anyone going to do about it?" Naruto mocked, poking 
the shorter man in the shoulder. "What are you going to do about it?" 


The other man stayed quiet, visibly trying to keep hold of his temper. 
Unfortunately, Naruto kept poking him in the shoulder, repeating his 
last question and sometimes adding an incredibly annoying ‘huh?’ at 
the end. 


His temper finally snapped and he swung his fist, catching Naruto 
across the jaw with a mean right hook. 


Alexandros went pale when he realized what he had just done, his 
hands shaking at his sides no matter how much he tried to still them. 


Naruto's head had snapped to the side from the punch and he slowly 
turned back to look at the man that had just punched him in the face. 
His face was like stone but his mouth was twitching, obviously 
fighting against his self control. 


Any moment now, Alexandros expected the Emperor to snarl at him 
with sharp teeth and twist his head off like a screw, but he didn't back 
down or start blubbering apologies. Instead he kept his gaze locked 
with those fiery orbs and waited. 


Finally it was too much for Naruto to take and a wide grin escaped 
him, a laugh following soon after. "Alright, I'll approve your proposal, 
with some changes." 


Alexandros was completely flummoxed and it showed on his face. 
"Wha...? But 1...2?" 


"Why am | approving it only after you slugged me in the jaw?" Naruto 
asked with a heavy dose of irony. 


Alexandros nodded mutely. 


Putting his hands on the man's shoulders and looking deep into his 
eyes, Naruto answered. "Because you finally stopped being a little 
bitch." 


Alexandros was obviously still too baffled for words, so Naruto 
continued. "Ever since you put your idea forward for the first time, 
I've been waiting for you to come up here and demand that it be 
taken seriously. Any idiot can write proposals and make petitions, but 
| wasn't going to acknowledge that unless someone came up here 
and fought for it." 


He stepped back and rubbed his jaw, grinning again. "I'll admit that | 
wasn't expecting a punch to the face, so that was quite a pleasant 
surprise.” 


"So you will approve my proposal for a democracy? Fora 
government voted in by the people?" Alexandros asked, filled with 
both relief that he wasn't about to die and hope that his effort would 
bear fruit. 


"With some changes." Naruto replied. "The most major of which will 
be that Xanna and | will retain absolute authority over all aspects of 
the Empire." 


"But... that is how it is now." Alexandros said back flatly, wondering if 
this whole thing about accepting the proposal was one of the 
Emperor's abstract pranks. 


"No need to sound so disappointed." The horned man said dryly. 
"People will be allowed to vote for whoever they want in government 
and Xanna and | will agree to keep our meddling minimal. We will 
have our own projects that will need to be completed and we may 
remove people from their positions if they are judged unsuitable, but 
on the whole we will allow the Empire to run itself." 


Naruto might have a very dim view of democracy, but he had come 
to realize that it might be beneficial to have a self sufficient 
government that could run itself without direction from him and 
Xanna. That way, they could focus on the big issues and cut down 
on the micromanagement. 


Xanna had taken somewhat longer to convince, but she had 
eventually capitulated and agreed that there was no need for them to 
constantly have their fingers in everything. A guiding hand could be 
more effective than a stranglehold sometimes. She wasn't present 
for this approval because she would have reacted poorly to demands 
being made of her. 


"So you would allow us to govern ourselves, but keep us chained to 
your authority?" 


"Those chains are there to keep you from walking off a cliff." Naruto 
continued in the same dry tone as before. "Trust me on this, 
democracy might sound like a great idea to you right now, with 
images of rational and clear thinking people selecting the most able 
candidates to represent them going through your mind..." 


Alexandros nodded, that was exactly what he had in mind. 


",... But take the word of someone who's already seen democracy at 
work. That isn't how it's going to be and you'll be grateful for 
someone to get things moving when the wheels start breaking down. 
As long as it works, Xanna and | will stay out of it, but we'll be there 
to give it a kick when necessary." 


Reluctantly, Alexandros nodded his agreement. He wasn't really sure 
what he had expected to achieve when he'd stormed up here and 
he'd definitely expected to die after throwing that punch, so this was 
still pretty good all things considered. 


"Would you agree to relinquish power if | punched you in the face 
again?" 


"Ahahahahaha, no." 


Time skip. 


Xanna looked down at the man speaking to the crowd. She would 
admit that he was a good orator, with a powerful voice and plenty of 
charisma. Such a shame that he was so reprehensibly stupid. 


She was currently standing invisibly on the roof of a building in a city 
that was quite a great distance away from the capital. No doubt it 
was that very sense of distance, false though it was, that was giving 
this man the confidence to spread his idiocy. 


The idiocy in question being the idea to secede from the Empire and 
establish an independent republic. On the same planet even! How 
ridiculous. 


Both Xanna and Naruto had expected something like this to happen 

when they had allowed a limited democracy to form, it was inevitable 
really. While not a bad system of government per se, it was also not 

a good one. It allowed too many parasites and misguided idealists to 
gain access to power and the inevitable result would be conflict. 


That was why the limited democracy they had allowed would remain 
subordinate to the Throne. 


"What do you intend to do?" Oma asked from beside her. 


The ascended woman had been curious to see how she would react 
to this rebellious behavior from her subjects. 


"| will let him blather for a while yet, then | will crush their hopes and 
break their hearts." 


"You could simply allow them their independence for a while." Oma 
suggested. "You would be seen as gracious and benevolent and it 
would allow them to try their hand at self governance. They may 
eventually realize that they had it better under your rule, or they may 
succeed without any need for further input from you." 


"If one region is allowed to secede, others will get the same idea. 
The Empire will fracture and it will not be long before these idiot 
humans go to war with each other." Xanna rebuffed. 


"This world has not seen war for centuries and you have done much 
to unite them, they will not turn against each other so easily." Oma 
countered. 


"You give them too much credit." Xanna snorted and then looked at 
her with a smirk. "You also give your own judgement too much credit. 
What ever happened to the mother and child that you had me 
spare?" 


Oma looked away, swallowing down her bitterness at the memory. 
She had watched over them just as the horned woman had 
demanded and had become fond of the boy that the woman had 
given birth too. Children were easy to like, innocent as they were. 


It had made it all the harder to watch when a drought on that planet 
had caused them both to starve to death. It had been a long time 
since she had resented her inability to interfere so much. 


Xanna was of course as unsympathetic as ever and had brutally 
pointed out that their meaningless suffering would have been 
avoided if only Oma hadn't stopped her from killing them both. 


"This desire for independence is the product of greedy self interest 
on the part of the few rather than any altruistic purpose." The horned 
woman went on, uncaring that she had just twisted the metaphorical 
knife. 


"| did warn you that your heavy handed methods in preventing the 
rise of a noble class would have consequences." Oma said back a 
touch tersely. 


"| had no intention of tolerating the existence of a bloated aristocracy 
whose only purpose is to get in the way and cause problems." 
Xanna retorted. 


"Still... do you not think that there were better ways than seizing all 
their assets and reminding them that ‘all were equal beneath your 
feet'? It is little wonder that resentment has festered ever since." 


Xanna shrugged carelessly, not interested in whose feelings were 
hurt. She knew herself to be in the right and that was all that 
mattered. "Their parents accumulated great wealth through their 
skill, knowledge and work, but that does not make their children 
entitled to anything. They have no claim to achievements not their 
own and | will not tolerate the existence of parasites." 


Oma sighed and went silent. She could understand the horned 
woman's argument, she even agreed with it, but the heavy handed 
way that the whole thing was executed was practically asking for 
problems later on and that was without taking Xanna's superior 
attitude into account. 


She'd been surprised and pleased when they had allowed a limited 
democracy to form, seeing it as a step in the right direction. While 

democracy was by itself a fairly inefficient system of government, it 
was an important step to let people decide for themselves and their 


oversight would smooth over the clashing interest of a culture as 
diverse as theirs was. 


The problem was that both Naruto and Xanna seemed to find it 
amusing to let people argue for a while, only to jump in and settle it 
with all the subtlety of a meteor impact. It kept people jumpy and 
nervous for a while after until they relaxed again and the cycle 
repeated itself. 


Such as right now. 


Silently, Xanna floated down from the roof of the building where she 
had been looking down on the speaker, eliciting exclamations of 
shock from the listening crowd. 


The speaker did not immediately catch on to what was going on, but 
he did grasp that there was someone behind him when fingers were 
pointed. 


Spinning around, he found himself staring at a very nice pair of 
breasts that were attached to a woman that was a good bit taller 
than him. Looking upwards, he paled and stumbled back at having 
the very person against whom he had been trying to turn the people 
suddenly appearing behind him. 


"You disappoint me Barbas. Did you think distance alone would 
place you out of my reach?" Xanna said idly. 


Somewhat impressively, Barbas managed to regain his composture 
enough to answer despite his surprise. "I did not come here because 
it was so far from the palace... Heika, my presence here is only one 
part of my journey." 


Xanna had noticed the slight pause before his use of the royal 
address, as well as his distaste for it, but made no mention of it. It 
was hardly worth quibbling about. 


"And you intend to spread your ideas of secession elsewhere as 
well?" She pressed with a raised eyebrow. 


"| do." He said back firmly. "By your own laws, that is not illegal and | 
believe we will be better off without your interference." 


My interference?! She snarled inside her own mind, angry that this 
stupid human dared say such a thing. The Empire was hers, she 
could do with it whatever she damn well pleased! 


But she reined the rage back under control, reminding herself that he 
was just a human and therefore doomed to be short-sighted and 
stupid, as well as greedy and self-centered. Tantrums and violent 
outbursts did not befitan Empress and had spelled the end of her 
previous two tenures as one. This one had lasted far longer already 
and she would not ruin it all with an act of destructive violence, no 
matter how satisfying it would be. 


She had known that letting the sheep think for themselves would 
lead to idiots like this one that thought they knew best. On the whole 
it had proved beneficial, she and Naruto had to deal with less of the 
insignificant day to day crap and could instead focus on the 
important things, but people like Barbas still annoyed her to no end. 


She nevertheless managed to calm down enough that instead of a 
fiery volcanic eruption, Barbas received a response so cold it 
brought to mind the void between galaxies. "You seem to have 
forgotten to whom this Empire belongs... or have you? Were you 
ever intending to reveal your plans to poison Naruto and |?" 


A gasp of shock went through the crowd at the accusation. Many of 
those present were intrigued by the idea of becoming an 
independent nation, but to attempt an assassination on the Emperor 
and Empress? It just wasn't done ! 


"| was planning no such thing!" Barbas quickly denied, though the 
sudden sweat on his face betrayed him. 


"And now you lie to me." Xanna said idly, her earlier anger cooled 
now that the man was squirming. "I see it all in your mind, how you 
intended to slip the most virulent toxin you could find into our food. 
You would have failed, we are gods and thus far removed from your 
ability to do us harm." 


"Again with this superior attitude!" Barbas spat, having apparently 
gathered his courage again. "Is it any wonder that there are people 
who wish to split away from the Empire when you place yourself so 
far above them?" 


"Only fools attempt to make equal that which is intrinsically unequal." 
The horned woman retorted. "I have heard this petty argument 
before, but | suppose | could compromise. If you chafe so much 
under our rule, an empty world can be found for you to make your 
own way. You will however, leave behind everything that does not 
personally belong to you and you will no longer be protected from 
the Goa'uld or any other danger. That is the only such offer you will 
ever receive, as | will not allow a portion of the Empire to split away." 


With those final words, Xanna vanished in a burst of fire that was a 
deliberate show of power as much as anything else. 


In the end, Barbas' rabble rousing didn't amount to anything. Even if 
the army was not staunchly loyal to Naruto, they would have had no 
ability to enforce their secession and nobody wanted to risk going to 
some other planet where the Goa'uld could prey on them. Erius was 
still mostly empty after all and it wasn't hard to find an out of the way 
spot to live if you didn't want to be part of the society living there. 


Naruto and Xanna stared stonily at the two dozen bound and rather 
badly beaten looking men kneeling in front of them, silently 
scrutinizing them for a good few minutes. Behind them, Setsuna and 
several other soldiers were also staring at them, obviously thinking 
violent thoughts. 


The reason for this was that they were pirates, the first rea/ pirates 
that Erius had ever seen. Not long ago, they had attacked a 
merchant ship, killed the men, raped and killed the women before 
hiding out on an empty island, thinking that they wouldn't be found. 


Unfortunately for them, they had been found in very short order and 
hauled to the palace on Naruto and Xanna's demand, entirely 
bypassing the standard judiciary procedure. 


"Why?" Naruto finally asked. "None of you had difficult lives, none of 
you had any reason to do what you did, so why did you?" 


The captain said nothing, but he did spit on the floor in front of him. 


"Random human evil then." Xanna determined, paying no heed to 
the disrespect even as Setsuna bashed him in the head with the hilt 
of her sword. 


"Just kill us and get it over with already." The captain growled, 
glaring at her. 


"After the shit you pulled, the last thing I'd give you is the peace of 
death." Naruto growled back. "I'm just not sure yet what to do with 
you." 


These idiots pissed him off even more than usual because they'd 
taken up their short lived careers in piracy only because they knew 
they couldn't get away with any kind of shit on the mainland. They 
hadn't suffered any noteworthy hardship that would have made them 
turn to crime. They'd simply seen the undefended merchant ships 
and saw an opportunity to do whatever they wanted away from any 
kind of law enforcement. 


Erius had no navy, why would they need it? There were no foreign 
powers on the planet, nor any other dangers that would require it. 


"| have an idea of what to do with them." Xanna said, lips twisting 
into a somewhat cruel smirk. "The medical knowledge of our doctors 


is progressing nicely, but | am certain that having live human test 
subjects would be better than corpses or animals." 


Naruto's eyebrows rose before he too smirked. "A suitable 
punishment and a means of speeding progress at the same time. | 
like it." 


Xanna nodded at him in agreement before turning to Setsuna. "Take 
Test Subject-01 and his companions to the holding cells, we will 
begin making arrangements for their new... accommodations... 
immediately." 


"It will be my genuine pleasure Heika." Setsuna said and started 
hauling the horrified pirates away. 


As soon as they were alone in the throne room, Oma showed up and 
launched into a discussion without preamble. "This act could have 
terrible consequences. Did you not agree to refrain from using slave 
labor or gladiatorial combat for that exact purpose?" 


"We did, this is neither." Naruto replied, for a change not in the mood 
to play games with her. 


"No, this is potentially even worse." Oma said grimly. 


"It is no use Oma, we will not be moved this time." Xanna told her 
dismissively. "If death is no longer a sufficient deterrent against such 
behavior, then the punishments clearly need to be made harsher." 


The ascended woman was going to say something else, but Naruto 
cut her off before she could do so. "They are all adults and they 
decided to attack that ship knowing full well that it was an act that 
would carry dire consequences. There are no extenuating 
circumstances and no tears will be shed over their fates." 


"You truly have no remorse over having them used as laboratory 
specimens, do you?" Oma asked disapprovingly. 


Xanna looked puzzled over the question, which had been expected. 
The horned woman had still not managed to grasp the idea that life 
had value, despite doing a rather good job as a ruler. At this point 
Oma doubted she ever would. 


But she had hoped that Naruto at least would have developed at 
least a little respect for life. But no, nothing had really changed. He 
valued personal choice over life and considered any worth a person 
might have had based on those choices. As soon as anyone made 
an important life decision that in his opinion caused them to forfeit 
their own worth, he reclassified them into three possible categories; 
things to be used, things to be disposed of and things that could be 
played with. 


She would not have been so disapproving of his outlook if only he 
wasn't so ruthless about it. 


"Eh," Naruto shrugged and grinned unrepentantly. "at least we won't 
have to use perfectly innocent animals for it anymore." 


The next day, Naruto and Setsuna found themselves looking down 
on the city from one of the palace balconies. 


Just like everything else on the planet, the palace had changed a lot 
since their arrival and it no longer bore even a passing resemblance 
to a Goa'uld structure. 


For one thing, it was a lot bigger and more imposing, with a massive 
stairway stretching from the bottom of the hill it was on and all the 
way to the permanently open gates. The inside was also much 
changed, now featuring crystal windows and intricate columns, as 
well as indoor gardens and various other features. 


Most of it was the product of various design ideas that Naruto, 
Xanna and sometimes Akitsu got. 


Naruto was currently supposed to be listening as Setsuna updated 
him on the progress of the latest batch of recruits for the army, but 
his mind was elsewhere. 


Namely, it was on what Oma had said yesterday. Once his temper 
had cooled, he was able to consider whether it had been wise to 
agree with Xanna on using those pirates as lab rats. He didn't feel 
guilty about it, nor did he think they deserved any better, but he did 
wonder whether it would have unforeseen consequences. 


Oma was smart, and her advice had been helpful on many 
occasions. There had been times when they had disregarded it, but 
only rarely and only after putting a lot of thought into it. Oma didn't 
make a habit of giving suggestions often and whenever she did it 
was with a well thought out and hard to refute argument. 


He had been too pissed to listen yesterday. 


"Heika?" Setsuna questioned, laying a hand on his arm to get his 
attention when she saw that his thoughts were elsewhere. 


The touch snapped him out of his thoughts. "Setsuna, Do you think it 
was a good idea to punish those pirates the way we did." 


"They have more than earned it." Was her unhesitating and firm 
reply. 


Right, wrong person to ask. Setsuna had long been of the opinion 
that death was too good for the likes of them. 


"| guess I'm just wondering if the gain will be worth the price." Naruto 
mused. "I already know that we can expect the human rights 
weenies to come bitching about it being inhumane." 


Setsuna scowled. She hated those people. All they ever seemed to 
do was complain about things in the Empire being too harsh without 
having any understanding of how good they had it. 


She had not been pleased that the Emperor and Empress had 
allowed a democratic government to form and had flatly told them 
that she would not take orders from anyone but them. Nobody else 
could be trusted in her opinion. The rest of the army had reacted 
much the same, they would follow Setsuna as their commander and 
Naruto as their Emperor. They would also listen to Xanna, though 
she left the management of the armies in Naruto's hands. 


"Their energies would be better spent doing something useful rather 
than defending criminals." She finally said. 


Naruto hummed non-committally. "The problem is that the number of 
criminals is on the rise despite everything. | don't suppose you have 
any ideas on how to reduce the number of people deciding to be 
criminals?" 


Setsuna pursed her lips in thought and stared out over the city. 


It had grown more than a hundredfold since she had first seen it all 
those years ago. It had been so different then. Despite the work that 
the Emperor and Empress had been doing to make it better, life had 
still been difficult and consisted of a great deal of hard work. Food 
had to be carefully rationed to make sure everyone got enough and 
housing was often improvised until something better could be built. 


Her own people had simply been grateful to be away from the 
Goa'uld and had gladly thrown themselves into making their new 
home the best they possibly could and had managed to rebuild a 
replica of their settlement close to the capital. 


That settlement had long since been swallowed by the expanding 
city and was now its own district within it. Her people had by now 
mostly assimilated into the whole despite the infusion of new blood 
from raids into the territories of IZanagi and now Amaterasu. 


Setsuna felt some nostalgia for those times and sometimes felt adrift 
in the ever changing Empire while she remained the same. 


Her lips quirked into a smile at the thought that her grandfather had 
intended for her to be a concubine to the man next to her. She had 
been such an angry child then. It made her wonder what the 
Emperor had ever seen in her. 


Also very ironic that she had started lusting after him not long into 
the training he had put her through. She had been terribly 
disappointed when he had shown no sign of wanting to take her to 
his bed, but had understood it later on. The men under her command 
would never have respected her if they thought that she had gotten 
her position by sleeping with the Emperor. 


Men could be so stupid sometimes and more than one of them had 
lost teeth for insinuating something like that. So had several women 
actually, so she supposed it would be more accurate to say that 
people could be stupid sometimes. 


Then there were some people who were stupid all the damned time . 
Like the aforementioned idiots whining about it being inhumane to 
execute the worst criminals, pacifists advocating that they stop 
attacking the Goa'uld and similar nuisances. 


If these people had any sense in their heads they would understand 
that you couldn't deal with problematic people and monsters by 
being nice ! 


Setsuna hated pacifists too. How the Emperor and Empress kept an 
even temper around them escaped her understanding. Though she 

supposed that ignoring them wholesale meant that they didn't have 

to deal with them overmuch. 


It was another thing that she missed about the old days. People 
knew that life was not all sunshine and roses and didn't waste their 
time championing stupid causes. 


For all that the Empire had become great under the rule of the 
Emperor and Empress, it had also made things a bit too easy in her 
opinion. With abundant access to food, water, shelter, entertainment, 


healthcare and plenty of free time thanks to the generous work 
reforms, people quite simply had too much time to be stupid. No 
matter how much they both pushed forward the agenda of educating 
people, there were always going to be people that were just too 
stupid for words. 


The thought sparked an idea in Setsuna's mind. 


"You have made life too easy." She said slowly, still formulating the 
idea in her head. "There are many citizens of the Empire that have 
never known any true hardship and some of them feel entitled 
because of that." 


Naruto looked at her in interest as se finally spoke after several 
minutes of silence. After a short consideration, he found himself 
agreeing with her and wanted to hear where she was going with this. 


"A mandatory time spent in the army would force them to experience 
some difficulty in their lives and they may be more grateful for what 
they have." 


Naruto's eyebrow rose in a sardonic expression as he replied. "I 
can't conscript the entire population of the Empire into the army 
Setsuna, even if it probably would have some positive effect." 


The number of new children born per annum now exceeded the 
number of people brought to Erius through the stargate by a large 
margin. He had actually been considering the idea of stopping the 
raids altogether. The woman next to him would be bored out of her 
mind if he did that though. 


"Of course not Heika." Setsuna said, sounding a bit miffed at him 
thinking that she would suggest something so stupid. "I meant that 
we could institute a mandatory military service of a few years when 
adulthood is reached." 


Naruto rubbed his chin in thought, now intrigued by the idea. That 
could be done, it would take some time to get everything set up, but 


it was doable. It would certainly instill some discipline into people. He 
wasn't blind to the fact that a large portion of the population was 
basically good for nothing but breeding more people and that they 
had gotten a bit too opinionated ever since a limited democracy had 
been allowed to form. 


Army training was pretty demanding though and not everyone was 
suited for it. Perhaps a somewhat reduced version of it? 


Of course, this no longer had anything to do with his second 
thoughts on using live criminals as laboratory specimens, but he 
shrugged it off. If they didn't want it to happen to them then they 
shouldn't become criminals in the first place. 


"| like this." He finally said. "Lets go find my lovely wife and see if we 
can't hammer out the details." 


Setsuna smiled and took her place next to him as they went to find 
Xanna. 


She couldn't help herself from grinning when she heard his amused 
muttering. 


"Hehe, this is going to piss off the pacifists even more." 


Time skip. 


It was finally time, time to let out all of his cute little sisters and other 
assorted Sekirei. 


It had taken so very long, centuries longer than her had originally 
predicted(a prediction that he had long since realized had been 
hopelessly optimistic), but the time had finally come. It would be 
great to have a bunch of cute girls around calling him onii-chan again 
and he could hardly wait. 


Before he could get to the Sekirei though, it would probably be wise 
to get one other person out of stasis first. He would probably need to 
devote some time to get her settled before he could fully focus on 
having fun showing his little sisters around. 


With that in mind, he reached into the Interdimensional Storage 
Locker and pulled out a very troublesome(but amusing) woman. 


She came out as pissed as a wild cougar that someone had poked 
with a stick. 


"-son of a bitch! Huh?" Her expression turned confused as she 
noticed that her surroundings had changed. 


Naruto pouted at her. "You're seriously still upset about that little ass 
groping Takami-chan? It happened centuries ago, you really 
shouldn't hold grudges for that long." 


Her confusion deepened and Naruto grinned at her widely, his 
disgustingly good mood obvious. 


And we have finally reached the point where the Sekirei will be 
let out. | Know a lot of you were waiting for this to happen, so 
you can be sure that the next chapter is going to be mostly 
devoted to that. 


Chapter 12 


A lot of people lately have been asking me when they'll run into 
Earth and the SGC crew. I can't give you anything specific since 
I'm not all that sure of it myself(originally | expected it to be at 
about chapter 4), but it should be relatively soon. Definitely not 
the next chapter, but soon. 


Anyways, | hope you enjoy this extra long chapter. I'm gonna go 
play some Dark Souls 2 and no doubt die horribly. 


Takami stared at the horned man for a few seconds in confusion 
before it clicked what had just happened. He must have brought her 
out of stasis. 


It was a bit disorienting for her. After all, as far as she was concerned 
she'd been in Minaka's old office just a moment ago and now she 
was elsewhere with Naruto telling her that centuries had passed. 


Taking a deep breath, she calmed herself and asked the next 
pertinent question. 


"Naruto, you said I'd only be in stasis for a hundred years or so. How 
long has it been?" 


He gave her a bit of a sheepish grin as he answered. "Yeah, that 
might have been a bit over optimistic. It's been closer to five 
hundred." 


Takami felt like someone had just punched her in the gut. 
"F-Five hundred...?" 
"Apparently, starting off with a tiny population that has a knowledge 


base barely above the level of absolute zero takes a long time to get 
to a respectable level." He went on blithely. 


Takami was still looking a bit poleaxed at the idea that she'd spent 
half a millenium on ice, and now she was trying to figure out how any 
society as primitive as the one he'd just described could have 
advanced to a level where she would be useful in just five centuries. 


Naruto grinned in amusement at her stunned expression. "Come 
with me, I'll explain as we walk." 


Mutely, she followed him and listened as he started talking. 


"The planet you're on is named Erius and when Xanna and | came 
here, it didn't even have enough people to make a respectable town. 
We started them down the path of advancement, but didn't give out 
too much knowledge since we wanted them to reach it themselves. 
Oh, and there's going to be a few things you'll have to get used to." 


"Like what?" She asked, still trying to wrap her mind around the idea 
that she was not on Earth anymore. 


"Well for starters, the day here is over twenty six hours long, so your 
sleep cycle is probably going to take a while to adjust. Since the day 
is longer, the way time is measured also developed differently. We 
did manage to keep the metric system of measurement though. Also, 
the year is about twenty percent longer. You might also feel a bit 
weird for a while because of those." 


Takami followed his finger and felt her jaw drop as she saw two 
moons in the night sky. That made it sink in that she wasn't on Earth 
anymore far better than anything else. Almost in a trance she 
approached the balcony, still staring at the two celestial bodies. 


The part of her mind that wasn't busy being shocked was already 
thinking furiously on what kind of effect two moons would have on 
the planet and its inhabitants. 


The tides would be different for sure, and there was a slew of things 
that were affected by the lunar cycle. She'd need to write them all 
down to keep them straight and she wasn't even an astronomer. 


Her eyes dipped down and she saw the many lights of a modern city 
stretching out towards the horizon. The building they were in was 
clearly very tall and by what little of it she could see, Takami guessed 
that it must be an enormous palace. 


Shaking her head, Takami decided to focus on the more immediate 
concerns rather than staring at the moons and the city. 


"Right. Is there anything else | should be getting used to." 


Naruto hummed in thought for a moment before it dawned on him 
what she'd need to get used to. "Yeah, for one thing, you've just 
become a non-smoker." 


She raised an eyebrow in question and he answered the unasked 
question. 


"The tobacco industry on Earth always seemed like an unnecessary 
problem causer, so Xanna and | never allowed anything like it to get 
off the ground." He shrugged. 


Alright, Takami would give him that. The tobacco industry really 
didn't serve any practical purpose. 


"You've also just become vegan." 
"What? Why?" She asked, confused. 


"Because the last bit of animal farming was completely abandoned 
about seventy years ago." He admitted. 


While not exactly pleased by the sudden change to her diet, Takami 
was also very curious. The whole vegan versus non-vegan thing was 
a perpetually unresolved issue on Earth and any politician that tried 
to force it would be commiting political suicide. 


Possibly literal suicide too if the wrong toes were stepped on. 


"How did that work out?" She asked, her curiousity obvious. 


"Eh, it kinda dragged." Was Naruto's response, accompanied by a 
wishy-washy gesture. "People were predictably pissy about it at first 
and there was a portion of the population that didn't adjust well for a 
while, especially the ones used to living in more arid areas, so the 
change was a bit sluggish. On the up side, heart disease, clogged 
arteries, obesity and high cholesterol are practically non-existent 
now. Turns out that it's really hard to get fat with a vegan diet. 
Nowadays we can make plant based substitutes for pretty much 
anything and you'd be hard pressed to tell the difference from real 
meat, milk, cheese or eggs and it's a lot cheaper to produce than 
raising cattle would be." 


"What about honey?" 


"Not an issue." He shrugged. "There's no bees on this planet and no 
bees means no honey. There /s another insect that uses pollen to 
produce a sort of equivalent, but it makes people sick if they eat it. 
Something to do with the conversion process." 


"Interesting." She said noncommittally, making a note to look it up. 
"Anything else?" 


"One more thing, the technological level is a bit higher than what 
you're used to. | wanted to bring you and the others out of stasis 
nearly twenty years ago, but there was a bit of a situation going on at 
the time." 


"What kind of situation?" Takami asked suspiciously. 


"Well, as you might have noticed, | don't believe in doing anything 
half-assed..." 


Takami snorted. That was one way of putting it. 


",.. SO when machine labor started becoming a thing | commanded 
that every effort be made to replace human labor at maximum 
speed." 


"But that would cause a massive loss of employment..." She said 
and trailed off in realization. 


"Yeah, | see you get my drift. People started losing jobs like crazy, 
poverty reared its ugly head for the first time in centuries, city wide 
riots almost happened, etcetera, etcetera. We couldn't stop the 
process, but something had to be done. Eventually we just made 
food, housing and utilities free since there was such an abundance. 
Money has been steadily losing importance ever since, give it a little 
more time and it's probably going to be discarded altogether. Now 
that what is being called ‘The Machine Revolution’ is mostly over, 
things have finally settled down enough that | felt it was safe to bring 
you all out." 


"You made communism work?" Takami asked in shock. 


"Well it's not exactly communism..." Naruto prevaricated. "There just 
wasn't any point in having a money based economy when an 
assload of jobs was becoming obsolete, with more going that way 
every year. There was simply no way to provide employment for 
everyone. The only ones profiting in that situation were the handful 
of people who owned various companies while everyone else was 
getting screwed. The obvious solution was to change the rules." 


Takami sighed and rolled her eyes in exasperation. Only Naruto 
would think that 'changing the rules' was an obvious solution. 


"That move probably got you a lot of flak." She guessed, anyone 
trying that on Earth would face dogged resistance from big 
corporations who had it in their best interests to keep things the way 
they were. 


"Not as much as you'd think. It was pretty short lived at least, unlike 
the decision to use criminals for medical research and science 
experiments." He admitted. "I've still got people whining about that 
even though it's been over a hundred years since its institution." 


"What?" Takami hissed, glaring furiously at the horned man. "You did 
not just say that you are using people, living people as test subjects 
for experimentation." 


She'd expected that the death penalty would be a popular means of 
problem solving in any nation uner Naruto's rule, but this?! It was like 
something out of the realm of horror sci-fi. 


"Ah, but | am." He answered unrepentantly. He'd expected that she 
wouldn't approve. "It's been very beneficial, even if we are 
perpetually short on lab rats." 


"What the hell kind of country are you running here?!" Takami nearly 
yelled. 


"The kind where people can take a walk through the city at night 
without being afraid about being mugged and where women don't 
have to carry a can of mace in their purse." He shot back. "In the 
past year, there have been eighty instances of rape and half as 
many murders in the whole Empire. There are over six hundred 
million people under my rule, so I'd consider that pretty damn good." 


The retort shocked Takami out of her outrage. She just coldn't wrap 
her head around a statistic that low. With a population so large, she 
wouldn't have been surprised if that statistic was a thousand times 
higher. She had no idea how he was managing that feat and couldn't 
even begin to puzzle it out. Clearly he was doing something right, but 
the idea of using medical experimentation as a criminal punishment 
left a bad taste in her mouth. 


Takami knew that she had already crossed that line once with the 
Sekirei and that was far from her only objection. 


"Don't expect me to be your personal doctor Mengele, Adolf. " 


"Did you just compare me to Hitler?" Naruto asked incredulously. 


Inwardly he was grinning. People willing to talk shit to him were way 
too rare these days. 


"Why don't you tell me something that would give me a better 
impression then." Takami suggested, stone faced. She knew full well 
that the comparison wasn't even close to accurate, but the annoying 
bastard just had to start with the the worst stuff didn't he? 


His next words proved this nicely. 


"| suppose that rules out my plans of a genocidal conquest of the 
galaxy." Naruto said musingly. 


" WHAT? " 


"In fact, | think I'll start calling it ‘The Final Solution’..." He grinned at 
her horified face and decided to cut her some slack. "Don't worry 
about it Takami-chan, you'll agree that they're due for some 
extermination once | bring you know what we're dealing with." 


Takami personally doubted it. What could possibly be bad enough to 
make genocide a good idea? 


"But you wanted to hear some of my heroic deeds!" Naruto said and 
jumped on the balcony railing, striking a heroic lunging pose and 
going into a rant that would have impressed even Minaka. 


"The Galaxy is steeped in darkness and Humanity enslaved to evil 
alien overlords, but hark! There comes white horseman, defender of 
God, exposing to everyone his powerful rod!" 


Takami facepalmed, wondering if she had been horrifyingly cruel to 
puppies in a previous life to deserve having to deal with lunatics like 
Minaka and Naruto all the time. 


"With his dashing good looks, flowing blond hair and superior dental 
hygiene, this hero has labored for centuries to make a good home 


for his cute little sisters and liberated millions of slaves in the 
process." 


He turned towards the scientist with an arch look, standing tall with 
his arms crossed and hair waving dramatically in the breeze. "I'll bet 
Hitler never did that." 


Takami felt the beginnings of a headache forming. A crazy ass clown 
Naruto might be, but she knew that he wasn't a liar. Disregarding all 
the random lunacy he'd spouted just now, that still left the fact that 
whatever dimension he'd brought her to, humans were apparently 
scattered across the galaxy and enslaved by aliens, and that Naruto 
had been liberating them for centuries now. That answered the 
niggling thought of how it was possible for the Empire to be so 
populous after a mere five centuries if it had started out with a ‘tiny’ 
population as he'd said. 


There was just too much of everything and she had nothing familiar 
to hold on to, unless one counted the familiar confusion of whether 
Naruto was a hero or a monster. Stupid, contrary man. 


Naruto had clearly noticed her mood and jumped down from the 
safety railing to put a hand on her shoulder. "Tell you what Takami- 
chan. Why don't you take a while to get used to it? I've already gota 
fully furnished apartment ready for you, so just take a few weeks ora 
few months and treat it as a vacation to a foreign country or 
something and come talk to me when you're ready. It's going to be a 
bit of a culture shock and your body is going to be feeling out of 
whack for a while anyway, so just relax and take it all in for a while." 


In spite of her currently conflicted feelings for the horned man, the 
deep rumble of his voice was soothing and she let herself be led 
away. 


After setting Takami up in her new living space and giving her a 
guide to help acclimate, he moved on to the others. 


The first to be released were Miya and Takehito, whom had gotten a 
talk similar to Takami and been given a place to live and a guide of 
their own. From their perspective, Takehito had only been among the 
living again for about a week and they were both still eager to make 
up for lost time. Miya certainly wasn't letting him out of sight yet. 


He knew that he couldn't just let all the Sekirei loose at the same 
time without causing a bit too much chaos, so he was doing it in 
groups. 


Takami, Miya and Takehito could be trusted to behave themselves. 
Most of the others... not so much. 


The first one out after those three was the smallest and cutest 
Sekirel. 


"Hello Kuu-chan, gimme a hug!" 


The tiny blond girl squealed in surprise and giggled at the sudden 
hug. 


"I've missed you!" 


"But Kuu was with onii-chan all the time." The little girl protested 
playfully. 


"Ah, of course you were." Naruto agreed softly. 


Kusano wouldn't understand that what had been an eyeblink for her 
had been lifetimes for him. He'd all but forgotten what she looked 
like. 


"Would you like a tour of your new home?" He asked. 
"Uh-huh!" She nodded enthusiastically. 
"Alright! But first lets bring out a few more people." He said, placing 


the young Sekirei on his shoulders, where she quickly grabbed on to 
his horns as usual. "Now who to bring out... ah, | Know!" 


Another quick reach into the Interdimensional Storage Locker and 
two more women were in the room. 


"How's my two favorite lesbians?" He asked, grinning down at a 
disoriented Uzume and Chiho. 


"Big bro/Naruto-san?" They asked in stereo. 


"Onii-chan, what's a lesbian?" Kusano asked curiously from atop his 
head. 


"A lesbian is a woman that only finds other women pretty." He 
answered her. 


"Is Kuu a lesbian?" She asked next. 
"| doubt it, but we won't know for sure until you're older." 


Kusano made an angry ‘fuuuuugh' noise in the back of her throat. 
Her stupid onii-chan said that about everything! 


"Big bro, where are we?" Uzume butted in after the amusing little 
side conversation was finished. 


"You are currently in the Imperial Palace of the Celestial Empire, 
located on the planet of Erius, which is itself located about 30,000 
light years distant from Earth." Naruto explained, adopting a very 
upper crust manner of speech. 


"Whoa..." Uzume said, impressed. Chiho just looked stunned. "And 
you're the Emperor?" 


"Yep." He grinned. 
"Where's your crown then?" The Veiled Sekirei challenged playfully. 


"Kings have crowns Uzume, not Emperors. And besides, who needs 
a crown when I've got these awesome horns?" 


"Um... what should we call you now Naruto-san?" Chiho asked 
awkwardly. Naruto had saved her life and always been so nice, but 
he was royalty now. 


The horned man had no intention of tolerating that kind of formality 
from them though, so he just grinned down at the petite girl. "Onii- 
chan will do fine." 

Chiho blushed and muttered an agreement. 


Naruto grinned some more and brought out another few Sekirei, 
those being Yashima, Kazehana and Homura. 


"Onii-chan/Naruto-kun/Naruto?" Three confused voices asked, 
obviously startled at the sudden(from their perspective) change of 
scenery. 

"Welcome to your new home." He greeted enthusiastically, engulfing 
them all in a hug, including UZume and Chiho. Of course, his arms, 
while very long, weren't long enough to hug them all at once, so he 
stretched them like rubber. 

"Onii-chan!" Yashima squeaked in surprise, much to his pleasure. 
"Naruto-kun, how bold of you!" Kazehana flirted. 

"Why are you hugging me?!" Homura protested. 


"I'm feeling so generous right now that | don't even care about the 
wrongness of your gender." Naruto retorted, squeezing harder. 


"There is nothing wrong with my gender!" Homura snapped. "Stop 
feeling so generous!" 


Kazehana chuckled, not particularly bothered even though it looked 
like Chiho was drowning in her cleavage. "Too bad Matsu isn't here, 
she would probably try to start an orgy." 


"Don't give him ideas!" 


"Onii-chan, what's an orgy?" 


"I'll tell you when you're older." 


After he'd stopped hugging them, Naruto led the group on a tour of 
the palace, showing them the expansive indoor gardens, colored 
crystal windows that refracted the moonlight and the various other 
attractions one might find in a palace. 


The sights elicited much ooh-ing and aah-ing, especially from 
Kusano. 


They all descended into awed silence when he led them into a 
particularly massive room that was full to bursting with various 
artworks, from paintings to sculptures. The most impressive one by 
far though, was the gigantic painting on the vaulted ceiling. 


It was an impressively done rendition of Naruto and Xanna, both 
naked and lying stretched out, with one arm extended so that their 
fingers touched. Xanna's ten tails were splayed behind her in 
exquisite detail and took up nearly half the ceiling. 


"| know I've never seen this before, but it feels familiar." Kazehana 
finally commented after a minute of silent staring. 


"It's a bit of an inside joke between me, Xanna and Akitsu." Naruto 
admitted with a grin. "It's a rip off of the painting of the Creation of 
Adam in the Sistine chapel." 


Akitsu was utterly convinced that her work was superior to 
Michelangelo's, though that had less to do with the quality than it did 
with the subject matter, not that the quality was anything to sneeze at 
either. 


Xanna was of similar mind, but she was hardly unbiased since she'd 
claim that anything was better if it had her in it. 


Naruto was inclined to agree with his wife on the last one. There was 
also the fact that unlike Adam, he didn't have a tiny penis. 


That got him some incredulous staring from those who knew what he 
was talking about, which was basically everyone except Kusano and 
Yashima. After a few seconds, Kazehana and Uzume chuckled, 
Chiho smiled, Homura looked exasperated and the other two looked 
confused. 


"Who painted it?" Kazehana asked after the moment passed. 
"Akitsu did." He told them. "Took her a couple of years to do it." 
"Akitsu can paint?!" Several of them asked in shock. 


"Oh yeah." He confirmed. "A lot of the stuff in this room was made by 
her in fact." 


They took a long look around, this time paying closer attention to the 
hundreds of items in the room. 


"| want to paint like Akitsu-nee!" Kusano declared into the silence. 


Naruto chuckled at her enthusiasm. "I'm sure she won't mind 
teaching you if you'd like Kuu-chan." 


They spent about twenty minutes longer in the room looking at the 
various works of art before Uzume asked another question. 


"Hey, if you're an Emperor, do you have a throne room?" 
"Of course | have a throne room." Naruto huffed, feigning offense 


that she would even ask such a thing. Then he grinned. "You wanna 
see it?" 


Getting a chorus of agreement, they started making their way 
upwards. 


Over the years, Naruto and Xanna had moved the throne room from 
the ground level to somewhere a good deal higher. Aside from 
wanting a better view out the windows, it also forced people to 
consider whether they wanted to walk all the way there when they 
had something to complain about. They did have elevators now, but 
they were still positioned in such a way that it required a good bit of 
walking up the stairs regardless. 


"You seriously have to walk all this way every time you want to get to 
your throne room?" Uzume asked incredulously. 


Her Sekirei constitution made the walk easy, but she could see that 
Chiho was starting to get a bit tired. 


"Nah, | can just teleport." Naruto answered with a grin. "And | have 
one of those firefighter sliding poles for getting down." 


"Sliding pole?" UZume and Kusano asked with starry eyes. Even 
Chiho and Yashima were looking interested. 


Homura just huffed and Kazehana was amused. 


Naruto had brought them all out at night so that they wouldn't run 
into anyone during their tour, but his plans were foiled as two women 
came around a corner at that point. 


They were obviously identical twins, but their parentage was 
somewhat harder to determine. Their eyes were such a dark brown 
that the iris was nearly indistinguishable from the pupil, with the 
almond shape of an Asian descendant. Their hair was a shiny black, 
their skin was a light-to-medium brown instead of the pale yellow-ish 
skin tone common to most Asians and their facial structure was also 
stronger than what one would expect from an Asian woman. 


They were dressed only in dark red sports bras and tight shorts, 
making it easy to see the defined musculature that was currently 
shining with sweat. They still had some softness to them, but were 
clearly very athletic. 


"Hello girls." Naruto greeted. 
"Heika." The twins chorused cheerfully. 
"Trouble sleeping?" He asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"We like to exercise before bed and you have an excellent 
gymnasium." One of them admitted. "I hope you don't mind?" 


"Of course not." He reassured, biting his tongue to keep from 
suggesting a different type of exercise . He was doing a tour, not 
looking to get laid even if the twins looked delicious right now. He 
decided to introduce them to the Sekirei and Chiho instead. 


"Girls, these are Uzume, Chiho, Yashima, Kazehana, Homura and 
the little cutie on my head is Kusano." He said, pointing out each in 
turn before turning back to the twins "And the lovely twins are Liri 
and Miri." 


"Heika, she's adorable." The twins gushed, looking at the shy 
Kusano that was unsuccessfully trying to hide behind his horns. 


"That she is." Naruto agreed, grinning at the strange embarrassed 
gurgle coming from the tiny Sekirei. 


"And your friend is quite handsome." Liri said, giving Homura a 
hungry once over that made the Fire Sekirei rather nervous. 


"I've never seen anyone so young with natural silver hair before." 
Miri added, sidling up to Homura's other side, not invading his 
personal space yet but looking as if she really wanted to. "Has it 
always been like that?" 


"Uh, yes." Homura replied hesitantly, backing up a bit. 


"You think you could help us finish our exercise Ho~mu-~ra?" Liri 
asked so suggestively that even a rock would get the hint. 


Naruto was frantically signaling to the silver haired man that he 
should accept the offer because Homura had that 'deer-in-the- 
headlights’ look that indicated he was going to be stupid and try to 
weasel out of it. 


Alas, all his signaling was in vain. 


"I'm sorry, um, ladies, but | really couldn't leave before the tour is 
finished." Homura fended off, sweating like crazy. 


It wasn't that he had anything against attractive women(and these 
two were very attractive), but the twins' forwardness wasn't 
something he'd ever dealt with. Even though he used to work as a 
host back in Japan, the women there hadn't been this blatant. Not 
the sober ones at any rate, and the drunk ones were usually too 
uncoordinated to manage anything more than a clumsy fumble. 


The others were all watching the flustered Homura with varying 
degrees of amusement, or confusion in the case of Kusano. 


"Oh don't worry about that Homura, I'm sure the twins can show you 
things that | never could." Naruto said graciously, blatantly ignoring 
the Fire Sekirei's silent plea for help. 


The twins now invaded his personal space and started running their 
hands over his chest, blatantly feeling him up. 


"Um, maybe later. | only just got here and I'm still adjusting." He all 
but squeaked, looking as if he would like nothing better than to sink 
into the wall behind him. 


Seeing that he was uncomfortable, the twins backed off with a pout, 
obviously put out that they'd been refused, but they shrugged it off 
and moved away. 


"Alright handsome, but keep us in mind when you get settled." With 
those parting words and a saucy wink, they moved on down the hall 
and disappeared behind a corner. 


"I'm so disappointed in you right now that | can't even find the words 
for it." Naruto told him flatly. 


Homura just looked at him with a deadpan stare. 


"I'm disappointed in you too, those girls were hot! And twins!" Uzume 
added. 


"Uzume-chan!" Chiho protested, disapproving and a bit jealous. 


"Hehe, don't worry Chiho-baby, you know you're the only one for 
me." The Veiled Sekirei reassured. 


"A little late to be playing at monogamy from what my wife tells me." 
Naruto interjected, grinning when both of them blushed and 
mumbled something indistinct. 


"Onii-chan, what's mono-gamy?" Kusano asked, her face scrunching 
as she tried to pronounce the word properly. 


"Something that Homura isn't likely to experience because his exotic 
looks are going to have him drowning in pussy." Naruto answered, 
smirking at the stunned look on the Fire Sekirei's face. 

"Homura is going to have a lot of kitties?" Kusano asked excitedly. 


"Yeah sure, lets go with that." Naruto told her, not wanting to explain 
the finer points of sexual euphemisms to an eight year old. 


"Who were those girls Naruto-kun?" Kazehana asked curiously. Why 
would they be using the palace gymnasium? 


"Professional pole dancers, strippers and prostitutes in training." He 
answered succintly. 


"Their parents must be so proud." Homura muttered after a moment 
of stunned silence. 


"They are actually, those are all considered high class pursuits." 
Naruto confirmed. "Their mother is especially happy that they're 
continuing the tradition." 


"Tradition?" They all asked, baffled. 
"Yep, I've trained their mother, grandmother and great grandmother." 


" You train prostitutes?" They chorused again, now faintly 
disapproving. 


"Only a few." He admitted, ignoring the disapproving tone. "I'd never 
have time to train them all and the competition to get sent to the 
palace for training is ridiculous." 


They all stared at him uncertainly, obviously confused. Eventually 
Uzume spoke up. "I never took you as the type to endorse 
prostitution big bro." 


"Me neither." Kazehana added, frowning at him. 


"It was either take control of it and regulate it myself or let it go on 
completely unchecked. This way | can watch over the whole thing 
and make sure everyone is treated right. The prostitutes, both male 
and female, have access to any education they want, can leave that 
life anytime they want and get benefits when they get too old for it." 
He explained. 


He hadn't really meant for them to find out like this, but you worked 
with what you had. 


"Besides," He continued. "The number of prostitutes has been 
steadily dropping for years and the whole thing is slowly turning into 
more of an adult friend finder than a prostitution service." 


With money starting to lose value, there really wasn't much else that 
could happen. 


They were obviously unsure of what to think, so Naruto continued 
and changed the subject. "I'll give you a more in depth explanation 
later if you want, but for now we have arrived at the throne room." 


"Ooh!" Kusano said 


"Nice." Uzume complimented, looking around the long room with its 
polished black marble flooring, intricate columns, crystal prism 
skylight, expansive windows with deep red curtains and the massive 
dual throne made of obsidian dominating the room. Behind the 
throne hung a great banner with the customized Eye of Samsara on 
It. 


"Very nice." Kazehana agreed, eliciting similar statements from the 
others. 


While the others spread around to look at the room, UZume was 
biting her lower lip and staring at the throne. Chiho caught her eye 
and fervently shook her head, only to get a cheeky grin and a shrug 
from her Sekirei. 


"Dibs!" Uzume suddenly shouted, bolting down the room and 
throwing herself into the throne, sinking into the super comfortable 
cushions with a sigh. "Oooh, damn bro you sure have been living it 


up." 


"Uzume-chan!" Chiho exclaimed, scandalized. Unlike her Sekirei, 
who had spent much of her life in MBI's labs, Chiho had grown up 
surrounded by the Japanese culture and what Uzume had just done 
was about the equivalent of plopping yourself into the 
Chrysanthemum Throne right in front of the Japanese Emperor. You 
simply didn't do that, even if you personally knew him. 


Uzume however, was enjoying herself too much to take heed of her 
Ashikabi's tone of voice. 


"Make way for Empress Uzume commoners! As my first decree, | 
name Chiho-baby my royal concubine." The Veiled Sekirei said, 
putting on her best superior expression. 


It wasn't a very good one since Uzume exuded an aura of 
playfulness even at the best of times, but her words did make 
Chiho's face turn a bright crimson. 


Kazehana fluttered into the other seat and settled into it with her legs 
crossed, pulling off a regal appearance much better than Uzume as 
she spoke. 


"|, Empress Kazehana, demand that the best sake in the Empire be 
brought to me." She said impishly. 


"Sorry Uzume, but Kazehana pulls it off better than you." Naruto said 
with a smirk, waving his hand and sending a bottle of sake flying 
towards the Wind Sekirei. 


Uzume pouted, looking her fellow Sekirei over and admitting that the 
sexy purple dress and long black hair did look a lot more regal than 
her goofy sideways ponytail and casual T-shirt with shorts. 


"Thank you Naruto-kun!" Kazehana gushed, opening the bottle and 
sniffing the alcohol with a happy sigh. She could already tell that it 
was good stuff. 


"Kuu wanna sit on the big chair too!" Kusano said from his head and 
he let her down. As soon as her feet hit the ground, she ran up to the 
throne and clambered into Kazehana's lap, squealing as the Wind 
Sekirei started tickling her. 


"Um, is this really okay Naruto-san?" Chiho asked nervously. 


"It's just a fancy chair." He shrugged, amused and smiling at the 
irreverent horseplay. For nearly five hundred years, people had 
treated that ostentatious throne as if it was actually something other 
than a hunk of rock(volcanic glass technically) and it tickled his funny 


bone to see someone playing with it like this. "And | thought you 
agreed to call me big brother? Formality makes Naruto a sad boy." 


Chiho blushed again before speaking. "Sorry... onii-chan." 


Naruto grinned as Uzume tried to convince Chiho to come sit in her 
lap, Yashima went around the room, curiously examining the various 
knick knacks and Homura failed to look broody in the playful 
atmosphere. 


Life was good. 


The process of letting the Sekirei out continued apace in no 
particular order. 


Yukari and Minato, along with Shiina and Musubi of course, were in 
the next group because he knew that Takami would be worried about 
them. He got them set up close enough to their mother to visit, but 
not so close that they would run into each other by accident. 


Minato could certainly do with a break from forceful females from 
what Naruto remembered. 


Those two pairs were assigned one guide/minder each, because 
Yukari and Musubi seriously could not be trusted to behave. 


Then came Tsukiumi, Kocho, Matsu, Haihane, Benitsubasa, Sal, Shi 
and so on. 


Some of them went out on their own, some of them in groups. Some 
of them wanted to stay in the palace and some of them wanted to be 
in the city. 


All of them were assigned a guide for at least a few days until they 
got the hang of things and they were taught how to contact them if 
they needed more help after that. Naruto personally kept an eye on 
some of the more volatile ones to make sure they didn't accidentally 


blast anything to hell. He was already considering the creation of 
special areas where they could fight so that the more aggressive 
ones could blow off steam without risking any collateral damage. 


Soon enough the time came to bring out the last one. 
"Hello again Little Crow, welcome to the Empire." 
Her response was a smirk laced with danger. 


"One of these days I'm going to make you stop calling me that." 


Setsuna stopped in slight surprise as she saw that the training field 
where she usually met the Emperor for a spar was already occupied. 


The long silver hair meant that the woman was almost certainly one 
of the 'Sekirei' that the Emperor had been introducing to the Empire 
lately. The nodachi held in her hand meant that it was likely to be 
Karasuba. 


She had been briefed on the Sekirei before Naruto had started 
bringing them out and knew that this one in particular could be 
dangerous, in ways completely separated from her superhuman 
powers. 


Despite that, Setsuna still wondered how she stacked up against her 
in battle. 


"Greetings Karasuba." She called out politely. 


Karasuba turned around, giving the other woman a once over and a 
small nod of greeting. 


"Are you here for a spar?" Setsuna continued, unbothered with the 
slight rudeness. She dealt with soldiers all the time after all. 


"Not with you, you're just a human." The Black Sekirei said 
dismissively. 


Now that did annoy her. She did not appreciate having centuries of 
bladework disregarded so easily. 


"| may surprise you." Setsuna said coolly. 


"Is that so?" Karasuba asked with a smirk, tightening the grip on her 
nodachi. Naruto had told her not to kill anyone, but he hadn't said 
anything about cutting them up a little and the smaller woman was 
obviously asking for it. 


Silently, Setsuna drew her own sword and gave the silver haired 
woman a look that all but screamed a challenge. 


Smirking wider, Karasuba lunged forward, wielding her nodachi one 
handed. 


Though surprised by the Sekirei's speed, Setsuna's body 
nonetheless reacted with the speed of instinct. Since she almost 
always found herself being outmassed and outmuscled by her 
Opponents, her style revolved around deflecting blows and dodging. 


Which was a good thing, as Karasuba was much stronger than her 
and would have bludgeoned through any parry she might have put 
up. The preternatural sharpness of her sword could not be counted 
on to cut through Karasuba's either, since the Black Sekirei also 
carried a sword made by the Emperor. 


So when the nodachi made contact with her own katana, Setsuna 
put no resistance against it, but instead merely deflected its path and 
used the imparted momentum to spin around her opponent and cut 
along her back. 


The end of Karasuba's silver mane fell to the ground, leaving her 
remaining hair distinctly slanted and her haori now sported a long 
cut, but her back and top were unmarked. 


"Impressive, | had intended to make a cut along your back." Setsuna 
complimented. 


Nobody so far had managed to avoid injury from that move. 


Karasuba turned around, her smirk now looking undeniably 
bloodthirsty as she asked a question. "What was your name again?" 


"I am Setsuna." The other woman answered, easily discerning the 
dangerous change in the silver haired woman's disposition and 
tensing expectantly. 


"I'll remember it." The Black Sekirei promised and readied herself to 
attack again, this time a lot more seriously. Her earlier resolution to 
not use lethal force was long since forgotten. 


Something grabbed her sword by the blade just as she was about to 
lunge, halting what might very well have been a lethal attack. 


"Easy there Little Crow, | can't have you killing my generals." Naruto 
chided, sounding amused. "Nice haircut by the way." 


Karasuba growled, annoyed that she'd been stopped and at his dig 
at getting cut. "Let go of my sword Naruto.” 


He did so and ignored the irritable way she swiped it aside. "A fight 
between the two of you would be pointless. Even though she's a lot 
more skilled than you, Setsuna doesn't have a chakra powered body 
and can't move anywhere close to as fast." 


Karasuba glared at him, obviously not appreciating the words, but 
Naruto went right on speaking. "If you'd really like to fight her | can 
temporarily seal away your power so that you can only move as fast 
as a regular human." 


Her glare eased off into a contemplative expression. She knew that 
Naruto had to hold back massively when they fought, which was 
irritating but as long as she was pushed to the limit it was still 
satisfying. With her power sealed, she'd still be pushed and could 
see who was really the better swordswoman. 


"I'm game." She agreed, the smirk returning. She was sure that 
she'd be able to beat the other woman even in a match of pure skill, 
no matter what Naruto said. 


"Setsuna?" Naruto prompted the so far silent woman. 


"| would be interested in fighting Karasuba at her full strength, but if 
you say she is too strong | will accept it." She answered. 


A few moments later, Karasuba was sporting a seal on her left 
shoulder that blocked off the subconscious chakra enforcement her 
Sekirei Core gave her. 


"Feels strange." She commented, swinging her sword around a few 
times for practice, noting that it felt heavier. "Lets do this then." 


"You really should gave yourself a while to adjust." Naruto advised. 
"I'll adjust while we fight, now lets do it." Karasuba growled. 

With an amused shrug, he backed off to give the two women room. 
The resulting fight, if it could be called that, was embarrassing. 


Karasuba's swings were off, her movements a bit clumsy, her 
reflexes too slow because she was used to being faster and a host 
of other problems. She had Setsuna's sword at her throat within two 
moves. 


"You should have listened to the Emperor." Setsuna advised. "You 
move like a drunk." 


Naruto gnawed on his lower lip to keep from laughing at Karasuba's 
outraged expression. 


As soon as the sword was removed from her throat, the Black 
Sekirei launched into another attack, this one more furious and 
aggressive than the last one. 


Setsuna tripped her up and had her eating dirt in seconds. 


"You move your feet as if you expect to fly across the ground!" The 
smaller woman snapped as if she were talking to a student. "Do not 
sacrifice balance in exchange for speed." 


Naruto managed to keep his laughter quiet, but his shoulders still 
shook uncontrollably. Karasuba's expression of incredulous rage at 
being taken to task like this was something to behold. 


Thump. 


"Is this the extent of your ability?" Setsuna asked neutrally, watching 
as Karasuba once more picked herself off the ground. "I confess to 
being disappointed. | was given to believe that you were a great 
warrior, not merely a brute with an excess of power and a sword." 


Standing to the side and by now completely ignored, Naruto 
summoned himself a lawnchair and a bag of popcorn. The utterly 
murderous look on Karasuba's face was the most entertaining thing 
he'd seen in a while, though he suspected it was directed more at 
her own disobedient body than at Setsuna's superior skill. Setsuna's 
pointed remarks probably weren't serving to calm her down though. 


He'd known that introducing these two was a good idea. 


To be fair, the Black Sekirei did get the hang of her new limitations 
within a few minutes and began to provide a much better challenge 
to Setsuna, but she was still outmatched. Good though she was, she 
still had to basically restructure her fighting style to work without a 
chakra powered body and Setsuna had been honing her skills, 
speed and combat reflexes to a razor's edge for centuries. 


Miya smiled to herself as she put the finishing touches on her and 
Takehito's dinner. Several of the unknown ingredients had taken 
some getting used to, but it no longer felt so terribly foreign and it 
was interesting to try out some of the local recipes. 


She had to admit that she was pleasantly surprised by what Naruto 
and Xanna had built, despite her initial aprehension. Even if it was a 
bit more... lewd... than she would have liked, the people were 
friendly and life was comfortable. 


She did have to put the terror of death into a couple of overly bold 
men that had approached her because they were fascinated by her 
hair color and made some inappropriate propositions, but otherwise 
the process of settling in hadn't been particularly difficult. 


There was already a rumor going around about a dreaded hannya 
demon thanks to those incidents, something that had made both her 
and Takehito sigh fondly. 


Speaking of familiar things, they had already been visited by several 
of Miya's former tenants. UZume had been exuberant in her 
descriptions of the various fun things that she and Chiho had done 
since their arrival, while Chiho herself had just smiled. 


Miya was happy for them. She knew that they had occasionally been 
the target of some discrimination because of their same sex 
relationship, even though Japan was fairly tolerant of such things. 
Apparently, homosexuality had been accepted as ‘nothing out of the 
ordinary’ since the beginning and barely rated a second glance these 
days. 


She wasn't surprised that it was so for women considering how 
much of a pervert Naruto was, but she had been surprised that the 
same applied for men. Perhaps she had given his sense of fairness 
too little credit. 


Maybe. 
Homura had also visited, looking a little lost. He didn't really know 


what to do with himself now that there were no more Sekirei that 
needed protecting and there was no insane MBI president to hate. 


Miya could not be sure, but the Fire Sekirei had also looked a bit 
harried. 


Matsu's visit had been rather brief, as the redhead's perverse 
chuckling had caused a mysterious ladle to fly into her head. 
Apparently the Brain Type had already started taking advantage of 
her newfound freedom of movement now that MBI wasn't after her 
anymore to ‘experiment’ with several of the very willing men and 
women in the area. 


Musubi and Minato had been the last to visit, and hadn't that beena 
strangely frustrating visit. Innocent and guileless as ever, Musubi had 
been only too pleased to share what she and Minato had been 
getting up to in the bedroom and how good it felt. 


Miya was frustrated by that because she couldn't even get mad at 
Musubi, since the Fist Type obviously didn't think that there was 
anything strange about sharing that information with her old teacher. 
Minato had looked so mortified as he tried and mostly failed to stop 
his Sekirei from blurting out private details that even Miya had been 
amused rather than upset by the lewd subject matter. 


The only one who hadn't visited yet was Kazehana, but Miya figured 
that the flighty Wind Sekirei would show up someday soon. 


As if summoned by her thoughts, there was a knock on the door. 


Smiling at the thought of hearing how her old teammate was 
adjusting to this new world, Miya went to answer the door. 


The smile slipped off her face when she didn't see the familiar sight 
of the underdressed Wind Sekirei, but the slightly less familiar sight 
of the underdressed horned man that was now her Emperor. 
"Heika, to what do we owe the visit?" She asked cautiously. 


"Just checking up on you." Naruto smiled. "Can | come in?" 


"Certainly." Miya said and stepped back to allow him entry. She 
noticed that he no longer seemed to find the royal address strange, 
which was no surprise considering how much time had gone by for 
him. 


"| see you've finished decorating." He commented, sitting on the 
ground in front of the low table. "It's very... Japanese." 


"Takehito and | like it that way." She replied, settling down on the 
other side of the table. 


Takehito had always been very traditional and had passed that onto 
her. They had both been pleased to see that Japanese furnishing 
was available, though a few of them had been just different enough 
that they were obviously not truly Japanese. 


At least the kimonos that Miya favored were easily available. 


"That's nice." He replied laconically and then smirked at her. 
"Congratulations by the way." 


Miya was confused and it showed on her face. "For what?" 
"Your pregnancy of course." 


The world seemed to narrow in focus for Miya at those words, the 
infuriatingly smug smirk no longer seeming important. 


In a daze, she laid a hand across her stomach and whispered to 
herself in disbelief. "Pregnant?" 


"Yep, you're carrying around indisputable proof that you've had sex." 
Naruto nodded. 


Miya was so stunned that she didn't even think to question how he 
knew, or wonder if this was some kind of sick joke. Instead she ran 
off without a word to share the news with her husband. She didn't 
even register the last sentence. 


A few minutes later a much calmer Miya and Takehito came back 
into the room, the purple haired woman clutching at her husband's 
hand almost painfully tight. 


"Is it true? Am I really pregnant?" She asked, genuinely nervous. 


"Mhm." Naruto responded in a far too laid back manner for her 
tastes. "I can feel the life growing inside you." 


Miya and Takehito looked as if they were expending vast amounts of 
effort to keep their happiness under control and focus on a more 
immediately important topic of conversation. 


"Joyous though the news is, | am certain you did not come here 
merely to tell us this Heika." Takehito said. 


While being brought back from the dead and then learning that he 
was going to be moving to a different world in a different dimension 
was disorienting to say the least, Miya had impressed upon him what 
the horned man was and what he had done. Accepting him as 
Emperor was a small price to pay in return for being given a second 
chance with his wife, all things considered, and it wasn't as if the 
Celestial Empire was a bad place to live. 


"| came here to ask if you've made any decisions on what you'd like 
to do with your life now." Naruto stated bluntly. "Miya might be 
content to just be a housewife, but you strike me as the type to go 
crazy if you don't have something to do." 


Takehito had to admit that was true. More than one person had 
goggled at him in shock when they'd learned he was even ina 
relationship, much less having gotten married, and to Miya of all 
people. He'd been a bit surprised himself, since he was usually so 
focused on his work. 


"Did you have something in mind?" He asked. 


Naruto grinned. The guy was pretty sharp for a geek. 


"| might. How would you like to experiment on evil space snakes in 
an effort to create a drug that boosts longevity and cures almost all 
disease?" 


Naruto had announced the coming of the Sekirei before releasing 
them and the Empire at large was extremely curious about them. 
Though they had been warned away from harrassing them, the news 
had still been allowed a few interviews with those of them that were 
willing to give them and the internet was buzzing with discussions. 


Several of the more combative ones had already agreed to have 
their spars made public and it looked to become a very popular 
venture. Musubi, her friend Kaho, Tsukiumi, Haihane and 
Benitsubasa were the most prominent examples of this group. 


Some others that were less combative but not at all shy were 
enjoying their semi-celebrity status and the awe people directed at 
them. They would likely end up being actual celebrities eventually. 
The Lightning and Thunder Twins, Hibiki and Hikari and a few others 
of similar temperament fit into this group. 


The aforementioned twins had initially been simply glad that they no 
longer had to live with the shame of begging Miya for food whenever 
their useless former Ashikabi failed to hold down a job or blew all 
their money on booze, but their rather unsubtle personalities 
inevitably drew attention that they found themselves enjoying. 


Then there were those that were content to simply fade into 
obscurity, glad that they didn't need to use their powers anymore. 
This generally included Sekirei such as Miya, who was perfectly 
happy with her quiet lifestyle and long awaited motherhood. Those 
like Matsu, who had neither a power or appearance that would 
indicate their nature and didn't see much need to advertise it and 
lastly the Sekirei that were on the more gentle and timid side, such 
as Shi and Kuno. 


Uzume technically fit into the last group as well, but she sometimes 
liked to jump across the rooftops in her persona as the Veiled 
Sekirei, which tended to grab a lot of attention but nobody could 
identify her. Uzume liked to watch the excited furor of speculation on 
who the mysterious veiled woman was after she did this, despite 
Chiho's amused disapproval. 


Some Sekirei didn't really fit into any of these groups. 


Notable examples included Karasuba, who was not at all worried 
about keeping a low profile, did not want to fight publically so that a 
bunch of howling monkeys could watch and she was liable to cut 
anyone that asked for an autograph. 


Fortunately she seemed to be intensely focused on beating Setsuna 
in a straight up swordfight and Naruto used his unorthodox method 
of fighting and fucking her to cool her off whenever her frustration 
seemed to be reaching fever pitch. 


There was also Homura, who had absolutely no idea what to do with 
himself. 


Being the only available male Sekirei on the planet had - as 
predicted by Naruto - gotten him no small amount of female 
interest(male too, much to his embarrassment). If he had wanted to, 
he could have probably had multiple women in his bed every single 
night, but his libido had never been particularly active thanks to the 
various issues inflicted on him by MBI's scientists and his hatred for 
Minaka. Even if Minaka was dead and the issues fixed, it just left him 
feeling lost rather than satisfied. 


And then there was Kazehana... 


"Centuries of love and happiness... | am both happy for you and 
jealous of you Akitsu." The Wind Sekirei said with a small pout. 


The two of them were currently enjoying a bath together after the 
massage they had not long ago. Kazehana also had a bottle of very 
fine alcohol nearby and a glass of the stuff in her hand. 


She might not be overly fond of Xanna's attitude, but she had to 
admit that the horned woman knew how to take hedonism to the next 
level. If the jets of the jacuzzi style bathtub felt any better, she just 
might end up having an orgasm. 


On the other side of the very comfortable two person tub, Akitsu 
merely smiled without saying anything. 


Kazehana was far from the only person to be shocked by how 
different the Ice Sekirei was. 


When she had last seen her, her haircut had been a bit on the 
ragged side and there was a downtrodden air to her no matter how 
exquisitely high quality her clothing was. 


She was still quiet, but that was one of the few things that remained 
the same about her. Her hair was now well taken care of and a bit 
longer, reaching to her shoulder blades and leaving the Sekirei Crest 
on her forehead proudly exposed. She also carried herself with... not 
exactly a sense of pride, but a calm self-assurance that gave her a 
noble bearing. 


Kazehana hadn't seen even Miya pull off a look of regal composure 
so easily. 


Akitsu had easily agreed to teach Kusano how to draw and taken no 
offense when the child Sekirei's short attention span proved unsuited 
for learning, merely smiling and saying that perhaps she would try it 

again when she was older. 


She hadn't been at all disturbed when Matsu had come charging at 
her, chuckling perversely and asking her to autograph the book 
series that she had illustrated. 


Haihane had once jokingly commented that Akitsu should draw a 
manga series and ended up stammering an excuse when the Ice 
Sekirei had unexpectedly agreed to do so if Haihane had an idea for 
one. That had been funny, though Kazehana suspected that it had 
given the claw using Sekirei ideas about actually starting up a 
manga series with Akitsu. 


She also had fans in the Empire and not just a few ones either, but 
millions of them. 


From what Kazehana understood, Akitsu had initially made paintings 
and given them away anonymously, but it had eventually come out 
that she was the author of hundreds of works of art ranging from the 
present to nearly the beginning of Naruto and Xanna's rule. 


She had been well known and liked before that, but once that bit of 
information got out, her popularity had exploded in proportions. She 
received as much fanmail as a high profile celebrity might be 
expected to and there were even people out there that emulated her 
by tattooing a replica of her Sekirei Crest to their foreheads(or 
elsewhere for the ones that were a bit less extreme). 


On an unrelated note, they were not the only ones to tattoo their 
foreheads. Some Jaffa or Jaffa descendants also did it, but they 
placed the symbol of the Empire on their foreheads as a sign of their 
allegiance. 


She'd asked Naruto about it, who had waved it off as a remnant of 
the Jaffa warrior culture as it had been under the Goa'uld. He 
apparently found it silly to brand one's forehead, but wasn't going to 
stop people from doing it if they wanted to. 


He also seemed to find something terribly funny about the location, 
but he wouldn't elaborate. 


"| can't even imagine what it must have been like to live for so long." 
Kazehana said musingly, unbothered by Akitsu's silence. "Should | 
be callin you nee-chan now? Or maybe baa-chan?" 


Akitsu lightly patted Kazehana's leg at her fellow Sekirei's teasing 
tone. "If you like." 


Kazehana huffed at the lack of proper response. "How are you so 
calm? | feel like I'm trying to talk to a monk." 


"| have all | could ever want and am content." Was the simple 
response. 


"You don't want children?" The Wind Sekirei asked, ignoring the stab 
of melancholy that Akitsu's words caused her. 


Since learning that there was nothing destined or romantic about the 
Sekirei and their bond, she had been struggling to stay upbeat. 
Would she ever have the same happiness as the Ice Sekirei had 
attained? 


"My body is at Naruto and Xanna's disposal if they should ever wish 
me to bear them children." Akitsu answered serenely. 


"But don't you want any?" Kazehana pressed, a bit disturbed by that. 


"It does not matter. As long as | have them | will be happy, all else is 
unimportant." 


Kazehana sank into silence again, ignoring the envy and slight 
bitterness that the words sparked. She remembered that Naruto had 
told her that his wife wasn't the sharing type just before they'd had 
Sex. 

Funny how she didn't seem to mind sharing with Akitsu. 

"You would not be happy in my place.” 


The Wind Sekirei started at the unexpected words, staring at the Ice 
Sekirei in confusion. 


"What?" 


"You were envious of my happiness and wished to have the same for 
yourself." Akitsu stated. 


"No | wasn't." Kazehana lied awkwardly. 
"Don't lie to your elders, it's disrespectful.” 


"Are you... teasing me?!" The Wind Sekirei asked incredulously. The 
lack of hesitation in her speech had been strange enough, but being 
actively teased by the normally passive and silent woman was a 
whole new level of strange. 


"Xanna is a domineering and possessive woman that tolerates no 
competition for Naruto's affection." Akitsu said, ignoring Kazehana's 
question. "She would either kill you or subjugate you completely. You 
would not be happy in my place.” 


"But what about...?" Kazehana trailed off as it occured to her that the 
answer to her unfinished question was obvious. 


"Long ago, they would have let me go if | wanted to, but no longer. 
Now | will belong to them for as long as they want me, then | will 
die." 


"That isn't right." The other woman grumbled, getting angry on behalf 
of her fellow Sekirei. Wasn't this exactly the kind of emotional slavery 
that Naruto had prevented from happening by smashing the Sekirei 
Plan and breaking the bonds? 


"Freedom frightens me." Akitsu admitted, not wanting her fellow 
Sekirei to worry needlessly. "I have everything | could ever want and 
they take good care of me." 


Kazehana sank into silence again, pondering what she'd just 
learned. Akitsu seemed happy, no matter how disturbing that 
relationship dynamic was. She knew that she wouldn't have been 
satisfied being so submissive. While she didn't see a problem with 


sharing, she would expect to be an equal and that was apparently 
out of the question whenever Xanna was involved. 


Thinking back to that one night stand with Naruto, she recalled that 
he had been the one in control and setting the pace the entire time. 
Xanna might not be the only one with a domineering personality. 


"You will find your happiness. Be true to yourself and you will attract 
those who will complement you." 


Kazehana let out an amused little chuckle as she replied. "You've 
become quite the wise old woman Akitsu. Do you have any other 
sage advice for this lonely drunk of a Sekirei?" 


Much to the shock of the Wind Sekirei, Akitsu's composed manner 
vanished in an eyeblink, leaving behind a shy and downtrodden 
young girl that looked like she was in dire need of a hug. Even her 
body language shifted so completely that Kazehana had to blink just 
to make sure that it was the same woman sitting with her in the bath. 


"Ah... Akitsu is just here for the pleasure of the master and mistress. 
Oma is the one that gives advice." 


"How do you do that?!" Kazehana demanded incredulously. "And 
who's Oma?" 


Takami had taken Naruto's advice and decided to just get used to 
the new culture. 


Aside from the strangeness of having a longer day and different 
sized weeks and months, the first thing she'd noticed was the 
language, which was some weird sort of Japanese influenced 
English. She was fluent in both so it didn't pose a problem for her to 
understand, but she had to wonder how that had happened. 


The next most obvious thing was the people. Takami had never seen 
such a colorful population before. The closest she had ever seen 


had been during the handful of trips to the United States she had 
taken in a professional capacity, but even that didn't really come 
close. She'd later learned that this was because the concept of 
racism based on skin color had simply never existed here. As far as 
anyone in the Empire was concerned, differing skin colors were just 
a trait of the human race and nothing to get excited about. 


Considering that racism had been in full swing a mere few decades 
ago(and still was depending on who you asked) and the idea of 
reproducing with someone of a different skin color had been 
considered nigh unthinkable, it wasn't too strange that people of 
mixed race were a minority even in 2020. There was also the fact 
that aside from a handful of countries like the USA, most 
demographics were fairly uniform. In contrast, you'd be hard pressed 
to find someone in the Empire who didn't have at least one ancestor 
of a different skin color, recent arrivals notwithstanding. 


Speaking of the people, Takami had noticed several other things 
about them. Firstly, Naruto's words on the consequences of a vegan 
diet proved to be true. She'd yet to see a single overweight person, 
many people were remarkably fit in fact. 


Though she had to assume that the mandatory stint in the military 
had something to do with it as well. Based on her research, it was a 
slightly more subdued version of true military training, with the 
addition of a compulsory education to go along with it. 


Children were basically required to attend schooling until they were 
an Earth equivalent of seventeen to eighteen years of age, at which 
point they were sent off for military training which functioned as a 
sort of rite of passage to adulthood and a preparation for higher 
education if anyone wanted it, or they could decide to join the army if 
they had found themselves liking that type of lifestyle. 


Everyone came out of that physically fit, so they probably weren't 
eager to get flabby. 


Takami had also noted, as she had half expected would be the case, 
that most people were decidedly open with their sexuality. Not(much 
to her relief) to the level that there were people rutting in the streets, 
but enough that nobody batted an eyelash at a lot of things that 
would leave people on Earth scandalized. 


Like the sign in the public baths about intercourse being forbidden in 
the communal area for hygiene reasons and to please use the 
private booths. 


Or several notable public figures of differing genders and sexual 
orientations having made pornographic movies and nobody so much 
as giving a comment aside from ‘link please’. 


Or the massage parlour that offered handjobs, oral sex or full 
intercourse in any gender combination, pending the agreement of 
the employees to provide that service to any particular customer. 
She'd later learned that the whole thing was part of a much wider, 
fully legitimate prostitution ring managed by Naruto personally. 


Takami didn't know why she'd been surprised, but she had been. 
How exactly he had turned pole dancing and stripping into a classy 
pastime on the level of ballet she had no idea, but it certainly did 
demonstrate how a person in power could shape the thinking of the 
general population. Minaka had done this kind of thing too for his 
crazy Sekirei Plan, Naruto was merely a lot better at it by all 
accounts. Pornography and prostitution wasn't considered at quite 
that level, but it also wasn't considered to be anything dirty or 
shameful either. 


She'd nearly done a spit take when she saw that there was an actual 
democracy in place. Considering Naruto's disparaging attitue 
towards it and Xanna's aloof superiority, that was possibly the most 
shocking thing she'd read in a long while. 


Having a sudden burst of interest in politics, she'd researched the 
workings of the government and was left giving her new computer a 
deadpan stare. 


It sounded quite fair, a freely operating democracy that, while 
subordinate to the Obsidian Throne, could function perfectly well on 
its own, with Naruto and Xanna only involving themselves every so 
often. 


In practice it was more along the lines of letting the democratic 
government handle the day-to-day stuff and all the paperwork while 
Naruto and Xanna gave orders and dabbled in their own projects, 
intersped with the occasional dismissal of a corrupt official or 
overturning of a decision they didn't like. The democratic government 
itself had no authority over the army and relied utterly on them to 
enforce its edicts. It was a glorified, toothless bureaucracy designed 
to make their lives easier, given just enough authority to sign 
paperwork that either one of them could overturn with a word. 


From what Takami had seen, it could function on its own, merit was 
highly valued and rewarded, with sufficiently good ideas being 
implemented, but it never would for as long as Naruto and Xanna 
were there, because they were simply unwilling to let go of the leash. 
Once again, she hadn't been sure why that was surprising. 


Either way, the system was far more efficient that a pure democracy 
and there was no danger of power abuse since the ones with all the 
power were immortals with no real need for it. In a twist of Supreme 
irony, their egos were so massive that they were beyond needing to 
push others down to feel good about themselves. 


That had taken her a few days to research, after which she had 
started on the most disturbing thing she'd heard from Naruto, that 
being the use of criminals for human experimentation. 


In the end it hadn't been as bad as she had imagined when she'd 
first heard of it. Oh, it was still entirely unethical and would have 
caused riots on Earth, but it could have been far worse. 


For one thing, only the worst criminals got that particular 
punishment. Rapists, child molesters, people who killed for pleasure 
and the like. Lesser crimes received far more benign punishments 


and those were massively dropping in quantity lately thanks to the 
recent societal changes. There were already few enough people 
willing to commit the worst crimes because it was so severely 
stigmatized, and those who did were the type that it was hard to feel 
sympathy for. 


Wanting to know how the distinction was made on who got which 
punishment led her to the realization that the law operated much 
differently here than it did on Earth, no matter how similar it seemed 
on the surface. 


Whereas the law on Earth generally assigned punishment based on 
how much damage a criminal had done, the Empire assigned 
punishment based on how rotten a person had to be to even commit 
the crime in the first place. 


So while rape might cause comparatively little damage and the 
victim could eventually recover from the trauma, in comparison to 
say murder out of negligence, the rapist would still receive a much 
harsher punishment simply because there were absolutely no 
extenuating circumstances possible no matter how you spun it. Even 
if Someone was caught just attempting rape and prevented from 
going through with it, the consequences were no less severe. 
Conversely, making false accusations of a crime with full knowledge 
that it was false was grounds for receiving the same punishment as 
what the accused would have received. Even someone that tortured 
animals could find themselves strapped to an operating table, which 
was decidedly ironic. 


The whole judiciary process was also much faster, with the longest 
trials taking months and most being settled far quicker. 


Takami had been initially disturbed by this, as a lot of mistakes could 
be made when things were rushed like that, but then it had become 
obvious why it was done that way. Even if anyone was falsely 
convicted, they could always protest their innocence to the Throne 
and since Naruto and Xanna could read minds, there wasn't much 
chance of getting it wrong. 


In the end she just decided to leave it alone. If Naruto and Xanna 
were managing to keep crime so low even with a population of six 
hundred million, then she couldn't really criticize their methods and 
she had never been a particularly sympathetic woman anyway. She 
wasn't going to go advocating the rights of a society's bad apples 
just because she found Naruto's methods a bit ruthless. 


Not that anyone had any rights to speak of in the Empire. That was 
another thing that had claw marks all over it. 


Instead of rights, people had privileges, which they were afforded as 
citizens and which they forfeited in varying degrees upon breaking 
the law. In practice it worked much the same as a bill of rights would 
in most countries on Earth, just more brutally honest. 


There was even a quote by Xanna next to that bit of information. 


If it was a basic right, then nobody could take it from you and yet 
anyone who is determined enough can do so, myself most 
prominently. You have never had rights, nor will you ever have them 
because they do not exist, but you are privileged to live under the 
rule of those who wish to see you prosper. 


That particular quote had been over the right to live and was both 
predictably arrogant as well as surprisingly diplomatic considering 
who it was coming from. 


The final thing she had looked into during this pseudo vacation had 
been the supposed reason why he hadn't been able to bring them 
out of stasis two decades ago. 


Naruto had understated the situation quite a bit. 


The too-quick shift from manual labor to robotic had caused severe 
instability across the whole of the Empire. Naruto and Xanna had 
needed to all but tear it down to the foundations and rebuild it anew. 
Not literally of course, but it had been a huge change to everyone's 
way of life and the transition had been anything but smooth. More 


than one inexplicable bout of horrendously bad weather had occured 
with perfect timing and forced nearly rioting mobs of people to 
disperse. 


She'd been wondering how exactly a society where money was 
losing importance could function and the answer seemed fairly 
obvious in retrospect. 


As Naruto had told her, it wasn't really communism. Not everyone 
worked for the state and the state didn't provide everything. 
Experience had already demonstrated how that wasn't workable 
since it would rely on everyone being honest and completely lacking 
in greed, which just wasn't going to happen. There had simply been 
no other choice but to make the neccessities of life free to offset the 
sudden massive surge of unemployment, which had consequences 
of its own. If those things were free, then that meant that all those 
who produced it had unceremoniously lost their entire profit margin. 
They obviously weren't going to continue production for free, so 
there had been little choice but to have the government take control 
of it. 


It had basically been a domino effect with every solution causing a 
new problem until the resulting society barely resembled the one 
before it. It had taken nearly two decades to stabilize properly and 
she could tell that the only reason it had stabilized at all was 
because Naruto and Xanna had kept an iron grip on the situation 
that prevented it from spiralling out of control. Regimes had 
collapsed for far less on Earth. 


Despite all the preceding trouble, there seemed to be a general 
consensus among people that the results were a big improvement. 
With the way things currently were, it was technically possible to 
finish the mandatory army training and then not work another day in 
ones life, and there were quite a few people that did that, but most 
people at least had hobbies to keep themselves busy. A lot of them 
turned out surprisingly productive even. 


Takami certainly knew that she would start climbing up the walls 
within a week if she tried to adopt the life of a couch potato. Even 
this adjustment period had only been bearable because she'd spent 
most of the time getting familiar with her new environs and the 
occasional day spent with her children. 


But now it was past time to get back to doing something and Takami 
found herself surprisingly eager for it. She had no idea what kind of 
thing Naruto would want her to work on, but she was sure it would be 
interesting at the very least. It was undoubtedly going to be better 
than cleaning up Minaka's messes, which was most of what she'd 
been doing for the last few years. 


With that thought in mind, she boarded the air bus that would her 
closer to the monstrosity of a palace that Naruto and Xanna lived in. 


She'd been quietly awed by the easily hovering vehicle the first time 
she'd seen it. It was a fairly new invention and they were still in the 
process of getting implemented across the rest of the Empire. 
Apparently they used a gravitic propulsion system that had been 
reverse engineered from the vessels that Naruto had captured long 
ago. Most traffic was still done by a MagLev train system, something 
that she was familiar with being Japanese, but these reached 
speeds far higher than what she was used to. 


Personal vehicles apparently did not see much use, though they did 
exist and were slowly spreading. Naruto and Xanna had pre-empted 
the problems of overusing fossil fuels by severely limiting their usage 
right from the start. Aside from preventing the spread of cars, It had 
also slowed down development for a while, but cleaner means of 
power generation had eventually been developed and now easily 
sustained the power needs of a quickly growing empire. The Sekirei 
based solar panels that Naruto had ‘appropriated’ had been a big 
help and the recent opening of a nuclear fusion power plant made 
certain that there was more than enough power available. 


In another one of those ironic twists that only someone born on Earth 
could properly appreciate, oil fields were considered something of a 


nuisance because of this. There was some use for it in development 
of various plastics, but other than that it was a just huge hassle to 
get out of the ground without polluting the entire area. 


Takami was actually rather glad that Naruto hadn't brought her out 
earlier. It seemed like an exciting time to be alive, especially since a 
space dock was close to being built. The reverse engineered gravitic 
propulsion was good for more than just public transportation, it also 
allowed for easy space lift that opened up the option of space 
exploration. 


It didn't take her long to arrive at her stop and a few minutes of 
walking saw her arriving at the base of the gigantic staircase of the 
Imperial Palace. It was the single largest building she'd ever seen 
and Takami had the distinct feeling that Xanna was the main drive 
behind the architectural design. It practically reeked of the horned 
woman's titanic ego. 


Not that it wasn't impressive, because it really was, but it was more 
than a tad ridiculous. Why so many people wanted to live in the 
shadow of this monstrosity she had no idea, but then again, she 
hadn't grown up with the subtle awe towards the two horned 
blowhards that seemed to be a constant backdrop to the Empire. 


Fortunately she wouldn't need to actually walk up all those stairs. 
Unfortunately, the alternative was just as nerve wracking as walking 
would have been exhausting. 


Takami rubbed at her arms once the matter-energy transport rings 
receded and quickly stepped off the platform, instinctively checking 
to see if she had all her parts. She'd never thought she'd be 
experiencing an actual Star Trek style energy transport(sort of) and it 
made her nervous. Worse still was the fact that this technology 
wasn't actually understood yet... it had merely been taken out of 
some Goa'uld cargo ships and installed there to avoid the need for a 
gondola line or walking up the oversized staircase. 


Making her way past the huge statues of Naruto and Xanna that 
lined the entrance caused her another moment of exasperation. 
Seriously, they weren't even trying to hide the fact that the entire 
building was a giant monument to their ego. 


Although the palace was technically a private residence, several of 
the lower levels actually had a lot of traffic passing through it. Such 
as the main office for Naruto's prostitution business, areas for 
training the most promising martial artists, another set of offices for 
various governmental liasons that reported potentially interesting 
developments, a public museum area that displayed art from many 
artists, Akitsu included(and hadn't that been a shock to learn) and 
several other things. 


There was in fact more than enough stuff going on to merit the 
presence of a reception desk. 


Takami was glad that she could bypass the hassle of talking to the 
woman currently on duty, since going to the throne room or wherever 
else Naruto and Xanna were at the moment was ironically one of the 
few things that didn't require talking to her. Anyone was welcome to 
go see them for any reason, assassins included, as long as they 
were aware that the consequences for having a stupid reason to do 
so could range from getting pranked, humiliated or outright killed 
depending on exactly how stupid the reason was. 


The fact that attempting an assassination on either Naruto or Xanna 
wasn't considered a crime as long as nobody else was hurt in the 
process, but an act of incredible stupidity was surprisingly effective 
at warding off would-be assassins. 


That being the case, she was unimpeded as she took the special 
elevator that would take her to the upper levels which were reserved 
for Naruto and Xanna alone. Well, them and the few Sekirei that had 
elected to stay in the palace for the moment. 


To her slight surprise, she was intercepted soon after exiting the 
elevator and by a rather unexpected person at that. 


"Greetings Sahashi-san, follow me please." The smartly dressed 
young woman said in Japanese rather than the pseudo English of 
the Empire. 


"Kocho?" Takami asked/said in surprise. "What's going on, what are 
you doing here?" 


Kocho gave a slight smile and gestured for the other woman to 
follow her, only beginning to answer as they began walking. "Though 
the Empire is a wondrous place, | found myself quickly becoming 
bored and lacking purpose. When | spoke of this to Naruto-sama, he 
offered me a position as his and Xanna-sama's personal assistant. | 
take care of their schedules when necessary, sort mail and greet 
important visitors when they are indisposed." 


She didn't mention that she was also the spymistress that kept track 
of various informants that they had riddled all over the government 
subordinate to them. Neither Naruto or Xanna trusted politicians in 
the slightest - however tightly leashed they were - and they couldn't 
keep up a telepathic oversight on them all the time. Having spies 
massively cut down on the need to do that and allowed them to 
focus on other things. It was an interesting job and well suited to her 
talents. 


"Oh." Was all Takami could say to that. It wasn't hard to see why 
Kocho would be invaluable in that capacity with her ability to 
interface with computers, she just hadn't expected it. Matsu's ability 
was stronger, but Matsu was also an irrepressible nympho that was 
having serious trouble keeping her clothes on in a society as 
sexually liberal as this one. "Wait, does that mean that they're 
‘indisposed' right now?" 


"Indeed." Kocho confirmed. "They and Akitsu have been engaged in 
vigorous intercourse for several hours already and | expect they will 

be finished soon. Would you like to make use of the spa or massage 
parlour while you wait? Or should | order that a meal be prepared for 
you?" 


Takami sighed and shook her head lightly, resigning herself to a bit 
of a wait. Apparently even five hundred years hadn't dulled Naruto 
and Xanna's sexual appetites and Akitsu's willingness to try anything 
probably wasn't helping. She'd seen that book series of theirs anda 
sense of morbid curiousity had compelled her to look through it. 


She hadn't thought it was possible to produce that much 
literature(and she used that term very loosely) on the subject of sex. 


It was about and hour later that Kocho informed her that the Emperor 
would see her now. It felt weird to be the one being left to wait, 
especially since she'd been left to wait until Naruto was done having 
sex with his wife and secondary lover/mistress/concubine/whatever 
the hell Akitsu was. 


A short walk and she was walking through the door of what she'd 
been informed was Naruto's office. 


It was a rather large affair, though neither as big nor as ostentatious 
as she'd expected. 


Xanna's was probably bigger. 


She couldn't properly see Naruto since he was sitting in a massive 
faux leather office chair behind an equally massive curved metal 
desk, turned away from her so that she only saw the back of it. 


"SO, you have come to me at last." He said, something menacing in 
his voice giving her goosebumps. 


The goosebumps vanished when he turned around, causing her to 
stare at him incredulously and completely forget about the unease 
she'd felt a second ago. 


"Welcome to my Evil Lair, miss Sahashi." He continued, ignoring her 
look. He also had one of those hideous bald cats in his lap and was 
absently petting it over the head. 


"Really? Really? " Takami demanded once she got over the surprise. 
"You're seriously doing a Dr. Evil impression?" 


"Should | also put a pinky to my lips and laugh maniacally?" Naruto 
asked with a grin. 


"You're not bald enough to pull it off properly." She said flatly, 
inwardly shuddering at the mental image. She wasn't sure why, but 
the idea of Naruto without hair was way more disturbing than it had 
any right to be. It would creep her out to see it when she'd only ever 
seen him with a blond mane hanging down to his ass. "And get rid of 
that cat already." 


Naruto raised the ugly thing to eye level and gave it a sympathetic 
look. "Sorry Mr. Bigglesworth, but this heartless woman hates you. 
You were a stalwart companion for the past two minutes since | 
created you." 


Mr. Bigglesworth hissed resentfully before he was vaporized into 
nothing. 


"For someone running a vegan empire, you don't seem to have any 
problems killing animals." Takami snarked. 


"I've got no problems killing anything at all." Naruto corrected, 
grinning at the banter. "The Empire is vegan because it's more 
economically sound, not because I'm so damn nice. Besides, | made 
that cat and | reserve the right to unmake it." 


She rolled her eyes at that bit of faulty logic and switched subjects. 
"So was there a point to that ridiculous impression or were you just 
being as stupid as usual?" 


"Well | would have used a pop culture referrence from the Empire, 
but | couldn't be sure you'd get it and to be honest, most of them 
suck ." 


"What?" She asked, confused. 


"You may have noticed that life in the Empire is pretty good." He 
started explaining. "It has in fact always been pretty good all things 
considered. There was never even a single religion much less 
multiple ones, so nobody could start any shit over it, not that Xanna 
and | would have allowed it anyway. Similarly, there was only one 
nation which also removed another big reason for the start of war. 
We made sure that people were fed and safe and any attempt at 
starting up organized crime got eviscerated as soon as it started. 
Everyone here actually believes that crime doesn't pay." 


Though she knew that this had nothing to do with her reason for 
being here, Takami was still interested in where this was going. 


"| hadn't thought about it at the time but this had one huge negative 
side effect." He continued, starting to sound aggrieved. "The 
entertainment fucking sucks . People here have no concept of an 
organized criminal empire, which means no books, movies, games 
or music about it. Their concept of war is also pretty shaky, which 
means no movies, books, games or music there either. No 
mythology means no books, movies, games or music from that 
direction either. Even with all this technology around nowadays, | 
sometimes still get so goddamn bored that | have to dimension jump 
just for a few hours of entertainment. We haven't even invented 
heavy metal! Do you realize that I'm still listening to the same bundle 
of music that Xanna got me as a gift almost five hundred fucking 
years ago?!" 


Takami stared at the heavily breathing horned man, marveling at 
how very selfish that rant had just sounded. 


She could understand where he was coming from, but she wasn't 
feeling overly sympathetic. 


"You poor baby." She said sarcastically. "I can't imagine how terrible 
all this peace and prosperity must be for you." 


Naruto stared at her for a long few moments before bursting into 
laughter. 


"What?" She demanded irritably. 


"Ah, nothing.” He said with a final few chuckles. "I'm just glad to have 
you back Takami-chan. Aside from Xanna, you're the first person to 
talk shit to me in decades. Akitsu can get pretty cheeky but she's just 
too cute to properly argue with." 


"Right, but surely people still have their imaginations. Somebody 
must have made up something interesting." She changed the 
subject, ruthlessly pushing down the sense of embarrassment at his 
words. 


"Yeah, sure they do," He answered without enthusiasm. "but without 
the endless pit of human suffering characterizing Earth's history, 
most people don't have the disposition needed for the darker 
themes. Even those that do make stuff that is decidedly... tame in 
comparison that what you'd find on Earth." 


Takami looked at him oddly for a moment, feeling a completely 
inexplicable flicker of pity for the horned man. Here he was, a 
borderline sociopath(and it was debatable on which side of the 
border he was) with a bunch of weird quirks and a little sister fetish 
who had managed to raise a great empire out of nothing and 
inadvertently denied himself the type of entertainment that he 
enjoyed because he was too good at it. Talk about being a victim of 
your Own success. 


"For this reason I've decided that I'm going to take over Earth once 
we get started on the galactic conquest. They've got my fun and I've 
got the solution to all their problems. It'll probably take a few 
decades for the stubborn bastards to admit that me and Xanna are 
much better suited to calling the shots than they are, but my 
bitchslaps can be pretty convincing." 


And just like that the brief flicker of pity died. 


He took a deep breath and went on without giving her a chance to 
comment. "Well, we seem to have gotten a bit distracted. Why did 


you actually want to see me?" 
"Can't you tell?" She asked snippily. 


"| can guess, but | wasn't reading your mind if that's what you're 
wondering." He replied, grinning again. "For all | Know this is a booty 
call." 


"I've more or less adjusted to life here, now I'm bored and you said 
you'd have something for me to do." She said bluntly, ignoring his 
subtly unsubtle proposition. 


While Naruto seriously doubted that she had really adjusted this 
quickly, he wasn't intending to make an issue of it and having 
something to do might help her along in that anyway. 


"| do, and I've even got more than one option for you." He said with a 
nod and waved her over. 


Takami walked around the desk, watching in interest as a computer 
screen rose out of it. A blindingly fast boot up sequence later and the 
Operating system was ready for use. Reverse engineered crystal 
based computer components, something that she had been very 
excited to learn of, made the Empire's computers far more powerful 
than anything made on Earth. She wasn't sure how good the 
programming was since she wasn't a programmer, but it seemed 
good enough. 


While unfamiliar, the OS had been intuitive enough that she had 
gotten the hang of it fairly quickly. The familiar mouse and keyboard 
interface had also helped with that. 


Naruto however made no use of either of those things and the 
computer seemed to act on its own. 


"How are you doing this?" She asked in confusion. 


"Pretty similar to how Matsu or Kocho would do it." He answered 
with a grin. "It takes a more delicate touch than what | normally use, 
but its unbelievably useful." 


"| can imagine." Takami muttered to herself. While not as flashy as 
many Sekirei powers, the ability to interface with a computer and 
influence it with your thoughts was the kind of thing that would make 
a lot of people lose sleep over the implications. 


Then she yelped in surprise as she was suddenly pulled into 
Naruto's lap. 


"What the hell do you think you're doing?" She demanded hotly. 


"There was no reason for you to be standing the whole time." He 
pointed out reasonably. 


"So you just pulled me into your lap because you wanted to be a 
gentleman?" She asked sarcastically. 


"No, | pulled you into my lap because we've already had sex and it's 
a bit late to be shy." He countered. 


"That was a long time ago." She tried to argue. 
"Not for you it wasn't, now stop squirming unless you want a repeat." 


Takami huffed and settled down, trying to ignore the slowly rising 
bulge under her butt. 


"Alright, lets see what we've got available..." Naruto muttered as he 
opened up the project details on things that were currently in 
progress. "Space dock, mining ships, orbital stations, moon bases, 
warships, weapons, scanners, subspace communication, shields, 
computers, navigation, power generation, sublight engines, 
hyperdrive engines, holograms, power armor... this doesn't seem 
like the type of stuff you'd be interested in..." 


Takami stayed quiet while listening to him mutter above her head, 
privately disagreeing. She was very interested in all of that, but she 
understood his meaning. She wasn't a physicist or engineer and had 
nothing to offer those projects. 


"... hmm, | already gave the Goa'uld research to Takehito..." 
"What Goa'uld research?" She interrupted. 


She knew about the parasitic race that currently held dominion over 
the galaxy. She hadn't thought that she would learn anything that 
would make her agree that a race needed to be exterminated. 


She'd been wrong. The genetic memory of the Goa'uld made certain 
that even their young had to be destroyed because they passed on 
their evil and made it worse with every generation. There could 
never be any half measures with something like that. In comparison 
to that, running experiments on them was a minor thing. 


"Oh, something that our scientists have been dabbling with for 
decades now." He answered, blinking as his train of thought was 
interrupted. "The Goa'uld have an incredibly resilient nervous system 
and a powerful regenerative ability for a mortal species. Even more 
interestingly, they can pass that on to a host. We've been trying to 
see if the benefits can be reaped without the unfortunate side effect 
of Goa'uld possession." 


The very idea of having one of those things burrow into her neck, 
wrap itself around her spine and stab its mandibles into her brain so 
that it could take control of her body made a shudder of revulsion 
crawl down her back. 


Takami went momentarily rigid and then relaxed when a large hand 
gave her shoulder a little squeeze. 


"And you've had no success after decades of research?" She asked 
in disbelief after the odd moment passed. 


"Sure we have." He denied. "We've made a substance that, when 
injected, gives a massive boost to the immune system as well as 
seemingly lengthens the life span of the subject. Unfortunately, it has 
the side effect of permanently suppressing the immune system after 
a single dose, forcing whoever takes it to keep taking it or die within 
days. I'm almost certain that it can be done since a symbiote can 
leave its host and the host will live on just fine. They lose the 
immune system boost and regeneration, but they don't have their 
own immune system permanently supressed. Looking at it logically, 
there has to be a way to avoid that nastly little side effect." 


Takami agreed with his logic, though if the research had gone on for 
as long as he'd implied, it was obviously not a simple thing. Takehito 
was a genius nearly beyond compare though, she was pretty sure 
he'd figure it out. 


"Why assign Takehito to this project though?" She asked with 
narrowed eyes. She wouldn't have minded taking a crack at it 
herself. 


She could fee/ him grinning. 


"Because he'll be motivated to get it as soon as possible. Miya 
should be pretty desperate to keep him around for as long as 
possible since he'd already died once and if this has the results | 
suspect it might, It could extend the average human lifespan by a 
hundred years." 


Takami turned her head to give him a deadpan look. 
"You're a real bastard you know that?" 


"Woman, | am the bastard. The bastard that all other bastards aspire 
to emulate in some small way." He declared proudly. 


With an eyeroll she turned back to the huge computer screen. 
"Right, what's next." 


"Yeah yeah, keep your panties on. Or, you know, don't. | don't mind if 
you take them off." 


"Naruto. The next project?" 


"Fine. Where was I?... Ah, here we are... sarcophagus research, 
trying to see if it can be made safe to use. | Suppose they could use 
someone like you here, but your involvement would be pretty 
peripheral, most of the work here is technological with a sprinkling of 
medical." 


"Next." 


"Research into the cognitive interface of the hand held healing 
devices and the kara kesh ribbon devices. Possible applications 
include virtual reality, mind-machine interfaces like what Matsu and 
Kochō can do, though on a lesser level for now, mentally controlled 
power armor and probably a bunch of other stuff that nobody has 
considered yet." 


"Interesting, but not exactly my field. Next." 
"Research into direct memory manipulation. Applications include 
implanting knowledge without a need for lengthy schooling or 


training, removing traumatic memories, possibly also treating various 
psychoses." 


"Sounds like more of a job for a neurologist, but l'Il have to take a 
closer look at it to be sure. It sounds interesting though." 


"Limb and organ cloning? l'm sure | don't need to tell you the 
applications." 


"... Maybe, what else you got?" 


"Genetic alterations. Possible applications include tweaking genes to 
fix faulty ones, allowing people to choose the gender and gene 


combination of their kids and of course the creation of super 
soldiers." 


"Super soldiers? Seriously?" 


"What's wrong frau Mengele? Don't tell me that mein plans to create 
das Uber soldat make you nervous?" 


"Will you cut the crap with the Nazi jokes? | wasn't being serious 
when | called you Adolf." 


"But Takami-chan, there's no Jews in space to properly appreciate 
my Nazi jokes... unless you count the Goa'uld. They've certainly got 
the gold obsession down and I've got a Final Solution for them... 
yeah, | guess the Goa'uld are kinda like Jews if you look at it from 
that perspective and squint a lot. I'm even experimenting on them in 
my concentration labs. Hehe, get it? Concentration labs?" 


"You are horrible... but really, super soldiers? | was under the 
impression that you were doing just fine without them." 


"| won't feel like a proper God-Emperor without super soldiers." 
"Stop pouting, it makes you look creepy as hell." 
"Okay, okay. So, do you want in on this one or not?" 


"The fact that you're openly admitting to wanting to make super 
soldiers really disturbs me." 


"... I'll put that one down as a 'maybe'. Moving on! Cybernetic 
augmentation." 


"What kind of augmentation?" 


"Bone reinforcement, cybernetic limb and organ prosthethics, nano 
augmentation such as a synthetic immune system and brain 
enhacement once we actually figure out nanotechnology. That kind 
of stuff." 


"I'm almost afraid to ask what you want all this for." 
"Power armored cyborg commandoes with ninja training." 


"Figures. You're lucky we're not on Earth or you'd have every religion 
on the planet screaming their heads off about you playing God." 


"Who's playing?" 
"Oh ha ha, | didn't see that coming at all you big blowhard." 


"If you keep talking sexy to me like that I'm going to take you on this 
desk right now." 


"... You've got problems Naruto, you really do." 


Woo, that was pretty long, but fortunately I already had most of 
the ideas for this chapter in my head and only needed to type 
them out. The next one will need some thinking so don't be 
surprised if it takes a little longer to post. 


Theoretically at least. 


Chapter 13 


Review responses: 


Where are you: Flood? What flood would that be? | live in 
central Europe and thar be no floods here xD. 


I'm really sleepy right now, so I hope I'm not forgetting to 
mention something important. I'm too tired to make a proper 
spellcheck right now, so | hope any grammatical errors aren't 
so bad that they can't wait till tomorrow. Either way, onwards tot 
he chapter proper. 


Oma smiled to herself as Kazehana left. The Wind Sekirei was 
coming along nicely, her deeply hidden insecurities now much 
reduced. She'd even stopped drinking quite as much, though her 
love of alcohol and high places obviously wasn't going to ever vanish 
completely. 


Oma hadn't expected to end up giving counseling to these Sekirei 
that Naruto had brought with him, but that was how it had turned out. 


Her advice on the continued development of the Empire was no 
longer needed as much, though she did still offer it from time to time, 
but she was spending more time than ever on Erius. 


This was due to the fact that her fellow ascended had been giving 
her the cold shoulder lately... well, more than what they normally did 
at any rate. They had never quite gotten over the fact that Naruto 
and Xanna were stomping all over their no intereference law and that 
they couldn't do anything about it. Naruto's infrequent visits to the 
Astral Plane just to cause some chaos didn't help and her own 
blatant involvement had caused their dispositions to steadily curdle 
over the past few centuries. It had gotten to the point where she was 


preferring to stay inside the physical body provided by either Naruto 
or Xanna instead of returning to the Astral Plane. 


Not all of them were so bad though. Orlin for example, had seemed 
interested in what she was doing. Unfortunately, Orlin was currently 
exiled to Velona, a planet that now held only the ruins of a civilization 
that he had tried to protect from the Goa'uld. He had given them an 
advanced orbital weapon so that they would have the means to 
defend themselves. 


He had misjudged the Velonans however, as they began using the 
weapon to conquer other worlds soon after. 


In a display of callousness that showed just how much the Alterans 
had changed since their ascension, the others had destroyed the 
Velonan civilization and condemned Orlin to wander the ruins 
indefinitely, which he had been doing for the past century and a half. 


It was hardly the first time that they had displayed this kind of 
behavior, as evidenced by the situation with Chaya Sar in the 
Pegasus galaxy. Punishing her for protecting a planet from the 
depredations of the Wraith by forcing her to remain there and then 
being petty by allowing her to protect only that one planet. 


The Alterans had lost much of themselves during their time as 
ascended beings. Some more than others, but all had lost 
something. Oma had found herself relearning a great deal during 
these enforced stays in a mortal body. Though originally displeased 
by it, she had come to appreciate it. 


Regardless of the reasons, she now spent months ata time ina 
physical body instead of only coming around to give advice. Naruto's 
repeated propositions and attempts to seduce her had even started 
becoming mildly amusing. 


Particularly when she'd overheard a conversation by two of the 
masseuses in the palace. 


One of them had been new and rather intimidated by Naruto's size 
and fearsome appearance. The older and more experienced one 
had comforted her by comparing him to a big dog. He might look 
scary, but the worst he would do was drool on you, possibly literally. 


The horned man had surprised her however, when he had contrived 
a situation where she ended up giving counseling to Kazehana. 


The Wind Sekirei had been merely curious to meet her, but Naruto 
had wanted to do something to help her with her feelings of 
loneliness and insecurity, so he had maneuvered them into an 
improvised sort of counseling session. 


While she had been unprepared for it, Oma was fully capable of 
listening to the woes of a semi-drunk woman and offering some 
advice. 


After that, he had brought others, many of whom had issues that he 
didn't know how to deal with. 


Yashima still felt sullied by her time under her abusive former 
Ashikabi and tended to shy away from meeting new people despite 
wanting to have someone special in her life. 


Benitsubasa exhibited extreme levels of jealousy and had driven off 
more than one man already simply because she couldn't stand the 
thought of some other woman stealing them from her. 


And those were just two examples. 


Naruto had tried to help, but in this case he had no idea how. He 
knew that low self-esteem was something that people could suffer 
from, but true understanding of the problem escaped him. His 
protection and enthusiastic acceptance helped, but it eventually 
came to the point where someone more empathic than him was 
needed. 


Oma didn't really mind. She had nothing better to do anyway and 
there was a certain satisfaction to seeing them becoming happier 
over time. She was also glad to be able to focus on the individual 
again, that being something that she had always been more 
comfortable with despite her acting as an advisor for the past few 
centuries. 


Naruto could have used a licensed psychologist for this of course, 
but several of these Sekirei could be a bit prickly at the idea that they 
needed counseling. It was easier to simply introduce them and let 
the Sekirei's own curiousity bring them back. Oma had always been 
good at coaxing people towards important realizations about 
themselves. 


Naruto and Xanna were notable exceptions to this. Both of them 
were brutally honest with themselves and much too willful to be 
coaxed into anything, be it good or ill. 


Oma's introspection was interrupted by the arrival of another 
ascended, much to her surprise. The others had barely spoken to 
her since before Naruto and Xanna's arrival and pretty much 
ostracized her since then. A visit had been the last thing she'd been 
expecting. 


"Ganos, to what do | owe the pleasure?" She asked once the 
momentary surprise had passed. 


Ganos Lal took a moment to look back at the considerably older 
ascended woman that seemed suspiciously comfortable in a mortal 
body before answering. "The others have sent me to ask you to 
cease your interference in mortal affairs." 


"On what grounds?" Oma asked with a frown. "I haven't bent the law 
of non-interference any more than usual and it can hardly be termed 
a mortal affair when Naruto and Xanna are involved." 


"| know." Ganos admitted. "I do not personally agree with this 
decision, but the others feel that you have helped them too much." 


"| have given them no technology or even knowledge." Oma pointed 
out. "Indeed, they would have refused to accept it even if | tried to. 
Apparently, that would be cheating." 


"But you have advised them." 
"Yas," 


The simple reply seemed to leave Ganos at a bit of a loss, but Oma 
didn't care. She had been worried if it was the right decision too, but 
it had proven to be. Naruto and Xanna would have probably done 
well enough on their own, but she was glad to have curbed some of 
their worst ideas. Despite the rather objectionable name they'd 
chosen for their nation, she was proud to have helped the Celestial 
Empire become what it was today and looked forward to the day 
when the Goa'uld would be toppled. 


"The others are demanding that you stop." Ganos warned, wishing 
that it didn't have to be her to come here and issue threats, 
especially when she didn't even agree with them. Unfortunately, 
most of the others would likely be less than diplomatic and possibly 
draw the ire of the two horned troublemakers. 


"| do not care." Oma said bluntly. 


Her time spent helping along the growth of the Empire and its people 
had brought the hipocrisy of the Ascended into stark relief. They 
would destroy an entire civilization because Orlin had given them an 
Alteran weapon, yet they did nothing as the Goa'uld used scavenged 
Alteran technology to dominate the whole galaxy. The destruction of 
Velona had more to do with punishing Orlin than keeping them from 
using that weapon as a tool of conquest. 


Naruto and Xanna at least owned up to their hipocrisy every single 
time without fail and never made excuses for it. 


"Some have been pushing forward the idea of forcibly descending 
you." Ganos cautioned. 


"|... do not think that would be wise." Oma said slowly. 


The threat didn't frighten her in particular, having gotten more or less 
used to living in a physical body. Rather, she was wondering what 
Naruto and Xanna's reaction to that would be. She was certain that if 
she decided to leave and never return, they would not bother her 
ever again, but a forced descension? 


Both of them could be terribly petty and Oma doubted they would 
take kindly to that act. Not because they were particularly attached to 
her, but because they would be angry that someone was interfering 
with their games. 


She was well aware that they'd been trying to corrupt her just as she 
had been trying to get them to adopt a few basic ethics. It hadn't 
really gone one way or the other. 


"Neither do |." Ganos admitted. "| suspect that many of the others 
are doing this because they feel that you have turned against them 
rather than any concerns over interference." 


"| have never made a secret of my stance on the Goa'uld, we should 
have never allowed them to do as they pleased. Naruto and Xanna 
are a better alternative, so | chose to help them." 


"Their civilization is strong now, they do not need help anymore." 
Ganos pointed out diplomatically. "You could return and the conflict 
would be resolved." 


She was hoping to head off the conflict this way. Too many of the 
Ascended had started adhering to the law of non-interference with 
an almost fanatical devotion, especially in the wake of the incidents 
resulting from every case of interference so far. Oma's continued 
skirting around that law for the past centuries was driving ever more 
of them towards the idea that they should do something about it. It 
was all coming to a head now that the Celestial Empire looked to be 
almost ready to launch an assault on the galaxy. 


Her own experiences with Moros(or Merlin as he came to be known 
later) had made her adopt a more practical stance, but she was just 
one person. 


"Return where?" Oma asked rhetorically. "The others have 
ostracized me completely and | would not be surprised if they 
descended me as soon as | was no longer involved with Naruto and 
Xanna." 


"They would not do so." Ganos asserted, but there was a sliver of 
doubt in her tone. She could honestly not be sure that they would not 
do exactly that. 


"| do not share your faith in their non-existent sense of forgiveness." 


There was a bite to her words that would not have been there 
centuries ago. Perhaps Naruto had managed to get to her after all, 
or maybe one of Xanna's cynical speeches had done the trick, or 
maybe it had just been time spent around mortals that had worn her 
down. Either way, her opinion of her fellow ascended beings had 
taken a sharp dive and she wasn't willing to bend to their rules 
anymore. 


"And | have no wish to leave at the moment regardless of that. | take 
pride in what | have done here and | intend to see it through to the 
end, especially as the Goa'uld will soon be destroyed as they should 
have been long ago." 


Ganos was silent for a time, just staring contemplatively at the other 
woman for a while before speaking again. "You've changed Oma. 
You would not have sponsored anyone who intended to conquer the 
galaxy before involving yourself with the Outsiders." 


Oma sighed, returning Ganos' stare with an almost sad one of her 
own. "Would it be so terrible if they ruled the galaxy? Certainly they 
cannot do any worse than the Goa'uld and they will eventually grow 
bored of it and leave anyway." 


"It is not right that higher beings lord their power over mortals." The 
visiting Ascended said. 


Despite becoming convinced that they should take a more active 
stance against the Ori, she still believed that ascended beings 
should not meddle in mortal affairs. 


"When did we become so heartless Ganos?" Oma asked, speaking 
as much to herself as to her visitor. "It is so easily within our ability to 
end the Goa'uld and the Wraith, both of which have risen to power 
due to our mistakes, yet we do nothing. Our long time friends and 
allies, the Asgard, were dying and we did nothing. Even now they 
are under threat by the Replicators and we still do nothing." 


"We are not part of this plane of existence any longer." Ganos 
argued. 


"No... we are not." Oma agreed slowly. "But that does not mean we 
should treat it and its denizens so contemptuously." 


Ganos resisted the urge to demand where this atittude had been 
while they were being steadily pushed back by the Wraith. Oma and 
many others had already been ascended by then and could have 
helped, yet they didn't. 


She knew that it wasn't Oma's fault, nor were the Alterans of the 
time(herself among them) blameless in the situation. She had 
eventually accepted this once they had retreated back to Terra and 
the last remnants of their people devoted themselves to ascension. 


Regardless, she was not here to argue about this subject. It had 
been argued over many times before and it always came down to 
the fact that the majority had decided that it was for the best that 
they not interfere in the lower planes. 


Oma had been one of the dwindling few that had continued to argue 
against it and it seemed that the past few centuries had only 
reinforced her belief. She clearly had no intention of stopping. 


"| will attempt to convince the others not to act rashly, but | can make 
no guarantees." She finally said and left. 


Oma sighed and went to prepare herself some tea. 


When had dealing with her fellow ascended become so tiresome that 
living as a mortal had turned from being a tedious chore into a 
welcome respite? 


"How are we doing with the construction efforts over here?" Naruto 
asked, pointing a clawed finger at a certain area of the holographic 
map of the planet currently being displayed on the table. 


"84% complete. It has slowed recently as the man in charge is 
asking when he will be payed." Kochō answered promptly. 


"Annoying little shit." The horned man muttered. "Tell him he'll be 
payed when it's done and to stop stalling." 


The Sekirei acknowledged the order wordlessly and used the pad 
computer in her hands to send the message immediately. 


"| can't believe we're still dealing with this crap," Naruto griped. "I 
thought for sure that money would fall out of use soon." 


"| did warn you that it was unlikely." Xanna pointed out. 


Contrary to Naruto's expectations, money had not fallen out of use. 
Though all the basic necessities of survival were free, that didn't 
mean that everything was free. Money was no longer needed for 
survival, these days it bought only luxury and privilege instead. The 
better your job, the more luxury and privilege you could afford. The 
unemployed lived comfortably, but not luxuriously. 


"Nor can you expect these idiot children to cease equating wealth 
with power and struggling to grab as much of it as they can." The 
horned woman added scathingly, her opinion on the matter clear. 


Despite her low opinion of that kind of behavior, she had to admit 
that it did at least keep the overly ambitious busy as they chased 
after profit. It seemed childish and stupid to her, but she hardly 
expected anything better from humans. 


Naruto rolled his eyes and raised his hands in a gesture of 
surrender. 


Yes, perhaps it had been a bit overly optimistic to think that money 
could be done away with entirely, but in his defense he had never 
considered it important. 


He and Xanna had always acted based on available resources 
rather than how much money was in the coffers. That policy had 
caused no end of headaches for people who operated on money, as 
they frequently messed up the numbers. He had never quite 
managed to think of money as anything other than an imaginary 
means of accounting for things and tended to ignore it wholesale if 
he knew that there were no other problems with a given situation 
save for a lack of funds. 


Xanna's problem with money was that she considered everything in 
the Empire as belonging to her and it was therefore superfluous. 


Many had had their personal business empires ruined during the 
Machine Revolution and many of those continued to cling 
desperately to some semblance of that world where they'd felt 
powerful. 


Naruto and Xanna didn't particularly care. Clinging to the past was 
always ruinous behavior and they would eventually be forced to 
adapt. Since working for bare survival was no longer needed, it was 
also impossible to run a large business like a personal fiefdom... you 
couldn't be too much of an asshole when any of the people working 
for you could quit their jobs without any particularly dire 
repercussions after all. 


That had gone a long way towards curbing personal power plays, an 
unexpected but welcome side effect. Though those had been fairly 
rare either way. Neither Naruto nor Xanna were shy about seizing 
everything that any given person owned if they tried to be too 
ambitious. 


There was still the occasional special snowflake like the previously 
mentioned man who was in charge of constructing a large building 
complex. The vast majority of his 'employees' were machines and 
the greedy idiot was still trying to finagle some extra profit out of the 
deal. If he pushed much further he might find himself replaced. 


"What about our space based mining efforts?" He asked. 


"The fleet of asteroid cracker ships is performing 7% better than 
expected. Material acquisition is Keeping up with demand for the 
moment." Kocho answered. 


"Excellent." Naruto drawled with a grin. 


Unlike terrestrial mining, asteroid mining could be maximally 
destructive without needing to worry about cave-ins or environmental 
damage. The mining ships would basically just cut the asteroids into 
sufficiently small chunks if needed and then grind away all the 
useless rock until only the useful minerals and metals were left. 


So very nice of the Goa'uld to ignore space based mining in favor of 
inefficienct slave labor. 


"And the warships?" Xanna asked next, an eager gleam in her eye. 


Going on raids held no appeal to her, having gotten bored of that 
kind of thing long before meeting Naruto, but she'd never hada 
spaceship before. 


"The prototype testbed is at 97% completion, but will need to be 
taken on a trial run before it is pronounced a success." 


"| have some ideas on where to take it for a trial run." Xanna said 
with a hungry smile. She wasn't often impatient, but how often does 
someone get their first spaceship? 


The ship wasn't named, nor would it be since it was only meant to be 
used to test the various systems for functionality, but it was still the 
first space worthy warship that the Empire had produced. 


"What of our moon installations?" 


"Mostly finished, but your command for a giant cannon to be built on 
them has met with setbacks." 


"What kind of setbacks?" Naruto asked with a disappointed sigh. 
Was turning Erius' moons into giant weapons platforms really too 
much to ask? 


As Kocho proceeded to explain, he realized that perhaps it was. 
There were problems with sufficient power generation, but that could 
be handled. What couldn't be handled was the fact that the moons 
were constantly spinning around the planet and might therefore be 
out of position a lot of the time. 


"Alright fine, | guess we'll Keep them as secure research facilities for 
dangerous experiments." He conceded. "We'll put the giant space 
guns on orbital stations instead." 


"We will need to have that finished by the time we are ready to 
declare ourselves openly." Xanna said contemplatively. "It will not 
take long for our location to become known and we will either need a 
dedicated system defence fleet or powerful enough static defences if 
we want to avoid the need to personally destroy any invaders." 


"True, but we really do need to test our weapons before we commit 
to building either one of those." Naruto mused. 


"Oh, we will." Xanna purred. "I will test them personally. " 


He grinned, finding her obvious eagerness to use a starship to blow 
things up both endearing and arousing. 


Xanna grinned to herself as she settled into the captain's chair of the 
prototype warship, tails shivering in excitement behind her. Giving 
into the urge to wiggle around a bit in the chair ended up drawing 
some blushing looks from the crew as a result. They wouldn't 
normally be embarrassed about giving a woman a once over, but 
she was the Empress. 


She'd chosen to dress a little differently than normal this time. 
Instead of her usual revealing white kimono, she was dressed in a 
tight black bodyglove made of a stretchy spandex-like material that 
left nothing at all to the imagination. Over the bodyglove were pieces 
of gleaming silver armor that was more decorative than functional. It 
was basically just a breastplate that ended just shy of her belly 
button and was designed to draw attention to her chest, along with 
shoulder pads, bracers and shin guards that reached up to her 
knees. Her feet were bare as always. Though she suspected thata 
pair of armored boots would further enhance the image, she wasn't 
willing to sacrifice the comfort of going barefoot for it. 


The armor was of course entirely unnecessary, since her skin was 
far tougher than any armor would ever be, but she'd felt like dressing 
up a bit. 


"Heika, we are ready to depart." The actual captain of the ship said. 


"Then do so Darius." She purred. "There is a minor Goa'uld out there 
waiting to have my ship tested against him." 


Darius nodded and began professionally giving out orders for 
departure, unbothered by the way she had called it her ship even 
though he was the captain. It was a well known fact that the 
Empress was an arrogant woman and people had long since gotten 
used to it for the most part. It was just the way she was and she 
didn't usually rub anyone's face in it. 


Usually. 


Xanna raised an eyebrow at the man, surprised that he wasn't at 
least a little embarrassed by the way she'd spoken to him. He'd also 
been one of those who felt no lust towards her, the others being the 
two women in the room. 


A quick peek into his head resolved the minor mystery. He felt 
honored to have her on the ship even though she had usurped his 
overall command, but he was also hiding a fair bit of disappointment 
that it wasn't Naruto in her place. 


How amusing. 


Oh husbaaaaaand. She sing-songed through their mental link, 
feeling his amusement at her good mood become even more 
pronounced. 


What is it dear? Miss me already? 


No, but captain Darius misses you. He has this marvelous daydream 
in his head of pleasuring you while you bark out orders to fire on the 
Goa'uld, finishing it all in a glorious... explosion. 


Now that is indeed quite the interesting little fantasy, but alas, | like 
the people who pleasure me to be female. Definitely something to 


think about doing though. On a side note, | am heartbroken that you 
do not miss me yet. 


Well if it is merely a side note then it is obviously not so bad. 
You wound me with your cruel words! 


Perhaps Akitsu and | will defile the Goa'uld's palace by ourselves if 
your heartbreak is just a side note. 


Nuuuuuu! 


Xanna smirked as the prototype warship entered hyperspace, 
breaking off the amusing conversation with her husband as they did 
SO. 


"What the fuck are you grinning about?" Karasuba demanded, 
staring at Naruto. 


Several soldiers that were meandering around and going about the 
business of getting preapared gave her scandalized looks, which she 
ignored. Emperor or not, the day that she talked to him the way that 
everyone else in the Empire talked to him would be the day that she 
threw away her sword. 


The Black Sekirei hadn't changed much. She still had a predilection 
for black leather clothing, though it was faux leather by necessity 
these days, her silver hair was still long with most of it held back ina 
messy ponytail and she was still a battle junkie. 


Her haori wasn't the grey of the Disciplinary Squad anymore though, 
but rather a black one with a deep crimson crow motif on the back 
that looked as if it was dripping blood. A little gag gift by Naruto, but 
she liked it. 


"Nothing much, just bantering with Xanna." He answered with a lazy 
grin. 


"Right, how long is it going to take her to get to the planet again?" 
"A couple of hours." 


Karasuba sighed in boredom and gave him an insistent look. "Can't 
you speed up time or something?" 


"| could, but | won't... but | could." 


"You suck." 


"Your nipples agree.” 
"I will cut you Naruto." 


"Oooh, so scary." 


Xanna made her way back to the bridge with Akitsu close behind 
her. They'd spent the past few hours napping in what passed for the 
captain's room. The room was quite small and basic, but since the 
ship itself would likely be recycled to make use of what was learned 
from this little excursion, there had been no point in building anything 
more comfortable. 


It didn't take them long to reach the armored core of the ship that 
housed the most critical of the ship's systems, the bridge being one 
of them. The crew made way for them with small bows whenever 
she encountered them, much to her satisfaction. They didn't ignore 
her, nor did they waste time with elaborate demonstrations of 
devotion. 


Captain Darius rose out of his chair to make room for her as soon 
she entered the bridge and she wasted no time setlling herself back 
into it., absently conjuring a comfortable seat for Akitsu as well. 


"Heika, we are approaching the Dalios system and will be ready to 
drop out of hyperspace within the hour." 


"Have there been any notable developments?" 


"There is a slight resonance in the hyperdrive engine that forced us 
to travel slower than we had intended, but not by much.” Darius 
admitted. "The engineers have already isolated the problem and will 
be able to correct it once the drive is disengaged. Other than that, 
everything went as expected." 


"Good, very good indeed." She said a bit absently, noting that the 
crew visibly preened under the praise. 


It's your turn Naruto. 


Back on Erius. 


Naruto got to his feet upon receiving the message form his wife, 
prompting the soldiers around him to become rigidly attentive. A 
hundred anf fifty men and women in dark grey armor turned towards 
him. The only decoration it had was the spiraled Eye of Samsara on 
the left shoulder and a few personal touches that a few intrepid souls 
had decided to paint on it. He hadn't told them that they couldn't do it 
after all. 


The armor itself was a new design that hadn't been tested in combat 
yet, but he felt fairly certain that it would perform well. It was a 
forerunner to the much anticipated power armor and had only been 
produced in limited quantities for testing purposes. The outer armor 
plates were made of an artificial pseudo ceramic that was highly heat 
resistant, there was even a shield emitter mounted in the bracer of 
the left arm that would activate when the arm was bent as if holding 
an actual shield. Underneath the armor plates were packets of 
extremely shock absorbent gel that would disperse the majority of 
the force from a staff blast and most other forms of attack. The 
innermost layer was simply a comfortable bodysuit to prevent 
chafing or even worse... wedgies. 


For a first attempt, Naruto thought it was pretty good. It would only 
block one or two hits from a staff before it was compromised beyond 
use and the people working on this stuff hadn't quite figured out how 
to negate the disruptive energy of a zat'nik'tel yet, but he was sure 
they'd get there eventually. The only thing that made him sad about 
the armor was the chest area. 


He had been sorely tempted to make boob plates for the women, but 
practicality had forced him to admit that having two protrusions on 
one's chest was not necessarily a good idea even if it looked sexier. 
For melee combat, it was an outright horrible idea as it would direct 
the force of blows directly into the breastbone instead of deflecting it 


to the sides in the way that armor was generally supposed to. Even 
though they probably weren't going to be attacked by some nutty 
Jaffa with a mace, sword or spear and even getting hit by their 
ungainly staves wasn't very likely, flat and slightly convex chest 
pieces were still far more practical. Despite having the shock 
absorbent gel padding instead of simple cloth, there was no reason 
to make stupid design choices. For all that the ma'tok staff was a 
poor weapon, it kicked like an angry mule. 


So it was that Naruto silently mourned the tragic missed opportunity. 
At least video games could still have midriff, cleavage and shoulder 
baring armored push-up boobie cups and chain mail bikinis for 
women. 


"Alright boys and girls, lets get this party started." He said loudly 
enough that everyone could hear. 


"Finally!" Karasuba grumbled, fingering the hilt of her nodachi. Aside 
from Naruto, she was the only one present that wasn't armored. 


"Helmets." Setsuna snapped commandingly from beside him, pulling 
on her own headgear even as she did so. 


The faceless visor fit comfortably over her head and sealed itself 
with a small hiss. A systems check scrolled past her vision and 
within half a minute, she had a heads up display showing her the 
status of her subordinates and how much charge the arm mounted 
shield had. She would have felt better without a helmet, but there 
was no deyning the advantages of having it. 


This was the first trial run to see how the new armor and its various 
features in a combat situation and she was interested in seeing how 
it performed. 


Naruto waved his hand at the stargate to activate it and started 
walking towards it with Karasuba right next to him. 


Dalios system. Throne world for the minor Goa'uld Berat. 


The silence of the night was broken when the stargate opened with 
its characteristic whoosh of unstable plasma before settling into a 
calm event horizon. Moments later, Naruto and Karasuba stepped 
through and looked around in confusion. 


"He left the gate unguarded? Really? Really ?" The Black Sekirei 
asked in disbelief, having come prepared for resistance. 


"You'd be surprised how often that happens." Naruto said back dryly. 
"Never underestimate the Goa'uld ego." 


"He did at least have someone watching the gate from a distance 
though." He continued, pointing at a spot in the distance. 


"Well at least he's going to know what's coming." 
"Oh, | very much doubt that." He said wryly. 


Behind them, the stargate began disgorging soldiers. 


Setsuna grinned to herself as she lowered her laser rifle after putting 
down another pocket of Jaffa resistance. 


They had stopped using stolen Goa'uld weaponry some time ago 
and she could not be more glad of it. 


The ma’'tok staff was a clumsy thing that barely deserved to be called 
a weapon. It had a lot of punch, but a person using it would be lucky 
to hit anything beyond a range of 25 meters and even that was being 
generous. 


The zat'nik'tel sidearm was somewhat more useable, but still far from 
an optimized weapon. 


In comparison, the laser rifles issued to them now could fire 
accurately as far as they eye could see(even further with a scope). 


The Jaffa were hilariously outranged and their armor was as useless 
as ever against them. It was almost a shame, she hadn't gotten to 
draw her sword ever since they'd gotten the new weapon loadout. 


She had to be careful not to empty the gun's capacitor by firing at full 
auto for too long and triggering the recharge cycle, but other than 
that, ammunition was not an issue. Its compact liquid naquadah 
power cell could keep it going for years. 


That was not their only advantage in this battle though. 


As soon as they had deployed, a hover-drone had been released 
into the air and began scanning the area, providing them with a top 
down view that was reflected as a minimap in their helmet HUD. 
More importantly, every enemy Jaffa that the drone and its controller 
caught in its scans was also shown on the minimap. The helmets 
even outlined enemies in a red border to make them easy to see in 
the dark. 


Allies were outlined in green and there was a subspace 
communication line open to every squad leader. 


Berat had over two thousand Jaffa on the planet. Not a truly 
significant number on a galactic scale, but enough that he could try 
going independent instead of serving a stronger Goa'uld. 


Setsuna's hundred and fifty specialist were tearing them apart with 
almost boring ease. The regular troops that didn't have all this fancy 
new armor wouldn't even get to fire a shot at this rate. 


Jaffa tactics had never been able to adapt since they had never left 
anyone behind to spread the word of how they fought. They were 
half blind in the dark and attempting to close into the range where 
their staves were useful had cost them dearly enough that they had 
dug in and were fighting a purely defensive battle at this point. 


There was only one thing that the enemy had which could pose a 
problem... 


A curved blade of energy howled through the air, hitting an Al'kesh 
bomber at an angle and shearing off a section of the hull, causing it 
to rapidly lose altitude with its crew flying out of the newly made hole. 
"Spontaneus skydive!" 


A medium sized boulder rocketed into the wing of a death glider and 
sent it spiralling out of control. 


"Spin to win!" 


Another energy blade hit a death glider, making it crash with an 
explosion. 


"Crash and burn!" 
A fork of lightning from Naruto's fingers blew up another. 
"One-liner!" 


"Damnit Naruto, you can't just say ‘one-liner’ if you can't think of 
anything better!" 


"Can too!" 


... But Karasuba and the Emperor were apprently having an odd little 
competition to see who could bring down the Jaffa's air support in 
the most entertaining way. They'd even told the people manning the 
larger laser cannons to not fire on them unless told otherwise. 


Then she could only watch with exasperation when she saw the 
silver haired Sekirei charging across the battlefield and towards one 
of the more entrenched Jaffa positions. 


"Squads 3, 4 and 6 redeploy to position beta, Karasuba has decided 
to assault alpha." 


" Understood. " 


Ni'tar grimaced in pain as he fell to the ground, bleeding from a deep 
cut along his chest and armor hanging limply off his body. The 
wound wasn't fatal, merely painful, but he doubted that he would 
have time for it to heal. 


"What a disappointment." The silver haired she-demon that was the 
cause of his predicament said idly. "And you call yourselves 
warriors?" 


Ni'tar would have really liked to defend his honor and pride as a 
Jaffa, but knew that the words would ring hollow since he was 
surrounded by the pained groans of a hundred of his brothers that 
had been cut down by her sword. 


He had known that they were likely doomed the very moment that 
they had caught sight of the horned man at the gate and noticed that 
he was barefooted, but he had been determined to stand his ground 
and fight to the last as a warrior should. 


The small army of faceless soldiers with absurdly powerful weapons 
had taken a fearsome toll of casualties before they had even 
managed to get into range. It didn't help that the dark grey color of 
their armor made them nearly invisible in the dark of the night. 


All he could do now was wait for this demonic woman to kill them 
and hope that his god would manage to escape. He wasn't holding 
out too much hope of that though, considering that none so far had 
done so. 


He watched with a sick aprehension as the silver haired woman 
stared at her bloodied sword and then ran her tongue along the 
blade. 


"Not even worth killing." She said derisively after a minute and 
walked off. 


Ni'tar wasn't sure if he should be relieved, insulted or both as he 
stared at the image of the crimson bird on her back. 


Berat was, to put it mildly, panicking. He was also cursing himself for 
not running sooner. He hadn't wanted to abandon his planet and be 
forced to become a lackey for a stronger Goa'uld, but now he was 
distinctly in danger of losing not only his planet but also his life. 


Like all Goa'uld he knew about the unknown enemy that had 
plagued them for so long, emptying worlds of slaves and stealing 
resources. Despite all the effort put into attempting to suppress talk 
of it among the Jaffa, the legend had grown to obscene proportions. 
The Jaffa had come to fear the unknown enemy as much as the 
Goa'uld, simply because the mystery of it had blown his reputation 
completely out of proportion. 


He should have started running the very moment that his Jaffa had 
reported that the World Eater had come. 


He definitely should have been on his Ha'tak already when it had 
fired on the enemy only to hit an unbreachable red barrier of some 
sort. 


He absolutely should have been half way to Ra's territory to beg for 
protection by now, instead of only just barely making his way to the 
ring platform. 


In spite of his well justified fear, he made it to his ship without issue. 
His Queen had been forgotten in his haste to escape, but he 
supposed it didn't matter anymore. Ra would have likely executed 
her or put her to use for his own purposes anyway. 


Berat breathed a quiet sigh of relief when he sat on the command 
throne. "Set course for the-" 


"My lord, an unknown ship has appeared!" A Jaffa interrupted 
urgently. 


Berat was too busy experiencing a sinking feeling to take offense by 
the way that his Jaffa had cut him off. 


The newly arrived ship was of an unfamiliar design. Rather than the 
pyramidal structure of Goa'uld vessels it was elongated, perhaps 
even boxy looking and just under a kilometer long. Its weapon ports 
were rather obvious in many cases and he couldn't see any obvious 
launch bays for fighters. It was also completely unpainted and 
lacking in decoration. 


All in all, Berat thought that it was a very ugly ship. 
"My lord, they are hailing us." One of the Jaffa reported. 
"Answer them." Berat commanded. 


The viewscreen activated to show the image of an incredibly 
beautiful, white haired, horned woman with a mass of white fur 
behind her that he recognized with a shock as being multiple large 
tails. She was wearing a very flattering set of silver armor and sitting 
in her ship's command chair in a crosslegged position that was 
terribly suggestive. Under normal circumstances, Berat would have 
already been making plans to take her as a pleasure slave. Such an 
exotic beauty from an unknown species could have been offered for 
the use of other Goa'uld in exchange for raw materials or their 
military aid. 


Any such plans were forestalled by look in her unnerving slitted 
crimson eyes. She was looking at him as if he was some mildly 
interesting insect. 


“Consider yourself fortunate worm, you are the first of your kind to 
lay eyes on me in centuries." She said, revealing an array of sharp 
teeth with every sillable. 


Her voice would have been beautiful to listen to, if the tone of it didn't 
positively ooze with the type of derisive superiority that even Ra had 
never quite managed. 


Despite fearing for his life, Berat was still Goa'uld and thus incapable 
of having his ego challenged in the slightest way without attempting 


to assuage his sense of superiority. 
"Insolence!" He snarled angrily. 


"The only insolence here is that you are not yet groveling for me to 
spare your worthless life." She said back, the derision in her tone 
somehow managing to get even more thicker. "Do so immediately. 
Get down on your knees, push your face into the floor and apologize 
for daring to exist in my presence." 


By the time she finished talking, Berat was nearly frothing at the 
mouth with rage. 


"FIRE! DESTROY THEM!" He yelled at the Jaffa. 


Xanna smirked to herself as the connection was broken. The 
unfounded indignation of the Goa'uld when someone insulted their 
pride was always amusing. 


"They are firing weapons." The woman manning the sensors 
reported. "Three direct hits, our shields are down to 85%." 


"Hmm, somewhat more damage than predicted." Xanna mused, 
looking at a tablet with various projections that Kocho had prepared. 


Kocho was a very competent woman and it had definitely been one 
of Naruto's better ideas to employ her as their personal assistant. 
Her ability with data analysis and management was most impressive. 
"Return fire with the primary laser cannon." She ordered. 


The tactical officer did so. A short delay later, the space between the 
two ships was illuminated by a brief flash. 


"Enemy shield strength down to 70%" 


Xanna frowned. That was less than expected. 


"Try the particle accelerator cannon." 


This time a near invisible stream of particles was blasted towards the 
Goa'uld ship, lighting up its shield as it blocked the attack. 


"Enemy shield strength down to 45%." 
"Even less effective." Xanna muttered. 


"Heika, our shields are down to 30%." The sensors officer reported 
nervously. 


"Have no fear, it would not be much of a test flight if we were 
destroyed." Xanna replied, reaching out with her mind towards the 
shield generators and recharging as well as cooling them. 


"Shield strength back to 100%." Though she hid it well, there was 
still a note of relief and some awe in her voice. 


"Open fire with the secodary weapon banks, if their shield collapses 
then target the weapon emplacements." 


Berat was feeling fairly good about the situation despite his initial 
fear. When a single shot from their weapon had drained his shields 
by a considerable margin he had been worried, but the lack of any 
significant follow up made him relax a bit. His own ship apparently 
had a much higher rate of fire and would have the enemy vessel at 
his mercy in short order. 


Perhaps he would yet be able to take the horned woman as a slave. 
It would be all the more satisfying to beat the insolence out of her. 


"Keep firing until their shield collapses, then disable the ship. We will 
board it afterward." He commanded. 


"My lord, their shield has returned to full strength!" A Jaffa reported 
urgently. 


"WHAT?!" 


Any further conversation was cut off as multiple points of bright light 
lanced from the enemy ship, rapidly draining the shield and then 
destroying the plasma cannon emplacements in short order once it 
had collapsed. 


"Launch the Al'kesh and Udajeet to delay them!" Berat ordered with 
poorly veiled panic. 


The Jaffa complied and sent out orders to the hangar bay. 


Meanwhile, Berat was frantically trying to maneuver the Ha'tak out of 
range, but the other ship simply followed placidly, not even firing 
anymore. He turned the ship around while doing this, hoping to fire 
back, but all that achieved was to get those destroyed as well. 


As soon as every Al'kesh and death glider was launched, Berat tried 
to engage the hyperdrive, only to find that it refused to work for some 
reason. Repeated button mashing got him nowhere and a quick 
diagnostic only spat out an unhelpful bit of gibberish that would 
translate in English to ‘Error: Unknown Error’. 


Xanna smirked to herself again as she felt the idiot Goa'uld trying to 
escape via hyperdrive. For as long as she was projecting a bubble of 
absolute reality on the area, there would be no bending of the laws 
of physics or burrowing into hyperspace. Not without an infinite 
amount of energy at any rate. 


"Heika, enemy support craft are closing in." The captain reported. 
"Allow the Al'kesh to drop a few plasma bombs to gauge their 
effectiveness, then disable them. Track the gliders with the point 
defence weapons, but do not fire on them." 


The crew did as they were told, keeping the weapons ready but not 
returning fire. 


"The plasma bombs of the Al'kesh drain an estimated 7% shield 
strength each. Their plasma cannons are negligible, as are those of 
the gliders." The tactical officer reported and began firing at the 
engine area of the Al'kesh, easily disabling the unshielded craft. 
Their crew would be picked up later. 


Well that was more or less as expected at least. The design of the 
death glider had not been improved since its creation millenia ago. 
Its weapons were so obsolete that it was far past hilarious. The 
plasma bombs of the Al'kesh were a slightly different matter, being 
surprisingly powerful... which made it all the more baffling as to why 
no Goa'uld had ever attempted to make a torbedo or missile 
variation. 


For all that the first soace worthy warship produced by the Celestial 
Empire was an ugly kludge, it was still a lot better than what the 
Goa'uld used. 


Xanna leaned back into her tails and reversed the position of her 
legs, regally ignoring the slight moistness between them. Ah, but this 
was a lot more fun than she had expected it to be and she was 
already eager to meet up with her husband again. He hadn't seen 
her in this new outfit yet and she was sure his reaction to it would be 
interesting. 


"How did the point defences perform?" She asked. 


"Well enough, though there were a few blind spots where we were 
unable to track the enemy vessels." 


"That will have to be fixed." She muttered to herself before 
addressing the ship captain. "Darius, the bridge is yours. | am going 
to board that Ha'tak." 


"Shall | assemble a boarding party to accompany you?" The captain 
asked. 


"No need for that. Come along Akitsu." Xanna didn't wait for a 
response as she left, Akitsu following behind her sedately. 


Darius made a small frown, obviously not liking the idea of letting 
them board an enemy ship by themselves, but he shook it off quickly 
enough, figuring that there wasn't anything there that could really 
hurt them anyway. 


Xanna and Akitsu did not meet many Jaffa on their way to the 
Ha'tak's bridge(otherwise known as the Pel'tak) and even those they 
did meet offered no resistance, instead merely stepping out of the 
way. 


Their entry was met by stiff backed Jaffa and a nervous Goa'uld that 
was doing a passable job of not being obvious about it. 


Berat was indeed nervous. She was far more intimidating in person, 
towering over him and all the Jaffa present. Her presence suffocated 
the room, helped along by the mass of tails behind her making her 
seem even larger. 


The other woman to have come to his ship all but vanished into the 
background next to her. She had a forehead tattoo similar to a Jaffa, 
but didn't look like a warrior. Perhaps a personal attendant of some 
sort? 


He very briefly considered ordering the Jaffa to take them prisoner 
before discarding the idea. He doubted they would have come here 
alone if that were a possibility. No, he would have to make a play for 
his survival another way. 


His attempted greeting was ignored as the horned woman settled 
herself on the command throne, Akitsu moving to stand beside it and 
taking one of the tails in her hands to pet it. 


With a thought, the throne darkened until it was a much more 
palatable looking thing of curved, dark stone. 


Berat swallowed at the display of power, suddenly understanding 
that he had never stood a chance. With that understanding, the last 
of his resistance vanished and he wasted no time in lowering himself 
to one knee, the Jaffa in the room following his example immediately 
after. Hopefully the horned woman was in the mood to accept a 
surrender. 


"| surrender unconditionally and would be happy to serve you in any 
Capacity you deem fit my lady." 


It wouldn't be so bad, Berat told himself. Ra would have no doubt put 
him to work in some forsaken backwater and whatever this strange 
woman had in store for him could hardly be any worse. 


"Why do you continue to test my patience?" Xanna asked coldly. 


Berat raised his head to look at her with his forehead creased in 
confusion. 


"Are you too much of a dimwitted simpleton to even remember my 
earlier words?" She continued, even colder than before. 


The kneeling Goa'uld very quickly reviewed their prior interaction. 
There had been something about how he should be glad to even lay 
eyes on her and then... oh. 


Gritting his teeth and swallowing his pride, Berat repositioned himself 
so that he was on both knees and then slowly lowered his forehead 
to the floor. 


The Jaffa moved to do the same, but Xanna spoke up before they 
could actually do it. "Not you, you may stand. Only this worm that 
styles himself a god." 


Bewildered, the Jaffa stood up and exchanged glances before 
looking at their supposed god. He wasn't looking very godlike at the 
moment. 


"| apologize... for daring to... exist in your presence." He forced out, 
hating every word of it. 


"You do not sound like you mean it." Xanna pointed out idly. "Repeat 
it, this time with more feeling." 


Berat stayed silent for a while, clenching his jaw furiously and 
refusing to speak. A feeling of terrible foreboding grew heavier with 
every passing moment that he remained silent until his nerve broke 
and he repeated the words, managing to keep his anger out of them. 


"| apologize for daring to exist in your presence.” 
The feeling of foreboding quickly dissipated. 


"| suppose that is the best | can expect out of the likes of you." 
Xanna said with a disapproving sniff. 


Berat started to raise his head, only to freeze as she spoke in the 
same dangerously cold tone as before. "You will Keep your face on 
the floor if you want to survive past the end of this sentence." 


Berat pushed his face back down, a small 'smack' audible due to the 
haste with which he did this. 


A tense few seconds passed in silence, then a minute. Berat's 
forehead beaded with nervous sweat in the oppressive quiet. In his 
current prostrated position, he could see nothing and the only sound 
was the quiet tail petting and the occasional clink of armor. By the 
time that five minutes rolled around, he was sorely tempted to say 
something just for the sake of saying something, but her dangerously 
mercurial mood kept him silent. 


So it was that when she next spoke, he twitched violently despite her 
pleasant tone. 


"Did you know that you are the first Goa'uld to see our new ship? | 
am interested to know what you thought of it." 


Calming his racing heart, Berat took a moment to decide on an 
appropriate answer. Telling her that he thought it was ugly was 
definitely out of the question, so he settled on flattery. 


"It is a most impressive vessel." 


"Do not lie to me! " She thundered, the terrible rage in her voice 
contrasting sharply with the almost friendly tone of before. 


Berat shrunk into himself and babbled out a nearly incoherent 
apology, every fiber of his being screaming at him to find the 
deepest, darkest hole he could find and hide in it for the rest of his 
life. 


"The truth now, if you would." She said after a few moments, her 
tone even warmer and more pleasant than before. 


The prostrated Goa'uld relaxed almost against his will before he 
remembered that the soothing cadence of her voice belonged to the 
same person that had nearly made the ship vibrate with her anger 
mere moments ago. 


The clacking of claws on stone reminded him that she was still 
waiting for an answer, so he hurried to blurt out the next few words in 
hopes of forestalling any further irritation on her part. 

"| thought it was ugly." 


"| see." 


Berat cringed at the neutral answer, both in tone and content, half 
expecting her to burst into rage again. 


"And what did you think of me when you first saw me?" She asked, 
her tone noticeably less warm than before, but still rather pleasant. 


Berat felt an ice cold terror grab at his heart. If she had been upset 
upon hearing that he'd thought her ship to be ugly, than what would 


happen if he told her that he had been intending to enslave her and 
whore her out in exchange for various favors? 


But he couldn't lie to her either, she would know and she obviously 
did not take it well when people lied to her. Could he risk it? Which 
was the lesser evil? 


Claws once again started clacking impatiently against stone, making 
Berat flinch and frantically try to think of a way to answer her 
question without offending her. 


"| thought that you were the most beautiful woman that | had ever 
seen." He finally said, telling the truth but leaving out the worst parts. 


"Of course you did." The horned woman responded in a manner that 
suggested he had just said that water was wet. "But what else did 
you think?" 


The previous ice cold terror seemed positively balmy in comparison 
to what he was feeling now. 


Was it just an idle question? Did she want more flattery or did she 
already know what he had been intending to do and was merely 
toying with him? 

"| thought that your tails are most magnificent." He finally said. 


"So they are. Was there anything e/se you thought of when you first 
laid eyes on me?" 


She knew, she definitely knew. He was already dead and was just 
being played with by this horrifying woman. 


The clacking started again, seeming to pull at the fraying strands of 
his sanity with every collision of claw against stone. 


Cla-cla-cla-clack. 


Cla-cla-cla-clack. 


Cla-cla-cla-clack. 


Berat wallowed in terrified indecision, too afraid to lie, too afraid to 
tell the truth and too afraid stay silent. If only she would stop clacking 
her claws like that and let him think of an answer that wouldn't get 
him killed! 


Suddenly he realized that the clacking was gone. The silence 
seemed so horribly loud now. 


"I am waiting. " 


Berat shuddered. There was more power in those three words than 
the Goa'uld could ever dream of having and perhaps worst of all, 
now that it was said without anger, the previously pleasant cadence 
of her voice had become downright intoxicating. 


Unable to take it anymore, Berat told her everything. He babbled out 
all of his plans for her, how he was intending to torture her and 
violate her for the way she'd spoken to him and how he was planning 
to use her after he was satisfied, keeping her young with a 
sarcophagus indefinitely and possibly even tracking down her world 
to get more of her kind. 


She listened with a stony silence and never interrupted. There had 
been a strange chill in the air for a while before it had vanished as 
inexplicably as it had appeared. 


When he was done talking, he cowered on the ground, acutely 
aware of how his fine silk clothing was now soaked through with 
sweat that he hadn't managed to suppress. He knew that he was 
going to die, probably in an excruciatingly painful way at that, but he 
was relieved that it was at least over. 


Another minute of silence passed, during which Berat guessed that 
the horned woman was probably marshalling her rage and thinking 
up an appropriately gruesome execution. 


"See? Was that so hard?" 
What? 


Where was the rage? Where was the torture rod? Wasn't he going to 
be punished for daring to have such thoughts about her? 


A hysterical giggle rose up in his chest that he only barely managed 
to force down. She probably wouldn't appreciate that. 


But was that really all? Had all that fear been for nothing? Could it all 
have been avoided if he had but told the truth from the start? He 
wanted to ask but didn't for fear of squandering this small amount of 
tolerance for him that she seemed to have now. 


He was just starting to think that he was going to survive and be able 
to continue in the service of a new master that was incomparably 
more powerful than Ra when the attack came. There was no 
warning, one moment there was nothing and the next some invisible 
force was proppeling him across the room to crash heavily into a 
wall, not hard enough to break anything but plenty hard enough to be 
painful. 


Unthinkingly, Berat picked himself up and resumed his previous 
prostrated position. He had no idea what he had done to annoy her, 
but he hoped that his continued subservience would be enough to 
stave off any further retribution. 


Xanna's smile had a cruel edge to it as she stared at the quivering 
mess that used to be an arrogant Goa'uld. 


Psychological torture was so much more fun than physical, 
especially when someone was made to choke on their own pride. If 
you cause people pain, all they did was scream, whereas mind 
games had so many possible outcomes. Sometimes, you could 
almost hear people's will breaking. 


Turning to one of the silent Jaffa in the room, she spoke to him ina 
tone of command. "You there, kill this useless piece of trash." 


All the Jaffa stiffened at being spoken to so suddenly, having been 
fairly disturbed themselves at what they had just seen. The one that 
they had believed to be their god had been reduced to a sweat 
soaked wreck right in front of them with nothing but words and 
implied threats. 


Granted, the horned woman was incredibly intimidating and 
obviously powerful, but they had still lost all respect for Berat due to 
his lack of fortitude. 


So it was that the Jaffa that Xanna had spoken to did not hesitate for 
more than a moment before pointing his staff at the Goa'uld and 
priming it. 


"Wait!" Berat pleaded desperately. "| would serve you." 


"You can serve me as fertilizer for the planet under us." Xanna said 
coldly and nodded at the Jaffa, who did not hesitate to discharge the 
weapon at the Goa'uld's chest. 


The Jaffa now stood expectantly, cleary waiting for orders. 


"My name is Xanna, God-Empress of the Celestial Empire." She told 
them. "Unlike to Goa'uld, | do not require your worship, but neither 
will | stop you if you wish to give it. For now, take that idiot's body 
and show it to the Jaffa still fighting on the surface, tell them that 
there is no more reason to fight." 


With a firm acknowledgement, they did as they'd been told and 
marched out with Berat's corpse in tow. 


Once they were gone, Xanna leaned back into the remade throne 
and rubbed her thighs together, making the tight bodyglove she was 
wearing rub over her moist nethers. It had been far too long since 
she'd had a proper power trip like that. 


"Aaaah." She sighed contently. "That was fun." 


Akitsu had enjoyed watching Xanna do her thing too, up until the 
Goa'uld had admitted what he had intended to do to her. She'd been 
too angry to enjoy it anymore at that point. 


Xanna seemed in a good mood though and Akitsu had an idea that 
she hoped the horned woman would like. Leaning over, she 
whispered her idea into the horned woman's ear. 


A pleasant little shiver went through Xanna's body as Akitsu's chilly 
lips brushed her ear, inflaming her mildly aroused state just a bit 
higher. A grin bloomed on her face as the Ice Sekirei explained her 
idea. 


It was an interesting idea and she was very much in the mood for it. 


Instead of a verbal agreement, she pulled Akitsu into a deep kiss 
that left her breathless and grinned at her. "Lets go make the 
preparations." 


When the Jaffa with Berat's corpse had sown up, the fighting had 
ended quickly and all that was left was the cleanup and the standard 
evacuation. Over the years, the entire process had become so 
streamlined that Naruto's personal involvement wasn't really needed 
anymore. 


So it was that instead of helping with that, the horned man prowled 
through the empty Goa'uld palace, following a nagging mental tickle 
that he knew was coming from his wife but was otherwise too vague 
to pin down. 


He had no idea what was going through her head but there was a 
playful feeling to it, which made him terribly curious. 


As he turned into another non-descript hallway, he was suddenly 
brought up short by the sight in front of him. 


There was his lovely wife, wearing a very enticing set of silver armor 
over a skintight bodyglove. Next to her was Akitsu, who was for 
some reason dressed in a suit of leather armor that didn't look any 
more functional than Xanna's, but was just as pleasing to the eye. 


"Now that is my kind of armor." He said with a wolfish grin. 


The two women didn't reply, but instead ran behind a corner, a faint 
giggle being heard. 


Naruto blinked, unsure which of the two had just giggled. Neither one 
was the giggly type, but he tentatively assumed it had been Akitsu. 
She was the more likely culprit. 


It was of little consequence either way, because he wanted to get a 
closer look at their armor... and what was under it of course, so he 
gave pursuit almost immediately. 


Several turns later, he had only gotten glimpses of them as they 
turned corners and was now staring at an odd door that didn't fit in 
with the surrounding architecture. 


It also had the distinct feel of a space-time portal. 


With another grin, he went through it, instantly finding himself in a 
fairly uninteresting square room made of stone. The only thing of 
note in it was a raised dais with an aged looking bit of parchment on 
it. 


By now having discerned that they were going to play a game and 
that the note must hold the rules of engagement, he wasted no time 
pondering the situation and went to read it. 


Husband, 


Knowing you as I do, | am certain that you were lamenting the 
unflattering nature of the armor your female minions were wearing. 


With this in mind, | thought you would appreciate the sight of my 
perfect body in something more interesting. 


"Best wife ever." Naruto whispered to himself, a genuinely happy 
smile on his face as he read the first part of the note. The mild self- 
flattery Xanna had inserted into it barely registered after so long of 
dealing with her narcissism, not that it had ever bothered him much. 


Akitsu had predicted it as well, but had a more expansive idea. 


Unless you have become immensely dull since we last saw each 
other, you will have noticed that you have been transported into a 
pocket dimension. In this pocket dimension, we will be having a little 
competiton that makes use of our armor. 


Create a suit of armor for yourself in any design you wish, as well as 
a weapon and then step into the portal that will open once you put 
down this note. It will lead you into the arena proper. 


As you are the most skilled with weapons, Akitsu and I will have the 
advantage of knowing the battlefield while you will start ignorant of it. 


Obviously, use of power is prohibited and your strength, endurance 
and other physical abilities as well as senses must be lowered to 
match to the level of a peak condition baseline human. | have 
reduced Akitsu and myself to the same level. 


P.S. Choose your weapons and armor carefully, as you will be 
unable to change them later. 


P.P.S. Do not concern yourself about harming Akitsu, she will 
respawn in a safe zone such as this one once her body takes fatal 
damage and I have changed the receptors in her brain to report 
damage with pleasure instead of pain. 


P.P.PS. The one with the most kills at the end gets to decide the 
nature of the celebratory sex, or if there will even be sex. 


Yours if you win, 
Xanna/(and Akitsu) 


By the time he was done reading, Naruto was grinning wildly and 
almost hopping in excitement. 


He loved these kinds of games! It was even better because of the 
inherent challenge in it. His if he won? Damn right he was going to 
win! And then he would peel those two lovely ladies out of their 
armor and have his way with them. Or maybe he would keep them in 
armor and just open holes in all the right places, it would be sucha 
shame to get them naked too fast when they looked so good in it 
after all. 


Naruto violently shook his head to clear it of a fantasy of having the 
two sexily armored women on their knees in front of him while he 
gave orders from the command chair of his personal(and currently 
non-existent) starship. 


Xanna would never go for that though, the position being a bit too 
subordinate for her liking. He could get her to do it if he forced her 
and she would go along with it then, but that was the type of play 
that they didn't even let Akitsu join in on. She was let in on a lot of 
things that would be considered seriously abusive as it was, but they 
took care to employ tricks such as the pleasure/pain switch that 
Xanna had mentioned in her letter to keep it from being as bad as it 
sounded. 


Some things she simply couldn't be allowed to participate in though. 
It was far too violent for mortals to survive, not to mention that it 
probably wouldn't end well if the general public learned that their 
Emperor and Empress often had sex in a manner so violent that 
anyone else would have been tried as criminals for it. If nothing else, 
there were too many idiots that would want to emulate them, not 
understanding that he and Xanna could enjoy that, but regular 
people would quite possibly die attempting it. 


There was also the fact that a certain level of 'keeping up 
appearances' had to be maintained due to their positions, something 
that had taken Naruto a ridiculously long time to adapt to. Like it or 
not, their actions and behavior had a massive influence on the 
society they had created. Maybe one day... on a private starship 
with no crew... 


But this was no time to be thinking of that! He had to figure how he 
was going to approach this game. 


Xanna and Akitsu were dressed in a manner that would support a 
more agile and dexterous method of combat, their armor being 
decorative rather than effective, if they hadn't changed it that was. 


Despite his appearance he would usually prefer the same, but if he 
was reduced to merely human levels of physical ability, then a lot of 
that would be out of the question. Besides... he didn't want to go 
about it the same way as them. 


With that in mind, he created a heavy suit of armor for himself, 
complete with a greatshield and a bisento. 


As a final touch, he conjured up a hairband and bound his hair into a 
tight ponytail to keep it from getting in the way. 


"Ready or not, here | come." He muttered to himself and walked 
through the portal. 


Upon entering the arena proper, he immediately became suspicious. 


He hadn't been sure what to expect, but the futuristic metal corridors 
were not it. 


Since the other two players in this game knew the lay of the land and 
he didn't, they immediately had a considerable advantage over him. 
For this reason, he walked slowly and kept his shield up, internally 
wincing at every clank that his armor made in the silence. He had 
also somewhat underestimated how quickly carrying all that metal 


around was going to tire him, despite his powerful physique. He had 
gotten so used to having unlimited endurance that he'd forgotten 
what it was like to get tired, doubly so since he had never exactly 
been ‘baseline human’. 


Perhaps heavy armor had not been such a great idea? What was 
done was done according to the rules though, so it was too late to 
change his mind. The difficulty would just make the victory sweeter 


anyway. 


Several minutes later, he came across a crossroads with half a 
dozen connecting hallways. An almost imperceptibly light tread of 
feet reached his ears and he immediately identified it as belonging to 
Akitsu. 


Grinning, he waited for her arrival, wondering how she would fight 
him. Akitsu wasn't incompetent with melee weaponry, but she wasn't 
even close to being as good as him. It should be interesting. 


Those thoughts promptly fled his mind when he saw her however, 
because Akitsu wasn't carrying a melee weapon. 


She was instead toting a fully automatic plasma submachine gun in 
each hand. A few soldiers liked to use those instead of the more 
prevalent laser weaponry, though not many since they had a slower 
projectile speed and less range. 


They blinked at each other in momentary confusion. Naruto 
surprised at that Akitsu had that kind of advanced weaponry and 
Akitsu surprised that he didn't. 


"| guess this is the part where | find out that Xanna included firearms 
on her list of allowed weapons?" He deadpanned. 


Expression unchanging, Akitsu nodded and pointed her twin 
submachine guns at him. 


"| don't Suppose | could prevail upon your sense of fair play to give 
me one of those and then we could peacefully go our separate ways 
until our next meeting?" He asked hopefully. 


Akitsu simply stared blankly at him for a while, before the tip of her 
tongue poked mischievously out from between her lips. 


"You shouldn't have brought a knife to a gunfight master." She said 
helpfully and opened fire. 


Naruto tried to hide behind the greatshield, but the heavy lump of 
metal was quickly blasted apart by the rapid fire plasma weapons, 
after which they turned him into a lump of charred flesh just as quick. 


Laying on the ground and staring at the ceiling of the respawn room, 
Naruto took this as a valuable lesson about getting too excited and 
thinking with his dick again, something that still happened every so 
often. It probably wasn't the last time either. 


Now that the enlightening experience of getting tenderized by 
plasma was over, he also began to suspect that Xanna had 
deliberately led him to think that this was going to be a match with 
melee weaponry in various subtle ways, but without actually saying 
so, which of course meant that he couldn't cry foul about it. 


"Why, | do believe that I've been had." 


Setsuna looked askance at Karasuba as the silver haired woman 
huffed in boredom. 


She had been doing that a lot the past couple of days. 


Not that Setsuna really blamed her for it. Even she found the after 
battle evacuation somewhat boring and she had a lot more to do. 


The bodies of the dead had to be hauled back to Erius and dropped 
into a giant sized resurrection room that had been built from what 
they had discovered about the Goa'uld sarcophagus. Though the 
technology was fundamentally flawed and damaging to the psyche 
with repeated use, its benefits were too great to be abandoned 
completely. 


Not everyone could be saved, but many could. 


Of course, some of those Jaffa tended to cause problems later on, 
but the Empire had centuries of experience in dealing with 
belligerent Jaffa. They would be re-educated and assimilated just as 
those before them had been, or else disposed of if they proved 
abnormally stubborn. 


The civilians underwent a similar process, but without the disposal 
option. They would be assigned to pre-prepared living spaces where 
they could be comfortable and have only partial contact with the 
general culture of the Empire. 


As it had advanced, they had discovered that the culture shock to 
new arrivals had become progressively more severe. It hadn't been 
anywhere close to as bad in the beginning, since things were still 
fairly familiar, but the Empire had long since become a truly alien and 
frightening place for people that couldn't understand anything more 
advanced than a hammer. 


It was inconvenient and unfortunate, but also unavoidable. 


It was also unfortunate that it forced them to structure the Empire in 
such a way that these new arrivals had the smallest possible 
influence on their children possible without outright having them 
taken away. Guides, teachers and the wider society shaped those 
children just as much as the parents, sometimes even more. 


It was an insidious tactic that more often than not made those 
children strangers to their parents, the generation gap between them 
being massive and wide, but it was also necessary. Those primitive 


people would unknowingly stunt their children with their well 
intentioned ignorance. This way, most people were fully assimilated 
into the Empire within two generations. 


They had tried to just let it happen naturally once. It had been a 
disaster. People that knew nothing had the unfortunate tendency to 
believe they knew everything. 


Setsuna was glad that it wasn't her job to handle that. Killing Goa'uld 
and freeing slaves was a lot easier than dealing with the aftermath. 
Even organizing the standard looting and evacuation was easy 
compared to that. 


There had been a few interesting things to happen though. 


She had been glad to find out that the armor worked as intended. 
One of her own men didn't need a resurrection thanks to the chest 
piece having absorbed the staff blast. 


Perhaps the most amusing thing had been a steady stream of 
disbelieving Jaffa coming to challenge Karasuba to a fight because 
they didn't believe that anyone, much less a woman, could easily 
defeat over a hundred Jaffa with just a sword. 


The Black Sekirei had been amused at first as well, but her good 
humor had dried up almost two days ago. With nothing to distract 
her, she was starting to become irritable and even angry. 


Setsuna hadn't been sure if letting her come on these raids was a 
good idea and the Emperor had shared that doubt but hadn't wanted 
to deny her either. 


Karasuba wasn't a soldier. She didn't fight because of duty, honor, 
patriotism or what have you. 


Karasuba was a warrior, she carried the conflict inside her and 
brought it everywhere she went. On a battlefield, she was basically a 
weapon of mass destruction that could be pointed in a particular 


direction and told to do her thing. She would listen to Naruto and 
Xanna because she recognized them as being far stronger than her, 
but that was all. To this day she refused to admit that Naruto was a 
friend, even though she sometimes seemed to forget herself and 
relax. 


Setsuna was not the type to mention it, but thought of the Black 
Sekirei as a friend too, even though Karasuba seemed hellbent on 
besting her in a swordfight and considered her a rival. 


Despite those feelings, she knew that the Black Sekirei was not 
someone that should be left to stew in her own boredom for too long. 
Having gotten used to challenging fights on a fairly regular basis, 
there was no telling what would happen if that went too far. 


Fortunately, it was almost over, which was why the two of them were 
now moving through the stripped bare palace of the dead Goa'uld. 
His Queen had already been executed, the servants evacuated and 
everything of value taken, leaving the building a dark and empty 
shell of its former self. 


Naruto, and Akitsu had been the only ones inside if for the past few 
days of evacuation, and it was not hard to guess what they were 
doing. 


Setsuna knocked on the door of the room they had taken residence 
in when they reached it. 


A few seconds of waiting ensued and then it opened, carrying with it 
a blast of musky air so heavy with the scent of sex that it was almost 
like a physical force. 


That mostly went unnoticed however, as the sight of Naruto was a 
great deal more surprising, especially for Karasuba. 


He was naked, but that wasn't particularly unusual. What was 
unusual were the two breasts on his chest and his generally female 
body, though he was just as tall as ever. The only thing not female 


about him was the penis hanging between his/her legs, which was 
the same one she was familiar with. 


"Did you two need something?" He/she asked, quirking an amused 
eyebrow. 


"What the fuck?!" Karasuba squawked, stepping back in shock. 


"Something wrong?" He/she continued to ask in the same tone, 
finding Karasuba's shocked reaction to be very amusing. 


Sadly, the amusement didn't last long as the Black Sekirei mastered 
her shock and composed herself again. 


"Huh... | didn't think you were into this kind of stuff." She commented 
nonchalantly, acting as if his appearance hadn't shocked her at all. 


"Five hundred years is plenty long enough for one's inhibitions to 
decay even further than they'd been before." He/she explained wryly. 
"But I'm actually not in this form by choice." 


"What was it this time Heika?" Setsuna asked, having not so much 
as twitched at his odd appearance. 


"| brought a knife to a gunfight." He/she replied with a scowl. 


Setsuna nodded as if this explained everything and changed the 
subject. "The evacuation is almost complete, we will be ready to 
leave this planet inside of three hours." 


"That's good." The temporarily futanari Naruto said with a nod. "I 
think Akitsu will probably want to take advantage of her victory for a 
while longer so don't hesitate to leave without us if we're not there by 
then." 


A faint wet slurp sounded just then, accompanied by female grunting 
and moaning, serving to punctuate Naruto's words quite effectively. 


Karasuba facepalmed, recognizing the sounds of penetration easily 
after all the times Naruto had done it to her. However, since Naruto 
was here, that meant that Xanna was also doing the futanari thing. 


"Hey! | thought you said you weren't going to start without me." 
Naruto called back. 


"You were taking too long." Xanna's voice drifted back, pitched ina 
way that definitely indicated exertion of some sort. 


Naruto gave the two women in the doorway an apologetic look 
before he closed the door in their face. 


Setsuna merely sighed and shook her head with an amused smile 
before turning and leaving. 


"Is that a frequent occurence?" Karasuba asked, hiding just how 
awkward it felt to be asking that. 


"Not really." The smaller woman admitted. "I only come across them 
like that once every decade or so, though it likely happens more 
often than that. From what I've been able to guess, it is most often 
done at Akitsu-sama's behest." 


"Weirdoes." Karasuba muttered. 


There we go, another chapter done. 


The next one is already 4k words done thanks to a 
miscalculation | made, which is also part of the reason that this 
one wasn't posted sooner. This means it should in theoretical 
theory be posted sooner. 


Chapter 14 


Here we are once again with a new chapter. | don't really have 
anything more to say, so onwards with the story. 


A few days after the raid on Dalios. 


Takami had been having a much more enjoyable time these past 
years than she had expected to. There had been plenty of things to 
learn and new discoveries to get up to speed on and it had been 
very interesting. 


She had eventually picked the genetics research, in spite of Naruto's 
terrible Nazi jokes, and had been fully absorbed in her work in short 
order. With superior equipment that continued to get better with 
every year, the research was going quite fast and stayed interesting. 


There was no escaping encounters with the occasional coworker 
that was too full of themselves, but it was generally not any worse 
than it had been on Earth. She was still fully capable of glaring idiots 
like that into submission at any rate. The only idiots that it had so far 
failed to work on were Minaka(who was too insane to notice) and 
Naruto(who hit on her when she tried it). 


There were still periods when they hit a wall in their research, during 
which times Takami sometimes went poking around with the 
cybernetics division. This was due to there being a certain amount of 
crossover, as they needed to have a detailed understanding of the 
human body if they wanted to graft artificial limbs and organs to 
people that could be used with full efficiency. Especially the ones 
with ‘extra’ features. 


She more or less ignored that much of the testing was done by 
amputating the limbs of convicted criminals(thankfully unconscious 
at the time) and seeing if their latest attempt was going to work. 


She'd taken a look at their psych profiles and trial notes once and 
found it hard to feel sympathetic. The only other option was 
execution anyway. 


Perhaps one of the best aspects of being a scientist in the Celestial 
Empire was the lack of any ignorant sheep baying about 'man's 
reach exceeding his grasp’ or anything similarly stupid. Japan had 
less of that than some other nations, but there were still plenty of 
people that seemed to be of the opinion that progress was 
something that should only be allowed to a point that they were 
comfortable with and then stopped. It was refreshing to work in an 
environment where slowing down, much less stopping, wasn't even 
considered. 


Well that wasn't entirely true, Takami had to admit to herself. There 
were people that would have preferred that they stop advancing, but 
they had been consistently ignored since the first time someone had 
voiced that opinion. 


Considering the speed of the Empire's progress, that wasn't much of 
a surprise. There were still people alive that remembered a time 
before computers after all, before television even. 


That might have been the reason for the recent exodus of about ten 
thousand people to an empty planet. Xanna's offer to let people 
settle elsewhere, outside of their protection if they didn't like living in 
the Empire, had at long last been taken up by someone. 


It had been the cause of a big ruckus as the whole thing happened, 
with most people being baffled as to why anyone would want to live 
in a hostile galaxy without the Empire's protection. 


Takami was markedly less baffled, but she had more experience with 
human stubborness and stupidity than they did. There were still 
elements within Japan that wanted to return to the Feudal era, 
completely ignoring what the reality of those times was in favor of 
daydreaming about how ‘glorious’ the past had been and completely 


forgetting the reality of it. Or there had been when she'd left at any 
rate. 


Idiots. 


That hadn't really impacted her work though and had merely passed 
her by as an event of zero personal significance. 


At the moment, she was making her way to the palace once again 
after receiving a Summons by Naruto. She was only slightly rankled 
at the need to show up whenever he called her, due to several 
reasons. 


Firstly, she really couldn't complain since he was the Emperor and 
therefore fully within his rights to expect people to come running 
when he called. It had taken a while to sink in that he was in fact a 
fully legitimate, autocratic monarch now and not the same hideously 
powerful man of questionable sanity making claims that he would be 
one. 


Secondly, he usually just showed up instead of asking her to come to 
the palace, which made her curious. 


And lastly, considering that he'd basically given her unlimited 
resources and carte blanche to do whatever she wanted with a bare 
minimum in the way of demands, the occasional trip up to the palace 
was a comparatively small sacrifice. 


She had almost reached the door to Naruto's office when the distinct 
sound of angry female yelling became audible. 


Curious as to what woman Naruto had managed to piss off, she 
approached with the shameless intent of eavesdropping. 


"| HATE YOU!" 


The loud yell was followed by an incensed young woman stomping 
out of the office in a rage. 


"No you don't, you looove me!" Naruto's voice followed from deeper 
in the room. 


The young woman, which Takami realized was actually Kusano, 
made a noise of frustration in her throat as she stomped away 
without giving the scientist so much as a glance. 


The youngest of the Sekirei was a teenager now and Naruto had 
apparently done something to put her in a truly teenaged temper 
tantrum. 


Not as top heavy as many Sekirei, Kusano had grown up to be a bit 
more on the willowy and gangly side. She was very beautiful 
nonetheless and still had several years to develop some curves 
before she finished growing, but for the moment it looked as if she 
was going to be of more modest proportions. 


Cautiously, she entered the office and looked at the horned man 
inside it with a raised eyebrow. "What was that all about?" 


Naruto sucked in a breath and exhaled explosively before 
answering. "Ah well, little Kuu-chan seems to be upset that I've 
driven off her boyfriend... and the one before him... and the one 
before that." 


"That would do it." Takami muttered to herself. 


She'd personally never had that particular problem with her own 
kids, much to her relief. Both had never even been on a date before 
meeting their Sekirei, to which they were now married, rendering the 
whole thing a bit moot. Besides, Shiina and Musubi fit well together 
with them and they were happy. 


Yukari's more active personality went well with Shiina's gentler one, 
while Minato was so timid that he'd probably end up a lonely old 
hermit if Musubi wasn't so exuberantly enamoured with him. Or how 
timid he had been at any rate. He'd gotten better and could be 
considered ‘mild mannered’ rather than outright spineless these 


days, but he still didn't operate too well under pressure. He had been 
absurdly pleased when Naruto had offered him an out of the way job 
as a researcher on some non time sensitive projects. That way he 
could make use of his intelligence while at the same time avoiding 
any overly stressful situations. 


"What was wrong with them anyway?" Takami asked, curious in spite 
of herself. 


"Nothing much really," He admitted. "I just wanted to loom a bit and 
see if they were willing to stick with her in spite of my implied-but- 
not-confirmed disapproval." 


Takami gave him a deadpan look that clearly showed just how stupid 
she thought that was. 


"Has it occured to you that you're the Emperor and scary looking on 
top of it? You can't loom ‘just a bit'. No wonder Kusano is pissed at 
you." 


"It's not like | was threatening them or anything." Naruto defended. 
"Kuu-chan wouldn't really hate me for wanting to look out for her 
would she?" 


"You're the mind reader." Takami replied with a shrug. 


Naruto pursed his lips and decided to back off just a little bit. He'd 
find Kusano later and make up with her. Maybe he'd even arrange to 
get her back together with the guy he'd recently scared off or 
something. 


But he'd be keeping an eye on them just in case. 
"Well, nevermind that now." He said out loud. "How's the grandkids?" 
Yes, Takami was a grandmother now. Something that ended up 


being extremely strange since she looked the same age as her 
children thanks to Naruto. The effect was even more pronounced 


since Takehito had sucessfully completed the research on finding a 
safe way to transfer the Goa'uld's immune boosting ability to humans 
without permanently destroying the immune system, slowing down 
the aging process massively. 


Saisei was what Takehito had named it. It wasn't widely available yet 
and remained the purview of the privileged for the moment, but 
Takami, Yukari and Minato, along with Shiina and Musubi were 
among those who had access to it. This resulted in all of them 
looking as if they weren't a day over twenty years old even though 
they were physically closer to thirty. 


Takami was actually over fifty, but thanks to Naruto's stunt of de- 
aging her, that was just a number. 


"They're doing good." Takami answered. "Minato and Musubi's girl is 
turning out to be quite the authoritative little thing. Surprising 
considering how my son is and what a ditz Musubi is. AZumi is 
probably going to be the voice of reason and authority in that family 
a few years from now." 


Musubi's pregnancy had not caught anyone by surprise since the 
chesty fist fighter seemed unable to grasp the concept of birth 
control. It been an exhausting affair, for everyone else that was, not 
for the girl herself. 


It had been decided by unspoken agreement that Minato alone was 
not going to be able to handle that situation. Takami, Yukari, Shiina, 
Kaho and her Ashikabi, Miya and occasionally even Tsukiumi had 
been helping him. 


Naruto had come around occasionaly too, but he'd mostly just 
watched and snickered. 


First, they had needed well over an hour to explain to her why she 
couldn't keep sparring while she was pregnant or else she'd lose the 
baby. That conversation had needed to be repeated a total of four 


times before it finally sunk in that a single hit to the stomach could 
spell a premature end to her pregnancy. 


Then they had needed to deal with a pouty, bored and worst of all 
hyperactive Musubi for months on end. 


Additionally, she seemed to be immune to the phenomenon of 
morning sickness and her already insane appetite had gone 
completely beyond comprehension. It was a good thing that food 
was free, or else they would have gone broke trying to pay for it. 
Nobody normal could afford to pay for what was nearly a metric ton 
of food per month. Minato had once even caught her trying to eat 
raw noodles because she was too hungry to wait for them to cook. 


There had been many sighs of relief when Azumi was finally born 
and the ordeal was over. Minato had quietly, and without informing 
his wife, gotten a vasectomy after that to prevent any repeats. 


Musubi was far too airheaded and 'in the moment to really think if 
she wanted more children or not even though she loved her 
daughter dearly. Miya had insisted that she and Minato temporarily 
move in with her and Takehito, at least until Musubi understood the 
‘do's and do not's' of parenting. 


That had proven to be wise, as Musubi had wanted to start training 
her newborn how to fight by the time she was two weeks old. She 
meant well but she was still Musubi. 


Minato did his best to keep her under control, he really did, but 
sometimes it took a smack over the head from one of Miya's 
ubiquitous blunt objects to make her listen. 


"Poor bastard, he's going to be bossed around by women his whole 
life." Naruto snickered. "What about your pervy daughter and her 
boytoy?" 


Rolling her eyes at the unfortunately accurate description, Takami 
answered. "Yuki is doing good too. He's a bit shy but thankfully not 


as bad as Minato was. Yukari has been thinking of giving him a little 
sister." 


"Little sisters are awesome, she should totally do that." Naruto said 
in response to that, fully supporting Yukari's idea. 


Yukari's pregnancy had thankfully been a much saner and more 
normal affair than Musubi's. 


Unfortunately, Yukari herself was a bit more wild. 


First, she'd tried to get Shiina interested in joining the public Sekirei 
battles and failed spectacularly. For all that the Death Sekirei hada 
fearsome power, he was among the most gentle of them. 


Seeing that her erstwhile husband was not interested in doing 
anything awesome, she had determined that she was going to be a 
starship captain and 'conquer the galaxy in the Emperor's name''. 


Everyone who knew Yukari strongly suspected that this desire 
stemmed more from wanting to do something flashy like in one of 
her manga rather than any particular devotion to Naruto. Either way, 
she had pouted outrageously over the fact that she hadn't been 
allowed to join Xanna on the testing of the prototype. 


"Figures you'd say that." Takami muttered with another eyeroll. 


"Have you ever considered having some more kids of your own?" He 
asked with a big grin. "Then you'd have kids that are younger than 
your grandchildren.” 


"I am well aware of that." She said sourly. That was simply more 
weirdness than she was willing to deal with and she had no intention 
of having more children anyway. "I think l'Il pass." 


"Mou, so | refilled your egg count when | de-aged you for no 
reason?" Naruto pouted. 


"So it was you, you bastard!" Takami suddenly went into an angry 
rant. "I Knew there was something weird going on when | kept getting 
my period instead of hitting menopause already.” 


"Guilty as charged." He said, grinning and holding his hands up in 
mock surrender. 


"Do you have any idea how annoying periods are?!" She snapped, 
not at all amused. 


"Can't say | do." He admitted. 


Xanna didn't get periods and they'd purged Akitsu's ovaries a long 
time ago to put an end to the aforementioned annoying periods. 
Also, despite the occasional gender bend he found himself doing for 
one reason or another, there was simply no way in hell that he was 
giving himself a period. 


"Cramps, bleeding, hormone imbalance!" Takami continued to rant. "I 
was looking forward to menopause damnit! And now you tell me that 
you've put it off for another twenty years at least?!" 


“Takami-chan, would you like me to sterilize your ovaries and make 
you infertile?" He asked mildly. 


Taking a deep breath, the irritated scientist answered in a much 
calmer tone. "Yes, that would be great." 


With a bemused smile, he placed his hand on her stomach and did 
exactly that. Takami felt a momentary discomfort before it was over, 
leaving her feeling no different than before. 


“There you go, you are now as barren as a Salted field." He said 
dryly. "Enjoy." 


"Thanks." She replied just as dryly. 


Then she looked at him speculatively and and asked a question of 
her own. "How come you and Xanna never had any kids? | figured 


that you'd have some in five hundred years." 


"We're immortal, what do we need kids for? Besides, | can just have 
fun with other people's kids and leave if | get bored and | never have 
to deal with them for the first few years when they're nothing but 
noisy shit factories." He said blithely. 


Takami just stared at him at the very strange answer. She absently 
noted that she really should stop being surprised by either Naruto or 
Xanna's odd way of looking at life. 


But Naruto wasn't done yet. "There's also the fact that Xanna can't 
stand the little buggers. | think she doesn't like it when there's 
someone more selfish than her in the room. There's also the fact that 
if she somehow ended up being responsible for an infant, she just 
might decide to administer a mercy killing." 


"That's just... wow." Takami said, shaking her head and wishing that 
she hadn't asked. "Anyway, what did you call me up here for?" 


"This and that." He answered vaguely. "How's that Ubermensch 
project coming along?" 


Takami gave an exasperated sigh at the casual Nazi crack, but 
answered regardless. "It's... going. We might be able to devise a 
means of manipulating the genes of embryos soon, but we're not 
there just yet." 


That was actually a line of research that was helped along 
considerably by what she and Minaka had been doing with the 
Sekirei back in her old dimension. The difference was that this time 
she was actually excited about it and looking forward to completing 
it. Once it was done, it would be possible to arrange the gene 
sequences of unborn children at will. Everything from gender to eye 
color would no longer necessarily be randomized. 


That was just the surface of it however and not something that 
Takami really cared about. What she cared about was the ability to 


eliminate any possible genetic defects. Genetically inherited 
diseases and disabilities, as well as inborn ones, would be a thing of 
the past once this was finished. 


"As for your 'Ubermensch’, that's a long ways off. Embryos and 
fetuses are one thing, but tampering with the genes of grown adults 
is quite another and don't even get me started on your idea to 
surgically insert extra organs into people. Where do you even get 
these kind of dumbass ideas?" 


"You know... places." He said evasively, unwilling to admit that he'd 
been stealing from Warhammer 40,000 again. He was terribly 
disappointed to discover that making Space Marines was a tad more 
unrealistic than that particular fictional universe had made it out to 
be. 


Naruto supposed that he could have horribly violated the laws of 
physics and used his powers to make Space Marines, but that would 
have been cheating. Besides, doing that somehow sucked all the fun 
out of it. He'd only done it for the Jaffa with their symbiote problem 
because it would have been a logistical pain in the ass otherwise. 


"Okay, so a firm 'not yet' on the Ubermensch." He conceded with a 
sigh. "How about my cyborg ninjas?" 


Takami pursed her lips as she answered that one. "Despite being my 
vague terror at the prospect of giving you that tech, the cybernetics 
division is making excellent progress. As soon as the guys on the 
cognitive interfaces team cobble together a computer that is small 
and sophisticated enough to be slaved to the brain and powerful 
enough to handle it, we'll be able to graft fully articulating cybernetic 
prosthetics to people. The military grade stuff with all the hidden 
gadgets is only slightly trickier, as are the ocular and aural implants. 
There is some issue with the body rejecting the machine parts, but 
we should be able to overcome that soon." 


By the time that Takami had finished talking, Naruto was almost 
bouncing on the balls of his feet in excitement. 


"Awesome! And the guys and girls I've got working on the power 
armor are telling me that they're doing good too. Soon, the galaxy 
will quiver in terror of my power armored cyborg ninjas! Quiver | say!" 


"See, this is why | sometimes lie in my bed and wonder if working for 
you is a horrible mistake." 


"Aw, don't be like that Takami-chan. At least I'm not trying to tell you 
that I'm doing this purely ‘for the defense and security of the Empire’ 
and that | have no intention of ‘using this in an offensive manner'." 


"Point." Takami grumbled. She was more than cynical enough to call 
bullshit on anyone telling her that any military force or technology 
was intended for solely for defense. 


"Anyway, catching up on family and sciency matters aside, | actually 
called you here for another reason." 


"What reason?" She asked suspiciously. 


"No need to take that tone with me young lady, I'm actually not going 
to try seducing you." Naruto chided. "Though those pants you're 
wearing are making me want to check if you've got anything under 
them, we don't have time even for a quick romp." 


Takami's eye twitched as she glared at him. Even though that first 
time had not been the last, his come-ons somehow never failed to 
annoy her. She'd have never even considered repeating the 
experience if he wasn't so good at scratching that occasional itch 
and then acting as if it had never happened. That, and he genuinely 
knew what he was doing in the sack. 


"Then why did you call me here?" 
"| wanted you to meet an old out of town buddy of mine." 


"What ‘out of town' buddy?" Takami asked, utterly baffled. 


Several minutes later, Takami was still baffled and more than slightly 
annoyed. Naruto was continuing to be vague and mysterious, 
refusing to elaborate on who this ‘out of town buddy' was as he led 
her to another room where Xanna and Akitsu were already waiting. 


"Finally, | was beginning to think you were going to be late." The 
horned woman said in lieu of a greeting. 


"Quickie?" Akitsu questioned, looking towards Takami. 


"No." The scientist denied, not even slightly flustered or surprised 
anymore by what would have been a terribly rude question back in 
Japan. 


"Alas, there was no time." Naruto said sorrowfully. 
"| was asking if anyone wanted one." The Ice Sekirei elaborated. 


"Why are you looking at me then?" Takami asked, backing up 
defensively under Akitsu's contemplative gaze. How the hell was she 
making that half asleep expression look so unnerving anyway? 


"Heard you screaming. It sounded fun." 


"Ah yes, Takami has this really sensitive spot up her-" Naruto went to 
elaborate, only to be cut off by Takami's outraged glare. 


"Naruto!" 


"Takami's sensitivity to anal penetration aside, Thor should be here 
soon, which leaves us no time to... explore... it." Xanna interjected, 
deliberately being as suggestive as possible when she smirked at 
the now blushing scientist. 


Takami was sorely tempted to stomp back to her home and hide in 
her bed until she stopped feeling so humiliated, but that would be 
juvenile. Instead, she just went to lean on a wall with her arms 
crossed in what was most definitely not a sulky position. 


Why oh why did they have to be so perverse? Takami didn't consider 
herself a prude, but there were times that she caught herself wishing 
that Naruto and Xanna were the more regular type of humorless 
dictators that had nothing on their mind except conquest. 
Coincidentally, most of those times occured when she was the target 
of their dubious attention. 


It rankled even more because as far as public opinion in the Empire 
was concerned, their extreme openness was fairly normal, while 
Takami's reticence was considered prudish. 


She had not spent the better part of her teenaged years sticking it to 
her overly traditional parents only to be considered a prude now! 


She was startled out of her thoughts when Akitsu silently sidled up 
next to her, wringing her hands slightly and looking generally 
nervous. 


"Ah... Takami-san, | am sorry for making you uncomfortable." 


Her manner was shy, uncertain and hopeful and her tone sincere 
enough to placate even the most suspicious audience. In spite of the 
fact that she knew that Akitsu wasn't the painfully broken girl she'd 
once been, Takami found herself relaxing her guard. 


"That's alright Akitsu." She said awkwardly, knowing perfectly well 
that the Ice Sekirei was not sorry at all, but unable to bring herself to 
be waspish about it. She hadn't known what MBI had been doing to 
Akitsu, having taken Minaka's word for it instead of checking for 
herself, which had left her feeling quite a bit of guilt once she finally 
found out. This shy, hesitant speech was bringing that to the surface 
and stifling her usual snarky response. 


Akitsu was silent for a while and Takami started to believe that they 
would be able to await the arrival of this 'Thor' character without any 
further embarrassment. Come to think of it, what kind of name was 
Thor anyway? Wasn't that some Norse god or something? 


"| like anal too." Akitsu suddenly decided to reveal, nearly causing 
Takami to give herself whiplash due to the speed with which her 
head snapped around to stare at her. 


"| do not like anal!" Takami hissed, her face burning again. "The 
horned bastard just decided to stick a finger up my ass without even 
asking for permission and why the hell am | telling you this?!" 


"Denial." Akitsu diagnosed sagely. 
"| am not in denial!" 
"It's double penetration day, you could join us and find out for sure." 


Takami shuffled slowly away from Akitsu at the hopeful tone in which 
that sentence was said in. The conversation had veered out of 
Takami's comfort zone a long time ago and was now entering some 
deeply disturbing waters. 


A glance at the two horned perverts had them quickly concealing 
amused grins, a fact that made her temper go up a few notches as 
she realized that she was being played with. 


"No thanks." She ground out. 


Still annoyed, she decided to return fire just to show them that she 
wasn't some easily flustered teenager. "Besides, it wouldn't be 
double penetration with just one man and | don't like toys. | probably 
wouldn't even be satisfied." 


"Futanari." 


The one word response from Akitsu made Takami's eyes bulge out 
in shock and caused her to instinctively look towards Xanna. 


The horned woman grinned and gestured towards her groin, where 
something grew and displaced the cloth for a moment before 
vanishing again. Takami quickly looked away, more than a little 


disturbed. It was starting to feel like she'd ended up in some hentai 
manga... or maybe her daughter's imagination. 


And the day had started out so normal too. 

"| would let you go first kouhai." 

"Akitsu, could you please just... stop talking?" Takami pleaded. She 
had not been prepared for invitations to join in on stereotypical 
Japanese perversions today... not that you could prepare for that. 
Much to her relief, Akitsu nodded and went quiet. 


Alas, it didn't last. 


"Master and mistress always tell me that my mouth has better uses." 


Standing off to the side, Naruto and Xanna grinned when they saw 
Takami groan. 


"This pride, is this what it feels like to properly raise a child?" Xanna 
wondered to herself. 


"| doubt it." Naruto replied, amused. "But close enough." 


Takami came stomping up to them right then, looking seriously 
brassed off. Akitsu followed behind sedately, not at all looking like 
the cause of the scientist's ire. 


"Is this ‘friend’ of yours actually going to show up or was this just 
another one of your stupid pranks?" She demanded, trying and 
failing to burn a hole through him with her eyes. 


Naruto grinned at her, amused as ever by her prickly personality. 
"Don't you worry your cute little bottom Takami-chan, he'll be here 
any second." 


Takami growled and turned her back on him in a highly amusing 
snub the likes of which few people dared try these days. She had 
long since stopped trying to get him to stop using the -chan honorific 
and any return comment about her ‘cute little bottom’ would only lead 
to a drawn out line of digression. 


A flash of light and the sudden appearance of a bald, black eyed, 
hairless grey alien of about Takami's size instantly drew all attention. 


As the centuries had passed, Thor had been starting to think that the 
debt the Asgard owed would never be called on, but it finally had 
been. 


When he made it to the star system that was home to the horned 
rulers, he was genuinely impressed by the speed of their growth. To 
go from a pre-industrial society to the space age in such a short 
amount of time was no small feat, doubly so when their origins as a 
lightly populated world enslaved by the Goa'uld was factored in. 


His approach to the system had obviously been noticed, as he 
detected a fleet of ships scanning him. His own scans revealed no 
weapons on these ships, which along with their location among the 
system's two asteroid belts meant that they were likely just mining 
ships. They must have been informed of his arrival and were simply 
curious, as his approach was not challenged or even questioned. 


Thor had been glad to see it. There had been a small worry in his 
mind that Naruto and Xanna would turn out to be much like the 
Goa'uld due to the nature of their rule, but it was not so. Fora 
civilization to advance this fast on their own merit, freedom of 
expression and thought was required. 


With the war against the Replicators in their home galaxy escalating, 
the Asgard were becoming increasingly unable to perform their self- 
assigned duty of upholding the Protected Planets Treaty that they 

had forced on the Goa'uld centuries ago. They had needed to make 


concessions as it was and would have been unable to truly act if the 
Celestial Empire had developed similar inclinations. 


Thor did not care if they took over the whole galaxy as long as their 
rule stayed fair and just. Indeed, it would actually help the Asgard if 
they did so, as it would make the Protected Planets Treaty irrelevant 
and free them of that particular obligation. 


Parking his ship into orbit, the Supreme Commander of the Asgard 
Fleet transported himself into the palace, where his sensors were 
telling him the two unusual life signs were located. 


"Hey Thor." Naruto greeted the newcomer as if they'd seen each 
other just a few days ago. "Glad you could make it." 


"Emperor Uzumaki, Empress Xanna." Thor returned the greeting in 
his usual drone. He didn't Know the other two women and couldn't 
acknowledge them without being introduced. 


Takami was instantly fascinated after the shock passed, completely 
forgetting her irritation. 


An actual sentient alien life form and apparently a friendly one at 
that. The Goa'uld were one thing, but the snakes were pretty one- 
dimensional and very unlikeable. She barely registered that he was 
naked and had his genitals hanging in the open in light of her utter 
fascination. 


"Shiny." Akitsu said quietly, staring at the way the light reflected off 
the somewhat clammy looking grey skin. 


"Your communication said that you wished to collect on the debt we 
owe you." Thor got to the point immediately, ignoring both the 
fascinated stare of one woman and the mutter of the other. 


"Indeed we do." Xanna confirmed. "We want you to assign several 
Asgard to our planet so that they could teach our own scientists and 


accelerate development." 


Thor blinked and was rendered momentarily speechless in surprise. 
He had been expecting them to ask for weapons, shields, power 
generation and the like. Having seen the rather ramshackle warship 
in their space dock, even details on superior ship construction or a 
whole Asgardian ship would not have been surprising. 


Simply asking for teachers was something they would have been 
willing to provide even without the debt hanging over them, once 
their two cultures had gotten to know each other better that was. 


The Asgard were not as reticent about sharing their knowledge as 
many others, but they were still careful. 


But if that was all they wanted, then so be it. It actually showed 
impressive foresight and patience on their part. Technology that was 
simply handed over without understanding was often the most 
dangerous to its wielders and had few uses aside from military ones. 


It also showed that they did not feel the least bit threatened by the 
Goa'uld if they felt that they could take such a leasurely approach to 
their advancement. 


"Easily done." He finally droned. "Many among the Asgard would be 
willing to serve in such a role in return for what you have done for 
us." 


That was absolute truth on both counts. There were indeed many 
who would be willing to do this and having a few Asgard here would 
not strain the war effort against the Replicators. 


Up to this point, Takami had remained quiet and simply stared at the 
naked grey alien, occasionally stepping around him and scrutinizing 
him closely(something that Thor had been stoically ignoring). She 
would have absolutely loved to examine him more closely, but unlike 
the idiot that had fathered two children with her, she wasn't enough 


of an egocentric lunatic to seriously consider doing it. Now without 
permission at any rate. 


Thor's words caught her attention however and her curiousity 
demanded that she interject. 


"What did they do for you?" She asked and then realized that she 
had never actually been introduced and had just done something 
very rude by demanding answers like that. Damned horned pest was 
spreading his bad habits. "Um, sorry. My name is Takami Sahashi; 
pharmacist, geneticist and biologist." 


"Lam Thor, Supreme Commander of the Asgard Fleet." The 
Asgardian answered. "And to answer your question, they reversed 
the genetic degradation that our race once suffered from." 


Takami had been surprised to hear Thor's title, finding it odd that the 
leader of an obviously advanced race's spaceborne military would 
show up on Naruto and Xanna's say so, but the following sentence 
cleared up a lot while opening further questions. 


"Genetic degradation?" She repeated questioningly, wondering how 
something like that could possibly happen to a whole species. 


"The Asgard chose to extend our lives with science long ago, cloning 
new bodies into which we would transfer our minds once the old 
ones failed us, thus allowing us a form of immortality." Thor 
explained. 


Takami's mind boggled at the science required to be capable of 
transplanting a whole and intact consciousness into a new body like 
that without even touching the brain. Something like that would 
require quantifying the unique energy of consciousness and devising 
a means of holding it, a feat that she had honestly thought to be 
impossible. 


On a related note, the existence of Oma Desala and the other 
ascended beings was something that simply did not compute for 


Takami and had caused her no end of frustration as she tried to 
figure it out. How the hell could a mind exist without a body? Where 
did all that energy come from? 


Naruto and Xanna had of course found her consternation hilarious. 
Even Oma had looked briefly amused. Though to her credit, the 
ascended woman did explain that it took a more evolved brain to 
truly understand the metyphysical process of ascension. 


Takami understood that it wasn't meant as an insult, but it was still 
annoying. 


"But how would cloning..." She started and then trailed off in 
realization. "You made clones of the clones instead of storing the 
Originals didn't you?" 


Thor inclined his head slightly, inwardly sighing at how quickly this 
human scientist had seen the problem that his whole race had 
somehow missed. "Indeed, we had too much confidence in our 
technology and believed that we could compensate for the Law of 
Diminishing Returns. It was several generations of clones before we 
realized our error and by then the damage had already been done. 
Our genome had degraded sufficiently that sexual reproduction had 
become impossible. We stored genetic samples of those clones, but 
the degradation continued regardless. In hindsight, it is likely that 
even having the originals may not have prevented it, merely 
postponed it." 


"On that note, | can't help but notice that the body you're using is 
another clone of the one | gave you." Naruto observed. 


Thor cocked his head slightly and narrowed his eyes, wondering how 
exactly the horned man could tell before dismissing it as irrelevant. 


"| had to give it up for study." The Asgardian explained. "The 
research done on it has allowed our race to stave off further 
degradation for another few millenia." 


"Stave off?" Xanna questioned. "Were you unable to cure it enough 
to resume reproducing?" 


"No." Thor said blandly. "Without a healthy example of female 
reproductive organs, that was impossible." 


"You know you could have come back and asked us to fix up a few 
of your women too." Naruto pointed out. 


Unknown to him, he had just stumbled upon one of those things 
about the Asgard that had always frustrated the other three 
members of the Great Alliance... The Alterans and the Furlings 
anyway, the Nox didn't get frustrated. 


Despite their pragmatism, they were still terribly reticent about asking 
for help and would only do it when utterly desperate. This was 
evidenced by the fact that they had never approached the Nox for 
help with their genetic degradation. The pacifist species might have 
been unable to help, but they didn't even try. 


Case in point was the fact that Thor had not made a single mention 
of their Replicator problem just now. 


"The Asgard would be most grateful if you could do so. | will return 
with volunteers within a local day." He said and vanished in the light 
of his transporter. 


Takami blinked as the bright flash momentarily robbed her of vision, 
before frowning and looking over at the horned duo. "Is he always 
like that?" 


"You mean, no hello, no goodbye, right to the point?" Naruto asked 
rhetorically. "Pretty much. We figure that their race probably ditched 
the niceties of social interaction a long time ago." 


"Sounds like your kind of people." Takami snarked. 


"Don't be silly," Naruto waved off airily. "I never get right to the point if 
| can help it." 


Rolling her eyes, the scientist decided to ask something else. "So 
where in this galaxy are they and how come they aren't the dominant 
species since they seem a lot more advanced than the Goa'uld?" 


"They live in the Ida galaxy, in excess of four million light years 
distant from this one." Xanna answered. 


Takami's jaw dropped at that bit of information, immediately trying to 
calculate what kind of speed his ship had to be moving at to make 
that kind of journey in the time specified. 


It being a two-way trip, plus time to explain the situation and gather 
the volunteers... She concluded that he would have to travel 
somewhere between 100 and 300 light years per second to traverse 
a distance of four million light years in less than twenty six hours, a 
completely ludicrous velocity that she couldn't even imagine. It was 
just a rough guess and could be either higher or lower, but it boggled 
the mind even at the lowest estimate. 


She knew that there were people on Earth that would have sold their 
souls and their firstborn children on top of it for that kind of 
technology. It was not as fast as a stargate, that was true, but unlike 
a Stargate it could go anywhere. 


Meanwhile... 

"He means no harm by it you know." Oma was saying to her guest. 
Kusano merely huffed and grumbled something unflattering. 

"| suspect he will rethink his methods after your outburst." The 


ascended woman continued, unbothered by the Sekirei's surly 
attitude. 


"When does he ever rethink anything?" Kusano replied sourly. 


Oma had to smile at that. It was true, Naruto was not really the type 
for self doubt, but neither was he so bullheaded that he would not 
reconsider his own actions if given proper incentive to do so. 


Out of all the Sekirei that Naruto had brought with him, Oma was 
closest to the youngest of them. 


Though she called him big brother, Naruto functioned more like a 
parent simply by default. He was not particularly good at parenting 
though, as he tended to let Kusano get away with far too much. It 
was fortunate that there were always plenty of other people around 
to keep it from going too far. The Life Sekirei had ended up being 
raised by half the people that were a more constant presence in her 
life, ranging from the servants, to several other Sekirei and up to 
Naruto himself. 


As she had gotten older, Kusano had started to look for a female 
adult to look up to. Xanna was right out as the horned woman had 
little tolerance for children, finding them to be too loud, too annoying 
and too naive. It had only been lately that she had warmed slightly to 
the Life Sekirei, which was directly related to the fact that Kusano 
herself had matured. The next obvious target had been Akitsu, but 
her fellow Sekirei was just too different. 


So it was that Oma ended up having Kusano as a guest quite often. 
Sometimes the young Sekirei simply needed advice or someone to 
talk to. Right now however, she had come to basically rant and sulk 
over Naruto's unreasonable behavior. 


Oma didn't really mind, she had plenty of time after all and Kusano 
was usually good company. 


"How have you put up with him for all this time?" Kusano asked after 
a long silence. 


She hadn't noticed it when she was still a kid, but Naruto was a 
really annoying man to be around sometimes. 


"| have grown accumstomed to it." Oma admitted. "That, and he 
fortunately seems to have lost interest in attempting to seduce me." 


"He doesn't seem to have lost interest in ruining my life." The much 
younger woman grumbled. 


Oma smiled slightly at the melodramatic statement that was so 
typical of teenagers. "Were you so fond of those boys he scared 
off?" 


"Well... no, but that doesn't give him any right to just drive them off 
like that! | can't even get to Know them before he sends them 
running. And the worst part is that they would have left for the 
mandatory army training soon anyway, so it's not like they would 
have been around long even if he left it alone.” 


Kusano obviously couldn't be sent there, she had too much of a 
physical advantage and Naruto didn't want to bind her powers for 
that long. Fortunately it was easy enough to teach just one person 
everything that she would have otherwise learned during that time. 


Oma nodded her head to the Sekirei's point and did not share her 
thoughts on the matter. She had the distinct feeling that Naruto had 
less objection to her interest in the opposite gender than he did with 
her choice of partners. They had all been nice enough from what 
she'd heard, but they were boys . Naruto had more than likely 
guessed that they would try to play the 'I'm going off to the army 
training, would you spend the night with me to give me something 
good to remember?’ card, which was a completely valid suspicion. 


Oma doubted that he had any objection to Kusano becoming 
sexually active, but he probably didn't want some fumbling and 
overeager boy being her first and possibly souring the experience for 
her. 


She was just thankful that his sense of decency hadn't disintegrated 
to the point where he would start considering doing it himself. After 
five centuries of Knowing him, it would have been depressingly 
unsurprising if he had managed to convince himself that this was 
somehow a good idea. 


"| can speak to him about it if you wish." Oma offered, not letting her 
face show her recent thoughts. 


Kusano looked as if she was going to accept the offer for a moment 
before shaking her head in refusal. "No, I'll handle it myself." 


With a big smile, she suggested soemthing else. "Lets go plant a 
forest or terraform a planet instead!" 


"Oh? Have your powers grown so strong then, that you can 
terraform an entire planet now?" Oma asked in amusement. 


"No." The younger woman admitted. "But we can start it." 
Oma agreed with a smile and soon they were off to do that. 


The ascended woman had been fascinated with Kusano's power 
ever since she'd first heard of it and had taken to helping the young 
Sekirei hone it. 


The other ascended thought that it was just another thing that should 
not be happening, but she had long since stopped caring about that. 
The ability to cultivate life was a beautiful thing and not something to 
be stifled. 


It had been years since Ganos' visit and there had been no more 
word on the issue, so Oma had to assume that she had managed to 
talk the others down from attempting anything foolish. 


This was good. Despite her much diminished opinion for the sad 
remnants of her people, she had no wish to see either Naruto or 
Xanna's response to being challenged, especially if they so much as 


looked cross eyed at the Sekirei. In spite of his usually laidback 
manner, Naruto did not take threats against his ‘little sisters' in good 
humor. 


Even the most polite request to examine them had been met witha 
moment of heart stopping tension before he relaxed. 


True to Thor's word, some twenty four hours later he was back with 
several dozen volunteers in addition to the requested teachers. The 
females had looked noticeably worse off than the males until Naruto 
and Xanna had done their thing and restored them. 


As Takami had come to expect from the naked aliens, they did not 
stay long after that was done and left for their home, with barely so 
much as a backwards glance at the Asgard left behind on Erius. 


Then again, if you could cross millions of light years in a couple of 
hours, it probably didn't feel like such a big deal. 


Unsurprisingly, most of the Asgard were similar in manner to Thor. 
They spoke in a sleep inducing emotionless monotone and their 
diction was very dry and factual. Everyone attempting to learn from 
them quickly realized that the Asgard were actually atrocious 
teachers, which was no doubt a consequence of there being no new 
Asgard to teach for many millenia. This was countered by the fact 
that they really knew their stuff. The aliens knew everything that the 
best minds on Erius knew and could recite it in their sleep. 


Sometimes they also gave the distinct impression that they were 
puzzled or frustrated by the humans' lack of understanding of certain 
new concepts. 


Allin all, they were a flawless personification of the scientist 
stereotype. Not surprising since every Asgard was apparently a 
scientist to some degree. 


But of course, there was always an exception and in this case that 
exception was called Heimdall. 


Unlike the monotonous drone of the others, Heimdall spoke in a 
perpetually excited voice and was actually polite, which was a great 
oddity from what Takami understood. The light purple colored alien 
was apparently the Asgard's premier geneticist and xenobiologist, 
among a dozen other things. 


Living for over twenty thousand years obviously allowed one to 
gather a great deal of knowledge. 


Oddly enough, despite the Norse mythology of Earth describing 
Heimdall as a man, this was in fact not so. Heimdall was very much 
female, which was obvious to all and sundry since she went around 
just as blithely naked as every other Asgardian. 


Though to be fair, the Asgard paid so little mind to their nudity that it 
was actually fairly easy to ignore. It had definitely taken some getting 
used to, but not as much as one might have expected. 


Takami was inordinately pleased to be working with the one Asgard 
that was more personable than a robot, though she had wondered 
as to why one of their best scientists would choose to spend her time 
in what amounted to a backwater compared to the hyper advanced 
Asgard civilization. 


Heimdall had been more than happy to explain that she was 
interested in examining the genetic traits of the Empire's citizens and 
those of its rulers especially. The Sekirei had also been something 
that she was extremely interested in. 


Which brought them to the present, where Heimdall was scurrying 
around the lab with an almost hyperactive energy, obviously 
delighted with the new strength of her body. 


"These are very interesting results." Heimdall proclaimed happily, 
staring at a data readout on the Asgard computer screen. She had 


brought her own equipment and Takami had been experiencing an 
intense feeling of 'want' since she first laid eyes on it. "Millenia of 
separation on differing planets has caused considerable genetic drift 
and your Emperor's efforts at reuniting them has once again givena 
chance for those populations to mingle. The Empire's gene pool is 
the most diverse that | have ever seen." 


"I've noticed that myself, but I'm not entirely sure what it means for 
the future." Takami replied, intrigued. 


"Aside from a lower rate of genetic defects, it will also allow for an 
increased rate of mutation to occur. Most of these will be 
unnoticeable and lost, but your research on genetic manipulation has 
already progressed quite far and you may be able to preserve those 
mutations that are beneficial, even induce them if you wish. | suspect 
that it will increase the speed of your species evolution by a 
considerable margin." Heimdall explained. 


"I'm not sure it's a good idea to be tampering with our genome like 
that." Takami admitted, remembering the Asgard's own blunder when 
they meddled too much with nature. She knew that Naruto and 
Xanna would jump into it headfirst without hesitation, but she still 
worried. Those two were not the type to worry consequences too 
much. 


"Yes of course, care would need to be exercised." Heimdall nodded 
quickly. 


She looked as if she was about to say something more, but Naruto's 
entrance into the lab prevented it from happening. 


"Hello ladies." He greeted with a somewhat cheesy grin. 


“Emperor, | am glad you have arrived." Heimdall replied quickly. "I 
will have the sensors properly calibrated momentarily." 


"Ah, | see. You want to get closely acquainted with my body." The 
horned man said back with a saucy grin. 


"Indeed | do." The Asgard confirmed, completely missing the 
innuendo. 


Rolling his eyes at the obliviousness, he settled in to wait. He was 
honestly curious to see what she could find and how much he could 
befuddle her instruments. 


While Heimdall prepared to start examining, Takami went up to 
Naruto with a demanding stare. 


"Please tell me that you are not intending to seduce Heimdall." She 
hissed out. 


"Would that disturb you?" He asked with a grin. 
"Yes, actually it would." She hissed again. 


"You're such a xenophobe Takami-chan." He teased, delighting in 
the pissed off expression this got him. "But don't worry, | don't find 
her attractive at all." 


Takami breathed a sigh of relief upon hearing that. True, Heimdall 
was certainly not what one might call attractive by human standards 
what with her flat chest, narrow hips, thin limbs and various other 
departures from what was considered attractive to humans, but she 
wouldn't have put it past the horned idiot to try bedding her just to 
add another notch to his bedpost. 


"Watch this though." 


The words caused her head to snap towards him with a feeling of 
dread crashing into her, knowing that she wasn't going to be able to 
stop him from whatever he was about to do. 


"Hey Heimdall, did you know that several of your fellow Asgardians 
got propositioned by some of my more adventurous people?" He 
asked, his voice full of laughter. 


"Truly? Fascinating.” Heimdall said, staring at the horned man with 
great interest. "Did any of them accept?" 


"Not that | know of." He shrugged. "They don't seem to have a whole 
lot in the way of sex drive." 


Heimdall nodded as if this confirmed something. "Yes, most of the 
organs in our old clone bodies that did not directly concern survival 
were vestigial only and we had spent millenia in them. Though these 
restored bodies are fully functional in all ways, there is still a 
disconnect between body and mind because of it. Our brains are 
simply not sending the necessary signals to trigger sexual interest." 


"You mean you've cloned yourselves so much that you've literally 
killed your sex drive." Takami asked incredulously. 


"Oh no, our sex drive is still there, it will merely take an 
undeterminate amount of time before it resurfaces." Heimdall 
reassured, missing the fact that it was a rhetorical question. "An 
additional problem is that it has been millenia since the last time an 
Asgard has even thought of sexual intercourse. Many may find the 
practice distasteful or even frightening. As the culture of your Empire 
is so sexually active, | am curious to compare its effects on the 
Asgard in comparison to those on Othala.” 


"Effects indeed." Naruto muttered to himself with a grin, thinking of a 
certain competition that was popular with young adults these days. 


It was basically a race to see who could try more sexual stuff in a 
preset amount of time, the stranger, kinkier or more difficult it was, 
the more points it was worth. 


He got the distinct feeling that bagging an Asgard was going to be 
worth a lot of points. 


Good times... but he would need to have someone, possibly 
Heimdall herself, look into any potential dangers of that. No need to 
discover the hard way that sexual contact between the two species 


could result in some kind of weird interstellar herpes. Space herpes. 
Serpes? 


Finished with her preparations, Heimdall got back on track "I have 
calibrated the sensors, stand by." 


Naruto's lips quirked in amusement as he felt it scan him. A few 
seconds later, a holographic representation of his genes floated in 
the room. 


"Impressive genetics, extremely resilient." Heimdall commented, 
sounding ever so slightly more excited than normal. "Had our 
degradation not already been cured, an in depth examination of your 
DNA may have helped in finding a method of strenghtening our 
bodies." 


"I've been told that it ran in the family, though | hear that I'm 
exceptionally gifted even by those standards." Naruto told her, 
grinning at his own double entendre. 


Meanwhile, Takami was walking around the room and staring at the 
real time holographic representation in awe. It was better than any 
CGI imagery she had ever seen. 


She did give a small snort at Naruto's words though. The idiot was 
having way too much fun throwing out innuendo at the clueless 
Asgard scientist. 


The momentary quiet was then broken by a shocked exclamation in 
the warbling Asgardian language, though Takami barely noticed that 
over her own shock. 


The shock was caused by the neat double helix of Naruto's DNA 
abrutly twisting into a series of pretzels. 


"Fascinating!" Heimdall exclaimed in a tone of such excitement that 
Takami was honestly worried that the Asgardian would 
hyperventilate. 


"A complete change in genetic structure!" Heimdall continued, 
rapidly manipulating the hologram to show reams of data, some of 
which apparently left her blinking in shock. "This is impossible! 
According to this, you should not even be alive!" 


Takami turned towards the focused looking Naruto and was just 
about to tell him to stop screwing around when another shocked 
warble sounded behind her and made her take a look at what 
insanity the horned man had concocted now. 


A mass of DNA strands converged and spun, transforming into a 
spherical shape with two vertical lines acting as eyes. Then a conical 
hole opened that was obviously supposed to be a mouth. 


After a moment of silence, the 3D DNA Pacman starting munching 
on the pretzel shaped DNA, the hologram making ridiculous 'nom 
nom nom' sounds with every bite. 


Heimdall rapidly warbled something, obviously far too stunned to 
bother using anything other than her native language. 


Having had enough of his antics, Takami went up to Naruto and 
lashed out with a kick at his groin with as much force as she could 
muster. 


While not really painful, it attracted enough of his attention that he 
stopped focusing on making his DNA do weird shit. As soon as that 
happened, his regeneration kicked in and the DNA pretzels snapped 
back into the form of a double helix like a rubber band, the 3D 
Pacman suffering the same fate. 


Opening his eyes, Naruto beheld a pissed off Takami and a shocked 
Asgard. Heimdall was easy to figure out and Takami was probably 
just annoyed that she had actually been surprised. 


"| wonder what it looks like to have sex in here while this thing is 
active?" He mused, holding back a grin as Takami's irritation 
deepened. 


While Heimdall continued trying to process what she'd just seen, 
Naruto sidled up to Takami, pressed up against her and purred into 
her ear. "Would you like to try it with me Takami-chan?" 


In spite of herself, Takami shivered, unable to ignore the spark of 
interest in the idea. Damned horned asshole with his big strong 
hands and deep voice and damn her own stupid libido for deciding 
that it didn't want to go back to being ignored. Not a flicker of interest 
in sex for over a decade and then he comes along with his persistent 
advances until she finally gave in and now it became hard to think if 
she didn't get laid at least occasionally. 


A few days later. 


Heimdall returned to her lab, wanting to take another look at Naruto's 
DNA to see if there was some way to explain it. She hadn't managed 
it yet and wasn't sure if there actually was a logical explanation, but it 
would be interesting either way. 


Going over the recorded DNA signatures, Heimdall was surprised to 
see an extra recording among those files. Oddly enough, this one 
hadn't been recorded at the genetic level. It was little more than a 
visual recording of what went on in the room about a day ago. 


Curious, Heimdall activated the two hour long holographic recording 
at a random point and blinked in surprise at what it showed. 


Takami, naked, moaning and sweating heavily on all fours while 
Naruto thrust into her from behind. Additionally, the sensors had 
been calibrated so that a portion of Takami's abdomen was 
transparent, giving an excellent view of Naruto's member sliding in 
and out of her. 


"| wonder what they were researching." Heimdall muttered to herself, 
deciding to ask either Takami or Naruto when she saw them next. 


Takami stormed through the palace in a towering rage, an 
expression so forbidding on her face that everyone she met scurried 
to get out of her way. 


Her fury only grew when she didn't find Naruto in any of his usual 
haunts, until she finally snappred and demanded his location from a 
random passerby. The young woman she'd so rudely accosted 
looked both intimidated and annoyed, but she pointed Takami at his 
location nonetheless. 


When she finally found him, he was having a light spar against 
Karasuba, wielding a massive spear instead of his usual nodachi. 


"UZUMAKI!" The scientist bellowed, interrupting the fight quite 
effectively. 


"We'll finish this later Little Crow." Naruto told the annoyed looking 
Karasuba and put his weapon away. "If she's calling me by my last 
name again then she must be really pissed." 


The Black Sekirei snorted in amusement and left with a shake of her 
head, making a note to ask what this was all about later. 


When she was gone, he turned towards the enraged scientist and 
spoke in the sweetest voice he could manage. "Yes Takami-chan, is 
something wrong?" 


"Don't you 'Takami-chan' me you bastard!" Takami snapped back 
furiously. "I just had an extremely awkward conversation with 
Heimdall about a certain holographic recording that you told me you 
deleted!" 


"Oh, that 's what you're mad about." He said in realization. "Yeah, | 
was going to delete it, but | thought it would be a shame to do that 
when it's such a milestone." 


"Milestone?" She asked dangerously. 


"Just think about it Takami-chan, you will be known as the first 
woman to have made a holographic porno." Naruto said grandly, 
spreading his arms theatrically. "It's a historic event for the Empire." 


" WHAT?! " 


"You really should calm down." He said idly. "It's not that big a deal 
and I'm pretty sure that your face isn't supposed to be that color." 


"Well excuse me for not wanting to have every hormonal teenager 
wanking off to a high definition hologram of me!" She spat out. 


"I'm sure that at least some of them will be looking at me rather than 
you." Naruto consoled, grinning when it only seemed to make her 
even more angry. "Besides, don't pretend that you haven't rubbed 
out a few orgasms while thinking of me." 


" HAVE YOU BEEN SPYING ON ME?!" She shrieked. 


"Nope, just guessing, but thanks for confirming it." He quipped with 
another grin. 


Takami made a nosy of pure fury in her throat, so angry that she 
could barely see straight. Naruto had done some pretty annoying 
stuff over the years, but this one really took the cake and he was just 
making it worse. While she knew herself to be a relatively easy to 
irritate woman, she couldn't even remember the last time she'd been 
this pissed off. 


"Naruto." She growled out. "You will not be spreading about amateur 
porn with me in it, | don't care if you screw everything female in this 
galaxy and record it for posterity, but you will delete that hologram." 


Naruto mock scowled. "Hey, there was nothing amateur about that 
bit of porn, not you and definitely not me." 


Takami took a deep breath in an attempt to calm down. Not because 
she wanted to, but because she was starting to get a bit woozy. 


When the first deep breath failed, she took a few more before the red 
haze finally receded a bit. 


"Just... just delete the damned thing you asshole." She finally 
sighed, suddenly lacking the energy to be angry. 


Naruto frowned for real this time, not liking how tired she sounded all 
of a sudden. 


"| won't delete it." He said after a moment, frowning deeper when it 
failed to trigger anything more than an aggravated sigh from her. 
"But | will give it to you." 


Takami raised an eyebrow as a Clear, rectangular crystal was passed 
to her. 


"I'm sure that you've already wiped the one on Heimdall's computer, 
so this is the only copy left." Naruto went on. "I don't really know why 
you're getting so upset over this, it's not like anyone would think less 
of you for it." 


"I'd just like to be known for something other than making a sex 
tape." She told him wryly, feeling much better now that she had the 
last copy of the damn hologram. 


"Ah, but it would have been just another facet of you." He said, 
making another grand gesture with his arm. "Just think of it. Sahashi 
Takami, inventor of human genetic engineering in the Empire, co- 
creator of the augmentation project and last but not least... porn 
pioneer." 


"One of those doesn't seem to fit in there." She said sarcastically. 


"Nonsense." Naruto refuted with an affronted tone. "Rule 34. If it 
exists, there is porn of it. Therefore, porn fits everywhere ." 


Takami just shook her head and started walking away to hide the 
smile pulling at her lips. 


"Takami-chan, are you done being mad at me?" Naruto asked with a 
grin, smelling the amusement on her. "How about | make it up to 
you? We can make another holo-porn video but I'll switch our 
genders and you can see it from a male perspective. It's not really 
something | like doing, but I'd do it for you since we're friends!" 


Takami stopped for a moment and then continued walking away 
even faster. 


"| know you're interested, you can't run from your scientific curiousity! 
| bet you're already thinking of what having a dick is like." 


Naruto couldn't see her face, but he could smell her embarrassment 
as she walked away. It made his grin widen, happy to know that she 
wasn't so pissed anymore. If he'd made her mad enough that she 
wanted nothing more to do with him, then that would have been a 
huge drag. She was a major source of amusement for him. 


With a metallic clang, a sword sailed out of the hand that had held it 
and landed on the ground a short distance away. 


Karasuba panted and stared at her sparring partner, almost 
disbelieving to find herself still holding the weapon while her 
Opponent was disarmed. She expected some trick to be used to turn 
the match around, but none was forthcoming. 


"| won." She said, her tone faintly tinged with surprise. 


"So you did." Setsuna agreed, also panting and her forehead slick 
with sweat. 


"| finally beat you." Karasuba reiterated. 


"Indeed." Setsuna confirmed with a small smile. "And it only took you 
over three thousand attempts." 


Karasuba glared at the reminder that she'd finally broken that 
massive losing streak. With all else being equal, Setsuna had so 
many tricks stored up that she had always been able to turn things 
around in some way. 


"Another!" She demanded, determined to prove to herself that it 
wasn't just a fluke. 


"Not today." Setsuna denied and went to pick up the blunt training 
blade. It would have been stupid to use real weapons all the time... 
someone was bound to have gotten maimed before long. 
"Scared?" Karasuba taunted. 


"Hungry." Setsuna corrected. "We've been sparring for close to six 
hours." 


Karasuba's stomach growled its agreement and she had to admit 
that it was a fair point. Aside from the hunger, they were both 
bruised, Sweaty and tired. 

"Fine, but we're not going to Chang's." She asserted. 

"But | like their rice." Setsuna protested. 

"Well | don't like their sauce." Karasuba argued. 

"What good is Daiyu's sauce when she always overcooks her rice?" 
"Then order something else." 

"Why don't you order something else?" 

"Because | won and | get to decide where we eat." 


"Since when?" 


"Since ten minutes ago." 


"In that case, | will win another three thousand times and insist we 
eat at Chang's every single time." 


Karasuba vowed to herself that she would keep getting better until 
she could beat the smaller but much older woman in every single 
spar, if only to settle this idiotic argument once and for all. 


It was made all the more idiotic because the aforementioned 
restaurants were right next to each other. 


Time rolled inorexably on, intersped with various events. 


The raids on Goa'uld held planets slowed to a crawl, happening only 
when some new technology or other needed to be tested. 


Several more prototype warships were made and then recycled until 
the engineers got the hang of building them. This was helped along 
by the Asgard teachers and their experience with space faring 
vessels. 


Though there was still plenty of room on Erius, the closest habitable 
planets were already being colonized since most people didn't want 
to start deforesting their homeworld. 


The civilian side of the Empire was excited about finally being 
allowed to expand past their one world, as that was something that 
had been proposed many times and rejected an equally many times 
under the justification that it wasn't safe. The only exception to this 
had been the relatively small number of secessionists that had for 
one reason or another not wanted to be part of the Empire any 
longer and had left to make their own way on an uninhabited planet 
elsewhere in the galaxy. 


The military was also full of anticipation, but for a different reason. 
They would finally be allowed to strike at the Goa'uld openly. They 
had been the ones that had to see the cruelties endured by their 


fellow humans under the heel of the Goa'uld and they were more 
than ready to put an end to the parasitic species. 


On the eve of their first open attack against Goa'uld holdings, 
Naruto, Xanna, Setsuna, Karasuba and a man just a shade shorter 
than Xanna in a full suit of black armor stood on the observation 
deck of Erius' largest orbital station, looking over a fleet of warships 
hanging in the void. 


"Is anyone aside from me excited to finally be at this point?" Naruto 
asked cheerfully. 


"What a ridiculous question." Xanna said with a a roll of her eyes. 
"Naturally | am eager to make use of my new ship." 


"It has been a long time coming." Setsuna commented, seemingly 
neutral but anyone who knew her could tell she was eager to truly 
take the fight to the Goa'uld. 


"Damn right it has, | was starting to get bored of all this skulking." 
Karasuba said next with a slight smirk. 


"The Black Clan stands ready to do your will." The man in black 
armor said to both Naruto and Xanna with a voice that was much 
softer than one might have expected from someone that big. 


Setsuna gave him a brief look of distaste. She had never been in 
favor of the augmentations that were done to the members of the 
Black Clan. There was no denying their effectiveness, but the 
amount of machinery they had in them always sat ill with her. 


"You'll have a chance to prove yourselves soon Titus, I've already 
got a mission picked out for you." Naruto told the man. 


"We live to serve Emperor." 


"What have | told you about being so uptight?" 


"You were also the one who told me that the ladies like mysterious 
and honorable warriors." Titus replied with a small smile cracking his 
serious visage. 


"Carry on then." 


Xanna sighed. "Really husband, what have you been teaching 
them?" 


"I'm not going to have any of my people displaying a disinterest in 
fucking." Naruto defended his position stubbornly. "Just look at what 
that did to the Asgard." 


Karasuba snorted at that and added her own two cents. "I'm more 
curious to know who he's trying to impress right now." 


"Perhaps you will be the one to want me in your bed." Titus replied 
with a slightly wider smile. 


"You'd die trying." The Black Sekirei stated flatly. 


"Or perhaps the honorable Setsuna will desire a demonstration of 
my abilities." He went on, unruffled. 


"Feel free to demonstrate your ability to breathe in vacuum." Setsuna 
said dryly. 


"There is even a small chance that the Empress will command my 
services." 


"Did you just hit on my wife?" Naruto asked archly. 


"| would not dream of it Emperor, | was merely thinking out loud." 
Titus said firmly. 


This time it was Xanna who snorted. That was exactly the type of 
non-answer that she or Naruto might use when they were playing 
games with people. 


Naruto frowned for a moment before shaking his head with a grin. 
He was a lot older than he used to be and wouldn't have freaked out 
anymore if she ever decided to sleep with another man. That type of 
boundary tended to blur when a person's gender became a variable 
factor. 


"Cheeky bastard.” 


"A clear indicator of your teaching if ever there was one." Xanna told 
him. 


"Are we going to keep playing word games or are we starting a 
war?" Karasuba interjected impatiently. 


"Yes of course." Xanna nodded. "Lets go kill people." 


To be continued xD. 


Theoretically of course. 


Chapter 15 


Here is the theoretical update. It took me a while to write it 
because of reasons and there are parts that I'm still not 100% 
happy with, but | don't want to delay any more. 


Ra was concerned. He would never admit it, but he was. 


The sudden drop off in raids from the unknown enemy was oddly 
disturbing. It should have come as a relief, but all it did was give him 
a sense of uneasy anticipation... as if something big was coming. 


That they had never managed to find anything at all about whoever 
was attacking them had long been a point of frustration, but there 
was no helping it. The tenuous alliance the System Lords had 
formed to combat this new threat had dissolved when it became 
obvious that they wouldn't find the enemy. The Goa'uld had long 
since returned to their ancient feuds, once more fighting among 
themselves for territory and resources. 


This inability to retaliate was far more troubling than the actual thefts. 
It had fueled the creation of disturbing legends among the Jaffa and 
even the slave populations. Legends of invincible demons that lurked 
in the dark, waiting to steal away the unwary. 


Granted, there had been some benefit to this, as the Goa'uld were 
able to spin it in a way that portrayed those taken to have been 
unfaithful. 


Of course, that would only work for so long as the enemy stayed out 
of sight. If they struck openly, that illusion would shatter, which was 
what bothered Ra most of all. 


There was a chink in the armor of the Goa'uld Empire and Ra did not 
like knowing about a weakness and being unable to do anything 


about It. 


In a different part of the Galaxy, Naruto was also contemplating the 
metaphorical armor of the Goa'uld Empire. 


However, Unlike Ra who saw only that one vulnerability, he saw 
nothing but weakness. 


The Goa'uld had always been weak. They had built a weak empire 
on a weak foundation and protected it with weak half-measures. The 
only reason they hadn't been toppled by someone else thus far was 
a series of lucky breaks. 


The Ascended shackled themselves with silly rules and refused to do 
anything about the mess they had left behind. 


The Asgard were too far away and busy with their own things, they 
couldn't spare the manpower to truly take care of it. 


The Tok'ra didn't have the manpower or military capacity to do it and 
had to content themselves with trickery. 


The handful of advanced human civilizations were isolationists and 
preferred to mind their own business. 


There were a few other sapient races in the galaxy with advanced 
technology, but they were too small and lacked the means to mount 
an effective strike. The Goa'uld could bury them with the sheer 
numbers of their silly pyramid ships. They had buried more than one 
already. 


Honestly, the Goa'uld were not as much of a threat as they might at 
first seem. 


They had built their Empire on slaves, which naturally meant that 
they were constantly surrounded by enemies without even knowing 


it. The illusion of divinity was often the only thing keeping revolts 
from happening and it didn't always work either. 


Their soldiers were deceived into thinking that they were carrying out 
a divine agenda, but they had no real respect for those they served. 
If the lie was exposed, the Jaffa would very quickly become resenttul 
of their masters. 


The armor of the Goa'uld Empire that Ra thought was strong was in 
reality little more than a haphazard mess held together by fragile 
threads made of the lie of Goa'uld godhood. Take that away and it 
would crumble. 


Even if that were ignored, they left so many weaknesses exposed 
that Naruto had honestly been uncertain which one he should strike 
at first. 


He was almost worried that this would be boringly easy. 


Xanna walked through the halls of her personal ship and 
contemplated her husband. 


In many ways, Naruto had not changed at all, but in others he had 
changed a great deal. 


The offhand comment from Titus would have once bothered him to a 
considerable degree, but now he was able to shrug it off. She had 
noticed long ago that he was no longer quite so bothered about the 
idea of her taking another man to her bed as he used to be. 


Xanna had to admit to being a bit sad about that, even though she 
had expected it to happen eventually. His irrational fear that 
someone would steal her away from him had always been rather 
endearing, doubly so since it paradoxically didn't seem to extend to 
the idea of a woman managing it. That the deep seated fear of losing 
her that had gripped his heart since childhood had finally loosened 


its grip was good, but she would miss his occasional brooding on the 
subject. 


It wasn't as if Naruto could have stopped her from taking a male 
lover if she had really wanted to, but men were usually fairly boring 
and typically useless after the first orgasm anyway, so humoring him 
hadn't been any kind of harship. 


Truth be told she had lost most of her interest in sex long before 
meeting him. Naruto's enthusiasm for the act and his seemingly 
permanent lust for her was pretty much the entirety of the reason for 
the resurgence of her interest. 


She idly wondered how long it would be before the passage of time 
eroded his libido. Hopefully it would be very long. 


Maybe it was time to play another game? Akitsu would probably look 
quite enticing as a shrine maiden... 


But that was for later, right now it was time take her ship for a ride. 


Ra's sense of unease was vindicated when the call for help came 
from one of his planets. 


No Goa'uld would attack there, knowing that reinforcements would 
arrive before anything of worth could be accomplished and the 
attacking ships were not Ha'tak besides. His underling had reported 
that the enemy ships numbered only four, so Ra's force of twelve 
should be more than enough despite their reportedly advanced 
technology. He only took so many out of caution. 


The journey through hyperspace was short and soon enough Ra 
finally laid eyes on the ships that he suspected belonged to one who 
had been showing ceaseless insolence to the divinity of the Goa'uld 
for centuries. 


The ships seemed strange to him, so unlike the majestic pyramidal 
structure of a Ha'tak or even the vaguely hammer shaped ships of 
the Asgard. They were of a more elongated design with sharp edges 
and small protrusions that presumably held weapon mounts. 


They did however share certain similarities with Asgardian ships, 
such as the dull silver of their hulls and maneuverability. 


Two of the defending Ha'tak had already been destroyed and Ra 
arrived just in time to see two of the unknown ships fire what he 
presumed was their main weapon, slamming twin spears of bright 
light into another Ha'tak and easily breaching its already weakened 
shields. 


The Al'kesh and Udajeet that were supposed to act as support for 
the Ha'tak were being easily swatted aside by smaller, secondary 
weapons that were still more than powerful enough to destroy the 
those craft with ease. 


Ra had seen more than enough already and ordered that every ship 
he had brough with him advance on the enemy and destroy three of 
the ships. 


He wanted to capture at least one of them and take their technology 
for himself. According to his sensors, the shields of the enemy ships 
were already drained to a considerable degree, so it shouldn't be too 
hard to disable one. 


About halfway between his point of arrival and the ongoing battle, 
another of the defending Ha'tak exploded, leaving only one left. 


The loss of another Ha'tak bothered Ra far less than the weapon 
that had been used to do it. A swiftly moving missile of some sort 
that his sensors reported to be much more powerful than the plasma 
bombs of an Al'kesh. It seemed more like a naquadah enhanced 
fusion bomb actually and that was not something to be trifled with. 


"Go faster, we cannot allow them to escape retribution." Ra 
demanded, not caring about the fact that they were already going as 
fast as they could. 


The Jaffa manning the controls was about to acknowledge the 
pointless order when something more immediately pressing 
happened. 


"My lord, another ship has appeared behind us!" 
"Show me!" 


The view screen changed from the battle they were approaching to 
the space behind them, just about catching the hyperspace window 
as it closed. 


It wasn't more of the same ships as he had been moving towards so 
far, but something far more attention grabbing. 


Unlike the dull silver of the others, this one was the color of tarnished 
iron. Also unlike the others, it was much larger at a length of just 
over four kilometers, a height of about 700 meters and a width of 
300. According to the sensors, it had a power generation profile 
proportionate to its size and was positively bristling with weapons. 


And on the nose of the ship was something that confused Ra greatly. 


A thick layer of metal, shaped into a wedge and painted a dark 
crimson. 


Why would anyone put a gigantic slab of metal on the front of their 
ship and shape it into a dividing edge? Wouldn't it be more useful to 
use that space for more weapons rather than what his sensors were 
telling him was close to a dozen meters of incredibly dense metal? 
The amount of material that had been used for just that would have 
been enough to build a small fleet of smaller ships. Only the edge 
was something else and he had no clue what that was. 


Goa'uld combat doctrine being what it was, they couldn't even begin 
the understand the idea of a ram prow and Ra was no exception to 
this. To him it just looked like some particularly poorly placed and 
ludicrously thick armor. 


"My lord, they are hailing us." 


With a nod, Ra indicated that they should accept and the view 
screen was instantly filled with the image of a big horned man with 
eyes like fire and hands as clawed as he had expected them to be. 


Before Ra could so much as open his mouth and demand immediate 
surrender, the horned man spread his arms as if in welcome and 
spoke first. 


"Surprise motherfucker!" He exclaimed with a massive fanged grin. 
"God-Emperor Naruto Uzumaki of the Celestial Empire speaking 
here from my flagship, the Malleus and if you haven't guessed yet, 
I'm the one that's been raiding you for the past few centuries. I've 
come here to ask you one question and one question only..." 


"EXPLOSIONS?" 


For a moment, Ra was too stunned at the sheer audacity of the bare 
chested man to even properly formulate a reply. When the shock 
passed, outrage quickly followed. 


"You dare speak to the Sun God with such insolence?" Ra 
demanded, his voice trembling with the kind of rage that was usually 
followed by orbital bombardment. 


Naruto was less than impressed. 


"THAT SENTENCE HAD TOO MANY SYLLABLES!" He suddenly 
roared and aggressively pointed a finger at the taken aback System 
Lord. "APOLOGIZE!" 


"You will burn for this!" Ra seethed. 


To his continued shock, the horned man actually burst into flame at 
the words, the fire licking at his chest and settling on his shoulders 
harmlessly. 


"| bet you can't do this you little shit." Naruto taunted. "If there are 
any Jaffa listening to this, | urge you to ask yourselves if you really 
want to follow a god that can't even set himself on fire." 


Ra cut the connection before anything more could be said. 


“Connection lost." 


Naruto grinned at the unnecessary report, knowing that Ra had to be 
steaming mad about now. 


"Naruto used taunt, it's super effective!" He muttered to himself, 
getting a few odd looks from the crew that heard him. 


"Raise shields, charge weapons, set course for the middle ship and 
advance at fuck-the-engines speed." He swiftly ordered, absently 
extinguishing the fire. 


"Accelerating to fuck-the-engines speed." The helmsman 
acknowledged, not commenting on the unorthodox terminology. 


Settling himself into the command throne, Naruto had a look of 
anticipation on his face as they rapidly approached the fleet of 
Goa'uld ships. 


He really wanted to see how the ram prow would perform. 
"Reverse direction, we will destroy the larger ship first." Ra ordered 
angrily. 


While he truly did not want to be stuck between the four smaller 
ships and the big one, this decision had as much to do with wounded 


ego as it did with tactics. He might have chosen to attack the 
smaller(and assuredly weaker) ones if not for his current anger. 


He burned with the desire to retaliate against the insolent horned 
man, both for past transgressions and for what had happened just 
now. 


He was too angry to even consider what species Naruto was, what 
the 'Celestial Empire’ was or how he had managed to set himself 
ablaze. He would think about it while he was sifting through the ruins 
of the ship. 


He did retain enough sense not to launch the Al'kesh and Udajeet 
though. If what he had seen from the smaller ships was any 
indication, the larger one would have many smaller weapons dotted 
everywhere that were tailored specifically to destroy those, so it was 
best to keep them in reserve for now. Not to mention that given the 
estimated shield strength, it was unlikely that the significantly less 
powerful weapons of those craft would do anything much to begin 
with. 


Goa'uld ships usually did not communicate much with each other 
during battle, but setting themselves into a half circle to maximize 
their ability to fire on the approaching ship was easy enough. 


"Begin firing as soon as they are within range." He commanded. 


It was not long before that order was carried out, all twelve Ha'rak 
sending out blobs of bright plasma at the larger vessel, causing its 
shield to flare. 


"Enemy shield strength down to 93%." A Jaffa reported a touch 
nervously. 


Ra frowned. To have taken so little damage from all of that was 
worrisome, but since they were not firing back yet, Ra assumed that 
their weapons had a shorter range, or more likely had a limited firing 
arc. It was enough to make him scoff at the stupidity of the ship's 


designers. That was what you get for putting all of the weapons on 
the sides and a block of armor on the front. 


"Move us back and continue firing." 


"My lord they are on a collision course with us and still accelerating." 
The same Jaffa as before reported. 


Ra's eyes widened as he suddenly realized the purpose of the 
absurdly heavily armored nose of the enemy ship. 


They were going to ram them. 


It was insane, completely and utterly insane. However, Ra knew that 
his ship would never survive something like that. The larger vessel 
was faster than them and would catch them soon, which made it a 
legitimate threat. 


The other four ships were still at their back and would no doubt 
pounce as soon as the ramming happened, capitalizing on the 
resulting chaos to tear his fleet to shreds. 


An escape to hyperspace was out of the question. The engines 
needed time to re-align before another jump could be made without 
a serious risk of being destroyed in the attempt and he wasn't 
intending to concede this battle anyway, not as long as he had a 
numbers advantage. 


It didn't take Ra more than a few moments to think of a solution. 


"Heika, we are being hailed." The comm officer reported. 


Eyebrows climbing up on his forehead in surprise, Naruto waved a 
hand to indicate that they should accept and Ra's face was once 
again displayed on the viewscreen. 


"What's up Sunny?" He asked flippantly. 


Ra visibly had to rein in his anger before speaking, though he was 
quite obviously still pissed. 


"Since you have spent so long stealing my slaves | thought you 
would like to see something." He said coldly. 


A good half dozen children of various ages came into view, dressed 
in a variety of draping silks adorned with flashy baubles that the 
Goa'uld liked so much. 


"Cute kids." Naruto commented airily. "If you're offering them as a 
bribe I'll be glad to take them." 


He wouldn't stop attacking the parasitic wannabe god of course, but 
he'd definitely take them. 


"No." Ra said coldly, a look of condescending smugness on his face. 
"| merely wanted you to see what you would be killing if you attack 
me." 


It was a tactic he had used before on non-Goa'uld enemies. They 
often couldn't bring themselves to attack him if they would cause the 
death of children in the process. 


"Eh, better dead than slaves." Naruto said uncaringly, shoving a 
pinky into his ear and digging around. He didn't get ear wax 
anymore, but there was nothing like cleaning your ears or picking 
your nose to show people that you didn't care what someone had to 
say. "Besides, everyone has to die eventually. But you don't have to 
worry about that right? Being a god and all, you must find the idea of 
me ramming your ship really funny." 


Ra's face slackened from it's cold look, obviously surprised that his 
tactic had failed and angry at the flippant dismissal and heavily 
sarcastic tone at the end. 


He cut the connection again, rather petulantly in Naruto's opinion. 


"Heika, one of the other ships is moving to interpose itself in front of 
Ra's." The tactical officer reported. 


Naruto rolled his eyes at the predictable tactic. Seriously, was 
throwing other people in front of the train the only thing the little shit 
knew how to do? That strategy had diminishing returns and tended 
to eventually backfire spectacularly. 


"Keep going, we'll just plow right through it. Fire at will on any of the 
Ha'tak that try to attack us from the sides." 


The Malleus was made specifically with this ramming tactic in mind, 
having a half dozen reactors and far more powerful shields than the 
smaller ships, as well as being much more heavily armored. There 
was no way for the Goa'uld to pour enough fire into his shields to 
take them down in time. Not at the front at any rate, where the 
shields were deliberately stronger. 


There was also the fact that Naruto believed in redundancy and had 
three separate shield emitters installed, just in case someone 
actually managed to overload the primary ones. The Malleus had 
always been meant as an attention grabbing meat shield and it was 
performing beautifully. 


Ra using the other ships in his force as obstacles played into his 
hands perfectly well. 


Ra did indeed send a single ship to attack the Malleus from the 
sides, mostly just to see how powerful its weapons were. 


It was supposed to merely test the waters and back away when it 
began taking fire. 


The veritable storm of return fire allowed for no retreat. The Ha'tak's 
shields collapsed within three hits of its heavy laser cannons and 
was reduced to debris by a fusion torbedo. 


At that point, Ra was officially worried. 


The enemy had superior shields, Superior weapons and seemed all 
too eager to use them. Despite the steady stream of plasma fire 
being poured at it, they still had 70% of their shields. It wasn't hard to 
discern that the weakness of its weapons was the long recharge 
period, but he dared not try to surround it to increase the strain on its 
shields for fear of the very powerful weapons and the four smaller 
ships that were still hanging back. This 'God-Emperor' seemed intent 
on the insane ramming maneuver despite the ship now in his way 
and Ra was starting to suspect that it wouldn't be enough. 


So he ordered another ship to place itself in the way to protect him, 
inwardly thankful that they were crewed entirely by Jaffa. Another 
Goa'uld may not have been so quick to obey. 


Naruto remained unruffled by the extra ship getting in the way. He 
didn't actually care if he got Ra right now or not. It was a bit early in 
the game to be killing the head honcho anyway. 


"Energize the prow blade." 


The one and only part of the ram prow that wasn't solid metal were 
the superconductors going through it to provide power to the edge 
and the edge itself, which was a magnetic conduit to trap a stream of 
blazing hot plasma within it. 


At his order, power was shunted towards this purpose, making the 
edge glow a bright yellow. 


The greater acceleration profile of the Malleus soon had them 
catching up to the first ship in his way and crashed into it without 
hesitation. The unique properties of energy shielding made sure that 
the two shields canceled each other out and didn't do a damn thing 
to stop this from happening. The Malleus shuddered with the impact 
and lost some speed, but was otherwise fine thanks to the heavily 
armored prow. 


The Ha'tak was much worse off as several million tons of armor and 
guns smashed into it. The dividing edge of the ram prow gored it 
right down the middle. The metal of its hull silently crumpled and 
screeched in the empty darkness of space as the energized edge cut 
through it. 


The two pieces of the unfortunate Ha’'tak slid off the ram prow and 
then fell apart into multiple smaller pieces, leaving the prow itself 
scratched and a bit dented but still perfectly serviceable. 


"Have our other ships attack them from the our port side, see if they 
can't herd them into our firing arcs." Naruto ordered calmly even as 
they chased the second Ha'tak. 


It was unfortunate that they were chasing a running enemy. 
Ramming worked so much better when they were moving towards 
you or at least standing still. 


Ra growled angrily to himself as he saw the second ship being 
rammed and torn apart. 


He still had the numerical advantage, but it wasn't looking good. The 
leviathan of a ship was pursuing him relentlessly and was already 
regaining the speed it had lost, all the while ignoring the fire being 
poured at it. 


In fact, they seemed to have reinforced the frontal part of the shields 
even more heavily, slowing down the already agonizingly slow drain 
to a bare trickle. If he sent his ships to surround the Malleus, then 
they would become open to counter-attack from its weapons. 


The hyperspace engines were ready again and it was starting to look 
like a good idea to retreat, but he was loath to do it. He was certain 
that he would be able to bring down the large ship with the force that 
he had with him, but the damnable thing was bullying him into a 
frontal position to avoid its weapons. This wouldn't be so bad if it 
weren't for the horned man's obvious fondness of ramming tactics. 


The destruction of another Ha'tak on the fringes of his disintegrating 
formation when the other four ships ganged up on it convinced him 
that it was time to make his escape. The loss of the planet would be 
unfortunate, as it was an industrial world that produced weapons and 
armor for his Jaffa, but he fully intended to gather a much larger 
number of ships and retake it. 


Naruto grinned again when the remaining eight Ha'tak escaped into 
hyperspace, leaving the planet undefended. 


Ra no doubt assumed that he was intending to capture the planet 
since that was what any Goa'uld would do. 


He wasn't a Goa'uld though and had no intention of attempting to 
hold territory that he didn't have the forces to defend. It wasn't as if 
there was anything of any particular worth there anyway. 


Shockingly enough, the factories were for me most part automated 
since illiterate slaves really couldn't be relied on to make plasma 
weapons. The only ones there were minor Goa'uld(often ones that 
had incurred Ra's displeasure in some form) that managed the 
whole thing and kept up with maintenance and the relatively small 
number of humans used for physical labor. A rare prudent decision 
on the part of the Goa'uld, but in this case it just meant that Naruto's 
already badly warped conscience suffered only a little further 
damage as he ordered its destruction. 


He'd meant what he said to Ra about it being better to be dead than 
a slave had no compuction about destroying it along with the few 
hundred slaves working there. The work conditions there were quite 
terrible at any rate and they almost definitely didn't provide health 
insurance or hazard pay. 


"Begin orbital bombardment." 


By the time Ra had mustered a large enough force to feel 
comfortable with, Naruto was long gone and his factories were a 


glassed crater. 


Hanging unseen in a completely unremarkable spot in the star 
system, a cloaked probe dutifully relayed information on Goa'uld 
fleet movements in the area back to the Celestial Empire. 


Naruto had a ship that rather perfectly represented his typically 
brutish approach; big, blunt and obvious. Even the name was very 
apropos; Malleus - Hammer . It was also something of a joke that 
he'd used an Alteran name, since the Alterans would have never 
built a ship like that. 


Xanna also suspected that he simply liked the sound of it. 


In contrast her own ship was the exact opposite. Brute force could 
be fun, but she had done a lot of that already. 


While the mainstay ships of the Empire's fleet were a great deal 
more streamlined and graceful than the first prototype, they were still 
full of sharp edges and other such utilitarian features. 


She had wanted something that would look good while it humiliated 
the enemy with its superiority. 


It was actually slightly smaller than her own escorts at approximately 
750 meters in length, but it looked much more impressive in her own 
not-so-humble opinion. Instead of sharp edges it had smooth curves 
that were more reminiscent of Asgard ships, something that had 
always appealed to her about the ships of the ancient race. 


The only thing sharp about it were the several sets of forward facing 
wings that were more or less entirely ornamental even though there 
were weapon mounts on them. The hull was a pretty silver color, 
intersped with intricate grooves that hid a plenthora of weapon 
emitters. 


Those were actually purely Asgard tech since the Celestial Empire 
hadn't yet managed to miniaturize and hide them so well. She had 
been quite insistent on those and the Asgard had eventually 
capitulated to her demands since she wasn't asking for anything 
aside from an aesthetic effect. 


Despite it's smallish size, it was disproportionately powerful. This 
was due to there being only one crew member, which was herself. 
Naturally this meant that there didn't need to be any crew quarters or 
indeed any spaces that were usually mandatory on a ship with crew, 
such as a mess hall or relaxation area. All this extra space was used 
for armor plating and a much more powerful than normal(also larger) 
reactor core. 


Since that first test flight, she had discovered that she enjoyed flying 
it herself more than giving out orders. With this in mind, her ship was 
fully capable of functioning without any crew. Some minor amount of 
cheating would be required if it ever became damaged enough, but 
she doubted the Goa'uld had either the cunning or the capacity to 
make that happen. 


Naming it however had proved quite the difficult undertaking. Unlike 
her husband's oversized monstrosity, an appropriate name had not 
revealed itself so easily. She had spent days going over all the 
languages she knew for a name that felt right, only to come up blank. 


Naruto had laughed at her indecision and called it the roleplayer's 
greatest dilemma. 


Her first impulse had been to name it after herself in some fashion, 
but that just didn't feel right somehow. After that idea had been 
discarded, she was left stumped for a proper name. It had to be 
something impressive sounding of course(she would accept nothing 
else), as well as being appropriate, but what might fit the criteria 
eluded her. 


Sometimes, she lamented not being more like Naruto and being able 
to grin proudly while flying around in a ship named something 


completely asinine, like ‘The Nutcracker ' or ‘The Shitpuncher ' or 
‘The Pussycruiser '. 


All of those had actually been serious considerations for him before 
she had told him to at least try thinking up a name that wasn't so 
absurd. 


He had relented, but teased her incessantly when the time came to 
name her own ship and she ended up unable to decide on one. 


Eventually she had decided on calling it the Divinity, appropriate for 
someone like her without being too obviously narcissistic and thus 
unimaginative. 


It was a good name. 
No matter how much Naruto snickered at it. 


What did he know anyway? He'd named his ship after a household 
object. 


In any case, that was all in the past. Right now was the time to take 
her ship into its first battle. 


While Naruto had decided to mess with Ra, Xanna had decided to 
go after Bastet. 


This decision was not based on any particular priority, but rather on 
potential amusement value. 


Her target was one of Bastet's shipyards, which were quite stupidly 
situated on the surface of a planet. Constructing spacecraft in actual 
space was far easier than it was on the ground, what with that pesky 
gravity making things more difficult than they needed to be, but the 
Goa'uld seemed to believe otherwise. 


As was typical of the Goa'uld, they used slave labor as much as 
possible, which was quite honestly more of a hindrance than a help 
to their production speed. The work being done by slaves could have 


easily been automated, but the Goa'uld sure did like their pointless 
Oppression. 


Her ship along with four others burst out of hyperspace within the 
star system and were almost immediately noticed by the defending 
Ha'tak. No doubt they would be calling for help in short order. 


A grin bloomed on Xanna's face as she accelerated towards them, 
leaving her escorts to catch up. 


Hails came from the small defending fleet, but went ignored. She 
wasn't here to talk to a lackey and wouldn't waste time with one. 


Course set directly at one of the Ha'tak, she charged the Divinity's 
main weapon and fired well before coming into range of its' plasma 
cannons. A continous beam lashed out from the energy projector on 
the nose of her ship, rapidly draining the shield of the Ha'tak before 
punching through and destroying the ship itself. 


Xanna was pleased. It took a while to build up enough charge to do 
that, but it was certainly impressive. 


Return fire struck her shields and failed to achieve much. With the 
relatively small size of her ship, it was much easier to shield it than 
Naruto's oversized monstrosity. He still had the edge in durability 
simply due to the number of reactors and shield emitters, but her 
ship was no slouch. 


Deciding to try out the maneuverability, she tossed the Divinity into a 
barrel roll to avoid some enemy fire that would have been more 
appropriate for a fighter than a capital class ship. The inertial 
dampeners were overcome by it and Xanna felt the press of a fatal 
level of G-forces. 


Fatal to a human that was. 


Now openly grinning in pleasure at how well her ship was 
performing, she dove into the enemy formation and raked another 


Ha'tak with the many secondary weapons hidden on the hull. 


Her smile lessened slightly when the computer spat out a warning 
that shield strength was being rapidly drained due to being fired 
upon from multiple directions. Apparently, they weren't so far ahead 
of the Goa'uld as to be invincible. 


Yet. 


With a minor bit of cheating, her shields were strengthened and she 
got out of the precarious situation she'd put herself in, just in time for 
her escorts to started firing on the pursuing Ha'tak. 


The underling in charge of defending the attacked shipyard informed 
Bastet immediately, wanting to take no chances against an unknown 
foe. 


The System Lord in question wasted no time in boarding her ship 
and calling for further reinforcements, but it still took a while to get 
everything together. 


It didn't take her long to reach the attacked planet and it quickly 
became obvious that they were too late to defend the shipyard on it. 


Angrily, Bastet sent out a hail to the unique ship that was obviously 
in charge. 


The horned woman that appeared on the viewscreen was a Surprise, 
more due to the fact that she had expected a man than anything 
else. 


"Who dares attack me?" She demanded. 
"Someone better than you, maggot." Was the lofty reply from the 


horned woman. "Surrender now and | may be persuaded to allow 
you to live as a minor servant." 


Bastet was immediately incensed at being looked down upon like 
this and ordered her fleet to attack the horned woman's ship. 


"You will suffer greatly for this insult." She swore and motioned for 
her Jaffa to cut the connection. 


"Hmph, as if a worthless waste of flesh like you is in any position to 
issue threats." Xanna said condescendingly. 


"Jaffa kree!" Bastet shouted, angered even further at the perceived 
defiance of her subordinates. 


"Forgive me, but | cannot disable it." The female Jaffa apologized. 


"I and | alone will decide when this conversation is over." The horned 
woman on the viewscreen stated imperiously. 


"| will burn your world to ash and slaughter your people to the last 
child! I will-" 


Bastet's furious tirade was cut off as a disturbingly familiar pink 
object materialized out of thin air and lodged itself into her throat. 


The System Lord gagged at the unexpected intrusion and pulled it 
out as quickly as possible, coughing and holding her abused throat. 


"You will learn to keep your mouth shut in my presence or else a 
better use will be found for it." Xanna said with a mocking smirk, after 
which the view screen finally switched off. 


"Everyone is to attack that ship!" Bastet croaked and coughed again. 
"DESTROY IT!" 


Xanna sighed in minor disappointment when she saw that every 
single one of the six Ha'tak that Bastet had brought with her was 
focusing on her. 


These Goa'uld were so easy to manipulate that a child could do it. 
For a race that was so long lived, they were distinctly lacking in 
cunning. 


It was beyond simple to funnel the single minded attack into a 
killzone that saw the small fleet torn apart. 


Bastet was allowed to escape with her badly bruised pride however. 
Naruto had plans for her and would have pouted at her if she'd 
ruined it for him. 


Hidden Tok'ra base. 


The gathered members of the Tok'ra High Council stared pensively 
at the holographic galactic map in front of them, trying to make 
sense of what they saw. 


The sudden explosion of aggression towards the Goa'uld from the 
Celestial Empire had come as a bit of a surprise to them, but not too 
much of a surprise. They too had suspected that the sudden drop off 
in raids meant that something big was coming. 


Aside from the occasional run in with Naruto on one of his raids, they 
had had no further interaction with them. The horned man himself 
seemed to have lost interest in them after they had refused his offer 
to join the Empire and the Tok'ra were wary of him. A few influential 
Tok'ra such as Selmak had wanted to open further relations but they 
were a very small minority. 


At the end of the day, the Tok'ra were simply too distrustful to want to 
have too much to do with someone who openly proclaimed himself a 
god and apparently had power enough to support this 
claim(something that disturbed them more than the empty blustering 
of the Goa'uld ever had). 


Oh, they would have most definitely have liked to have spies among 
his people, but were practical enough to realize that unlike the 


Goa'uld, it would not be so easy to infiltrate. Nevermind that they 
didn't even know where their homeworld was. 


As such, they contented themselves with gathering information on 
the actions of the Empire by way of the Goa'uld. 


"They have attacked Svarog and collapsed one of his mines.” 
Garshaw informed her compatriots. "It will take him months to dig it 
back up and he also lost two Ha'tak to an ambush." 


"Ba'al was also attacked, but only a few shots were exchanged 
before they retreated." Selmak reported, voice creaking heavily with 
the age of the host, Saroosh. 


The others frowned in thought for a few long moments before one 
among them spoke up again. 


"| do not understand what they hope to accomplish with this 
strategy." Ren'al admitted, giving up on trying to divine some logic 
from what they knew. 


Up to this point, the covert raiding of slave worlds had forced the 
Goa'uld to stretch their resources even thinner than normal in an 
effort to protect their assets. Not that Naruto had seemed overly 
bothered by this. 


But now they struck with ships and with no readily apparent goal in 
mind at that. A shipyard here, a factory there, a mine yonder. No 
single Goa'uld was targeted, but rather the whole of their territory 
seemed to be fair game. Even more baffling, sometimes they only 
stayed long enough to make their presence felt before retreating. 


This was a problem, as it had unified the Goa'uld in ways that 
nothing had since the short and extremely one-sided war against the 
Asgard when they had first met that particular race. 


The Goa'uld were very clannish creatures. They'd happily slaughter 
each other until the end of time, but as soon as an outsider started 


doing it, they would close ranks to repel the threat. 


Ra had grudgingly been given overall command of all Goa'uld 
military forces until this new threat was dealt with, though the 
individual System Lords still retained regional authority over their 
own assets... they had merely agreed to listen to Ra when he gave 
commands. 


"Their hyperdrives are obviously much faster than those of the 
Goa'uld." Thoran mused. "We've received reports of the personal 
ships of their Emperor and Empress leaving one system and 
reappearing in another merely days or even hours later in a distant 
one. The Goa'uld are left scrambling from system to system in an 
attempt to defend their holdings, only for the Empire's ships to jump 
into hyperspace again and render the entire trip pointless." 


Attempting to track the hyperspace wake of the Empire's ships had 
only yielded more frustration, as they frequently stopped mid trip to 
change direction, causing even more confusion. 


"So they are forcing the Goa'uld to concentrate their forces around 
their most critical worlds?" Garshaw asked rhetorically, already 
seeing the obvious answer. 


"More than that." Selmak added. "With the obviously superior 
technology of the Empire, the System Lords will now be reluctant to 
respond to any calls for aid with anything other than overwhelming 
force. Indeed, with the large amount of false attacks, they may 
decide to not respond at all, leaving the more distant worlds almost 
completely undefended.” 


"And if they do respond, they will leave vital assets vulnerable to a 
more concerted attack." Thoran said slowly, realizing the strategy for 
what it was. 


The standard Goa'uld approach to attacks was to sacrifice resources 
to preserve territory, but that wasn't working here. The Celestial 
Empire wasn't interested in getting into a bogged down slugging 


match with a fleet of Ha'tak. Instead, they went in, inflicted as much 
damage as possible and left before any significant reinforcements 
could show up. Neither side lost much this way, but the Goa'uld were 
being buried in reports of almost constant probing attacks. 


With the location of their homeworld remaining unknown, the Empire 
could focus exclusively on offense, maintaining an extremely high 
Operational tempo and forcing the Goa'uld on the defensive. The 
disorganized and feudal nature of the Goa'uld was ill equiped to deal 
with this kind of war and had them hunkering down in indecision. 


With the Goa'uld military might focused on defending their most 
important mines, shipyards and Jaffa worlds, the less important 
slave worlds could be attacked en masse with impunity. Single 
Ha'tak wouldn't be enough to accomplish anything and the Goa'uld 
didn't have the resources to adequately patrol even half of their total 
territories. 


Unless they adapted or found from where these attacks were coming 
from, the Goa'uld would find their dominions chipped away in bite 
sized pieces. 


The only thing that baffled the Tok'ra now was how the Empire was 
getting its information on ship movements. 


In distant part of the galaxy that had very recently seen a visit by 
ships belonging to the Celestial Empire, another cloaked probe came 
online and began sending back information on any interesting 
occurences in the area. 


Just the latest node of what would one day become a galaxy wide 
web of information relays. 


"This kind of war has been both a blessing and a curse for us." 
Garshaw said with a frown. "While the Goa'uld are less inclined to 
look for spies when they have a war to fight, it has also made our 


missions more perilous. We have already lost agents that were 
acting as minor ship commanders." 


"It may be best to recall them." Selmak suggested. "We have no 
means by which to inform the Empire of which ships have our people 
aboard and we cannot be certain if they would even care." 


All the others at the table frowned in disgruntlement at that bit of 
wisdom. While they didn't like the idea of giving up the intelligence 
gathering capacity granted to them by those agents, it was true that 
their lives were in considerable danger if they were called to battle. 
They would not usually balk at dangerous assignments, since those 
were by definition all of them, but they didn't want more pointless 
deaths. 


"Selmak's suggestion has merit." Ren'al admitted. "But | would 
suggest we leave the higher placed operatives in place and only 
recall the minor ones. We cannot afford to abandon our whole 
intelligence network among the Goa'uld fleets." 


"| agree." Garshaw quickly said in support. "Those agents may also 
be able to hasten the fall of the Goa'uld by issuing strategically poor 
orders." 


"But... do we truly want to help the Empire defeat the Goa'uld?" 
Thoran asked slowly, getting to the point that they were all avoiding. 


It was a controversial question among the Tok'ra and one of the few 
things that they were divided about. On the one hand, they really 
wanted to put an end to the tyranny of the Goa'uld, but they didn't 
want to install another set of tyrants in their place. Especially ones 
that were by all accounts far more clever. 


"From what little we know of them, their society seems much more 
open and free than that of the Goa'uld, in spite of the Emperor's 
claims of divinity." Ren‘al said cautiously. 


"We cannot be certain of that." Garshaw refuted. "We have only 
encountered their military, which may well not be representative of 
the rest of their population." 


"We would have known more had we pursued a closer relationship 
with them." Selmak criticized, having long opposed the lack of effort 
the Tok'ra had shown in getting to know the Empire. 


Granted, it wasn't an unreasonable approach, as they had 
maintained the same distance with the isolationist Tollan. The 
problem was that the Celestial Empire was decidedly not isolationist, 
but rather aggressive and expansionist. They had seemed primitive 
at first and the attitude of their Emperor was off putting to say the 
least, but the Tok'ra's excessive caution on the matter had become a 
serious hindrance now. 


In all honesty, they had not expected that the Empire would survive 
long enough to become a serious threat to the Goa'uld Hegemony, 
not with the way they were making a point of provoking them with 
those raids when they had clearly not been prepared to fight them off 
and were relying on obscurity to shield them. Even with the 
inexplicable powers demonstrated by their Emperor, it wasn't as if 
those powers were limitless after all. 


But they had survived. Despite all odds, either through some 
immense luck or equally immense cunning, they had kept 
themselves secret while constantly attacking the Goa'uld and 
survived to become more than a nuisance. 


"Perhaps." Garshaw conceded, pushing aside the memory of how 
helpless she'd been, hanging above the ground with her face held in 
the horned man's hands. She had no doubt that he could have 
crushed her like a grape then, the overpowering sense of tightly 
leashed strength did not allow her to think otherwise. 


"It may not yet be too late for that." Ren'al quickly interjected, 
wanting to head off any pointless arguing. "We will undoubtedly 
encounter them again soon enough. We could ask if one of their 


people would like to blend with a Tok'ra symbiote and act as a liason, 
or failing that assign one of our agents as an ambassador." 


It went unsaid that the Tok'ra as a whole were worried. 


The Goa'uld had been more or less deadlocked for millenia, none of 
them being able to move the majority of their fleets to conquer 
something new without risking almost certain attack from some other 
rival. Even Ra, who nominally ruled the Goa'uld, did not dare extend 
himself too far. Thanks to this and their slow production speed, their 
territory had grown at a glacially slow pace and been further 
hampered by the Tok'ra sabotaging them as often as possible and 
keeping their aggression focused on each other. 


This brazen strategy of forcing the Goa'uld to clump their resources 
more densely than normal could either be very good or very bad. 
They might put aside their differences and start working together or 
they could fight even more viciously. 


It looked like things were leaning in favor of the former, which they 
could absolutely not allow, but were powerless to do anything about. 
A diplomatic contact with the Celestial Empire would allow them a 
line of communication by which they might be able to influence 
things. They had been fighting against the Goa'uld for millenia and 
were not about to let themselves be sidelined. 


At the very least they wanted to try warning the Empire away from 
any action that would see the tenuous alliance between the System 
Lords solidify any further. 


They all quickly agreed that it was a good idea and started sending 
out orders to their agents to request another meeting. 


Setsuna stared at the holographic tactical map the scout drones had 
created for her and sighed. 


She wished she could be there, on the front lines. Unfortunately, 
once an army reaches a certain size and sophistication, it no longer 
made sense for the ranking officer to be there. She was of much 
more use here, in the temporary camp next to the stargate, where 
she had an overview of the battlefield and could issue orders without 
the distraction of being shot at. 


There was no all-powerful Emperor nearby this time to compensate 
for any mistakes and she couldn't afford to indulge herself by leading 
the charge. So she stayed where she was and gave out orders from 
afar while her subordinates did all the work. 


She sighed again. 


A chuckle sounded to her left and she turned to stare at the amused 
ashen haired Sekirei that was idly inspecting the edge of her sword. 


"Something funny Karasuba?" 


"You." The Black Sekirei answered with a smirk. "How long has it 
been since your sword last tasted blood?" 


"| was lamenting the need for me to stay here rather than the lack of 
bloodshed, but too long." Setsuna said wistfully. "And how is it that 
you are not out there, killing Jaffa by the dozens?" 


"Che, as if slaughtering these weaklings is worth it." Karasuba 
scoffed. "They're even more useless than the humans in my old 
dimension." 


Setsuna conceded the point. The Jaffa were indeed pathetic in their 
strategies, used as they were to fighting each other and terrorizing 
helpless peasants. 


Their tactics were a joke, they had no land vehicles and their air 
support was easily shot down since all of their weapons were so 
short range. Their infantry weapons were a bare few steps above a 


bow and arrow and they had absolutely no idea how to adapt to 
someone that fought differently than them. 


The only thing that was in any way impressive about them was their 
sheer persistence, as getting them to surrender was nigh impossible. 


Wiping them out though, was all too easy. Her own troops held 
almost every advantage, from battlefield intelligence through 
equipment to tactics, and were effortlessly steamrolling every 
defensive position they tried to set up. 


Centuries ago, when she had first started going out on raids with the 
Emperor, it had seemed so much more difficult. Then, the Jaffa 
seemed such formidable warriors that put up fierce resistance with 
their misplaced loyalty. 


Now she felt like she was fighting children. 
Very obstinate children. 


Their refusal to retreat, something long drilled into them by the 
Goa'uld, ensured that their casualties would be somewhere north of 
90%. They would revive as many as possible, but a significant 
amount would still stay dead. 


"Why don't you go subdue the last pockets of resistence then?" 
Setsuna suggested. "That way we can get this over with and go 
home." 


"Hmph, might as well. This place is boring anyway." Karasuba 
agreed and vanished in a blur of speed. 


Setsuna gave a short chuckle at her friend's atittude and looked 
back at the tactical map, seeing that her forces had advanced 
considerably in the short time since she'd last looked at it. 


The world they were currently on was a Jaffa world belonging to Yu. 
Normally, this kind of attack on it would bring a swift response by 


nearby Ha'tak, but the Emperor was at this very moment attacking a 
planet with a shipyard and had drawn them away. If he was forced to 
choose, Yu would decide to defend his shipyards over his Jaffa 
every time. 


Soon, the last of the resistence would collapse and all surviving 
warriors, as well as women and children would be marched through 
the stargate at gunpoint. There were numerous villages in the area 
that they didn't have time to evacuate, so the planet would not be 
completely empty, but the largest concentration of people was as 
always close to the stargate, meaning that they would get most of 
them. 


Setsuna didn't envy the people that would be tasked with getting all 
those people to assimilate into the Empire. Even though they had 
honed the technique of disabusing stubborn Jaffa of their faith in the 
Goa'uld to a razor's edge over the centuries, it was always a hassle. 
Doubly so since these were Yu's Jaffa, who were often more loyal 
than most. Add in the resentment that their violent displacement and 
the death of their fellows would no doubt stir up, and it made 
Setsuna very glad that her job was over once they were through the 
gate. 


The Jaffa's obstinate desire to keep their culture completely 
unchanged was something that she had never understood and had 
resulted in more than a few black eyes and split lips back when she 
had still needed to deal with it. 


Misplaced martial pride or not, they would eventually assimilate. It 
would no doubt take many years before their stubbornness gave out, 
but you could only deny that your life had improved for so long 
before giving up. 


Six ma'tok staves were pointed at the stargate as the shimmering 
blue portal settled, their owners ready for the possibility of hostiles. 


Confused glances were exchanged as nothing came through. 


When travelers failed to materialize and the stargate shut down, the 
Jaffa cautiously lowered their staves, wondering if someone had 
simply dialed the wrong planet. Not something that they really 
believed, but it was the only explanation that came to mind. 


An almost inaudible crunch of dirt was the only warning that one 
Jaffa on the edge of the formation received, causing him to violently 
swing his staff in an effort to hit the presumably invisible foe. 


It didn't help as his weapon was easily grabbed and a massively 
powerful punch sent him soaring into unconsciousness. 


The other Jaffa turned to see what the commotion was, only to have 
the body of their compatriot sent flying at them, knocking two of them 
to the ground. 


From the other side, two more Jaffa were rendered unconscious in a 
similarly effective manner. 


A compact blast of force sent another flying through the air to land 
painfully a good distance away. 


Two two that had their unconscious comrade thrown at them had lost 
their grips on their staves, but they still had their holstered zat'nik'tel 
sidearms and wasted no time in reaching for them, not even 
bothering to get up as they fired at where they guessed the invisible 
asSailants to be. 


Most of their shots missed, but one struck true, revealing an 
imposing figure shrouded in black armor. Subsequent shots had no 
effect, the disruptive energy merely scattered around the armor 
before seemingly being absorbed. 


The armored being's shoulders shook in a creepy silence and the 
two Jaffa realized that it was laughing at them. Moments later, two 
more decloaked next to them, shorter than the first but no less 
intimidating. One was quite obviously female if the swell of her 


breasts was any indication, but that little detail went almost 
unnoticed by the still conscious Jaffa. 


The small moment of apparent ceasefire ended when all three 
pointed their left forearms at the two Jaffa and fired a bolt of energy 
at them. Instantly, the two warriors slumped into unconciousness, 
their nervous systems harmlessly dampened. 


At this point the only Jaffa that was still conscious was the one that 
had been sent on a short flight and he was in no condition to do 
anything with his cracked ribs and spine, as well as a bevy of other 
injuries. He would survive and recover soon enough thanks to his 
larval Goa'uld, but not soon enough to do anything about the 
situation he found himself in. 


Without a word, the trio of attackers left, leaving the injured Jaffa to 
stare in shock at the speed with which they were running for the 
palace of Doros, minor Goa'uld in the service of Cronus. 


It might be a blasphemous thought, but the young Jaffa had a feeling 
that Doros was not long for this world. 


Doros was making his way through the halls of his palace witha 
couple of attendants at his side with his mind on various day to day 
tasks when he was halted in his tracks. His attendants also yelped 
and jumped back in fright. 


The reason for this was the silent figure in intimidating black armor 
blocking the way forward. 


The armor was not an a shiny black that would reflect light, but 
rather a muted shade that would see its' owner vanishing into any 
sufficiently deep shadow, though he had to wonder what the point of 
that was when they also had a personal cloaking device. It was also 
odd in its' appearance, almost like exposed muscle with only a few 
areas covered in more solid plating... namely those areas that didn't 
need as much mobility. A slight bulge on the upper back held what 


Doros assumed was a power source for the obviously advanced 
armor. The whole ensemble was topped off with an intimidating 
mouthless mask with what he presumed were the optics styled into a 
cold scowl that made them seem even more inhuman. 


A slight shuffling sound had him looking behind, seeing another one 
standing there, blocking any possible escape. 


Doros swallowed through a suddenly dry throat. He had heard of 
these. Silent assassins more fearsome than any ashrak, who could 
run as fast as the wind and jump high enough to clear small 
buildings. They had already killed several Goa'uld and been seen 
only enough to spark some very intimidating rumors. 


That they had made it all the way to his palace without raising any 
kind of alarm seemed to confirm those rumors. 


Nobody knew for certain who they worked for, though everyone 
assumed it was the Celestial Empire. The timing of their appearance 
was simply too suspect for it to be anything else. 


"My lord, what is happening?" One of his attendants asked 
nervously. Obviously they hadn't been told about the fact that 
someone was going around and very successfully killing off Goa'uld, 
so they had no idea what was going on. 


Had Doros actually been a Goa'uld, he might have blustered while 
privately fearing that he was going to die. 


Fortunately, Doros was in fact a Tok'ra, which meant that he was 
going to announce this fact in a way that no spy was ever eager to 
do and fervently hope that the Empire still had a policy of sparing 
Tok'ra agents. 


Dying for the cause was all well and good, dying pointlessly due to 
uninformed assassins....not So much. 


The first assassin began moving forward with obviously deadly 
intent, unsheathing a lethal looking blade from his thigh. Seeing this, 
Doros hastened to blow his own cover. 


"Wait! | am Tok'ra!" 
The assassin stopped and cocked his head to the side curiously. 


This was good, Doros decided. There had been a distinct fear in his 
mind that they were just relentless killers like the ashrak. 


"The name of the Empress. If you are truly Tok'ra, you should know 
it." The demand was uncompromising and promised death if it 
should go unfulfilled. 


Doros frantically wracked his mind for the name. Unlike the Emperor, 
the Empress did not bother introducing herself. The Tok'ra only knew 
her name due to an offhand comment made by Naruto centuries 
ago. It had been recorded, but few people looked it up anymore... 
though it had once more started attracting interest with the 
emergence of the Celestial Empire out of obscurity and into 
prominence. 


Doros was fortunately one of those that had gone to refresh his 
memory on the subject and had no problems recalling such an exotic 
name. 


"Xanna, her name is Xanna." 

A sigh of relief passed his lips as the weapon was put away again, 
but he hurried to speak again when he saw that the two silent 
assassins were about to leave. 


"The Tok'ra High Council wishes to extend an invitation to your 
Emperor and Empress for diplomatic talks." 


"We will inform them of your invitation." Was the curt response 
before the assassins vanished. 


Doros was a bit put out by this, as they hadn't even waited to for him 
to tell them how to contact the Tok'ra. Either they were sure that their 
leaders would want nothing to do with them, or they were sure that 
they could find them without that information. 


He wasn't sure which was worse. 


The wounded Jaffa was still on the ground waiting for his bones to 
heal enough for him to be capable of movement again when the trio 
of Black Clan assassins returned to the stargate, casual as you 
please. 


He knew full well that he had no hope of taking even one of them 
down in combat, but he hoped to at least learn the gate address that 
they would use. Doros was almost certainly dead, but Lord Cronus 
would reward him handsomely for that information. 


The almost petulant way that all three of them fired another round of 
stun bolts at the defeated Jaffa put an end to that plan. 


Naruto had initially envisioned power armor as something that would 
increase the physical abilities of the wearer while also protecting him 
or her behind some kind of advanced super tough material. 


This had led to certain complication due to his desire to train the 
Black Clan as ninjas, namely the fact that ninja training required a lot 
of speed and agility, which would naturally be hampered by heavy 
and rigid armor plates. 


An alternative had presented itself however, when his scientists had 
found a way to infuse a specially prepared flexible material with an 
energy dispersing weave. The material itself was nano-forged and 
certainly nothing to be sneezed at in terms of durability but it was the 
energy shielding running through it that was the real secret behind it. 


The armor was a bundle of synthethic muscle fitted with the 
aforementioned shield and would disperse the force of any attack 
across the rest of it, severely reducing the effectiveness of anything 
that hit it. It would block staff weapon blasts and even projectile 
weaponry for a long while before being overcome. The zat'nik'tel was 
worse than useless as the energy of its discharge would be broken 
down and used to power the very shield it was striking. The only 
parts of the armor that were rigid and inflexible were the greaves, 
bracers, partial gloves as well as shoulder and thigh pads. 


Those rigid pieces were there to hold various bits of extra equipment 
or integrated weaponry rather than any defensive purpose. These 
included small but powerful explosives for the times when demolition 
was needed, a dispenser for carbon nanotube wire(1.2 nanometers 
thick but as strong as diamond - you never knew when you might 
need to saw through metal or set a nasty trap), a combat knife, an 
upgraded version of the kara kesh hand device in each palm and 
foot(because you never know when you might have your hands 
busy), a stun gun, a wrist mounted high power plasma cutter that 
could double as a close range weapon in a pinch, a collapsible 
automatic weapon hooked to the small of one's back and a few other 
goodies. 


Aside from the defensive advantages, it also provided significant 
increases to strength and speed(though it did require extensive 
cybernetic augmentation for the user to be able to handle it without 
being turned into pulp) and numerous sensory upgrades built into the 
mask. Going into melee with someone using the armor was beyond 
foolish. 


Due to the nature of the power armor, it needed to be custom made 
for each user and had to be form fitting, making it eminently clear 
what gender its wearer was. 


This was something that Naruto was arguably happier about than all 
of the other features, though he'b been very happy about those too. 


Cool toys were one thing, but boobs were boobs. It had been a long 
time since he'd seen a female ninja kicking ass and looking sexy 
while doing it. 


Thinking of ninjas and boobs had reminded him of his old 
friend(occasionally with benefits) Anko and her spectacular mesh 
clad chest, so he'd gone and named it something that he was sure 
she would have liked. It had been decades since the last time he'd 
thought of her(or anyone else from Konoha for that matter) and 
figured that she would have gotten a kick out of it. 


And that was the short version of how the Midnight Viper nanotech 
power armor got named. 


One would not be incorrect in assuming that putting on and removing 
such a suit of armor was a more difficult process than simply pulling 
up a Zipper or tightening a buckle, as it did indeed involved some 
specialized machinery to do so. 


Another purple haired young woman that had unknowingly 
contributed to jogging Naruto's memory in the direction of Anko 
Mitarashi was just now stepping out of the chamber in where her 
armor was stored when not in use. Her hair might be a considerably 
darker shade of purple than Anko's had been, but Naruto was a man 
at heart no matter how many gender benders he did and purple was 
purple. 


She shivered a bit as she stepped out, as always having the 
disturbing feeling that she'd left her skin behind when leaving her 
armor. It actually did almost feel like a second skin when worn 
thanks to the way it was connected to her neural implants and the 
first half hour or so after removing it was disconcerting. 


Seeing that her two teammates were already gone, she started 
padding nakedly towards the showers. 


She heard Titus humming tunelessly long before she reached the 
door and rolled her eyes at his refusal to recognize his lack of talent 
in the musical arts. The door opened for her automatically with a 
rush of steam and she didn't hesitate to step into the shower with the 
two men that were already in there. 


Making her way to an unoccupied spot at Titus’ left, she slapped his 
ass in greeting as the shower started blasting out pleasantly hot 
water. 


"What a bust, eh?" She asked, starting to soap up. 


"Oh | don't know Reiko, we may not have gotten to kill a Goa'uld, but 
our illustrious leaders might be interested in what these Tok'ra have 
to say." Titus mused while giving his beautiful teammate a quick 
once over, unwilling to miss the chance to ogle since she was right 
there. 


Standing at a respectable 175 centimeters with a body toned to 
perfection, Reiko was very high up on the list of the most beautiful 
women that Titus had ever seen. Her naturally dark purple hair was 
short and shaved at the sides, leaving only a thicker patch on the top 
of her head and two cornrows on each side of it. Her equally purple 
and slightly almond shaped eyes also made her one of the most 
exotic women in the Empire, something that frequently saw Reiko 
receiving offers to become a model or actress. 


The thus far silent third member grunted irritably at that but said 
nothing further. 


It was plenty enough for Titus to decipher though, and he replied 
with a hint of exasperation in his voice. "Yes Cyrus, we know you 
thought we should have killed him anyway." 


Cyrus grunted in acknowledgement, but still sounded rather put out. 
One snake was the same as any other as far as he was concerned. 


Slightly taller than Reiko at 180 centimeters, Cyrus had the darkest 
complexion out of the three of them, with black hair and black eyes. 
He kept his hair very short for minimal maintenance, with a 
meticulously trimmed goatee being his only nod to vanity. 


Cyrus also had a propensity to communicate with grunts and surly 
silences, something that had taken both Titus and Reiko a long while 
to get used to. 


Titus had almost turned away from his male teammate when he saw 
him reaching for a pair of small scissors. 


"Didn't we agree not to shave in the showers anymore?" He asked 
pointedly. 


Cyrus shrugged in a way that basically meant 'I didn't agree to 
anything’, and started carefully trimming his goatee, making Titus 
sigh in exasperation. 


"Just leave him alone." Reiko said with a chuckle. "So what if he 
wants to groom himself in the shower?" 


Titus turned to her and saw that his female teammate had already 
started shaving her legs. 


"You're just saying that so you have an excuse to shave in here too. 
He accused. 


"It's not my fault that your arms and legs are cybernetic and can't 
grow hair, or that you used nanites to keep from growing a beard.” 
Reiko shrugged. 


Though at first glance, both Titus and Cyrus looked to have all 
natural limbs, a closer look would reveal this to be a lie. Though it 
matched their skin tones perfectly and looked fairly realistic, it would 
never be ‘quite right’. For one thing, it had no hair on it and it didn't 
form creases like normal skin would when it moved. It was those 


types of details that revealed the truth of their cybernetic limbs to 
anyone that cared to take more than a cursory look. 


"Well we can't all be born with superior Sekirei genes." Titus joked 
and Cyrus snorted in agreement. 


"Tough luck, now shut up and let me shave my fleshy legs." Reiko 
snarked. 


Reiko was a second generation Sekirei and contrary to Naruto's 
expectations, had inherited a little something from her mother. She 
would never be even close to a real Sekirei, but her body was strong 
enough to handle the Midnight Viper without too much cybernetic 
enhancement. Some bone reinforcement and a nanite injection was 
enough for her to still be just a shade stronger than Titus. 


"Despite the advantages of having cybernetic legs, | can't deny that it 
would be a shame to replace those." Titus said wistfully. 


"Is your imagination getting away from you, or did you replace your 
dick with a cybernetic one too?" Reiko teased. 


"As if a cybernetic penis could ever compare to the real thing." Titus 
declared proudly and put his hands on his waist to show off his half 
erect Self. 


"it might look more impressive though." She retorted with a smirk. 


Titus deflated at the barb, inwardly admitting that he'd walked right 

into that one. He wasn't going to let this go without retorting though. 
Making any further boasts about his manhood would probably start 
getting embarrassing, so he elected to change the subject. 


"Did you hear about that request for cybernetic breasts to be made 
available?" He asked. 


"| wonder which idiot cooked up that idea?" Reiko wondered with a 
snort, Supported by a matching one from Cyrus. 


"Probably some insecure woman with a flat chest." Titus shrugged 
and then looked over at Reiko slyly. "Have you ever wanted to get 
them 'upgraded'?" 


Looking down at her rather average sized chest, Reiko shrugged. 
The armor secured them and kept her girls from bouncing, but she 
couldn't imagine some of the more endowed women being 
comfortable in it. The thought of having two giant bags of fat 
dangling from her chest like auntie Kazehana and trying to wear the 
Midnight Viper was enough to induce a shudder. 


"Maybe if | ever get the urge to fire lasers from my nipples, but until 
then I'll Keep the original model." 


Titus chuckled 


"You guys want to come with me over to visit my mom?" Reiko asked 
a few minutes later, just after she had trimmed the patch of purple 
hair on her crotch into a line to match the one on her head. "She's 
hosting a little get-together and | promised her I'd come over after 
the mission." 


"I'd love to, but I've got stuff to do." Titus excused himself awkwardly. 
"What stuff?" Reiko asked suspiciously. 

"I've got to do a thing, with... another... thing..." He trailed off when 
he saw that she wasn't buying it. "Alright fine, your mother creeps 
me out with that Hannya shit she does and | don't think she likes me 
much." 


"She only did that because you tried to flirt with her." Reiko pointed 
out. 


"How was | supposed to know she was going to take it that badly?" 
Titus demanded. 


"| could have told you, but | thought it'd be funny. | was right." She 
retorted with a grin. 


"Thank you so much." He said sourly. 


"Well if our fearless leader is too scared of a little old housewife to 
come to a party, how about you Cyrus?" Reiko asked, ignoring his 
muttering of ‘little old housewife my ass". 


The dour man hummed in a considering manner and went back to 
trimming his goatee. 


"Alright, let me know when you make up your mind." 


"If you keep sweeping the yard like that, you're going to uncover the 
bedrock." 


Miya loosened her deathgrip on the broom at the amused comment 
coming from her back. Her and Takehito's home was quite similar to 
a much bigger Izumo Inn, including a large yard that she had always 
found relaxing to tend to. 


Right now she really was in danger of uncovering the bedrock. 


She hated the life her firstborn daughter had chosen and hated her 
inability to drag her back to safety. 


Miya was usually not the type to raise her voice, but when she'd first 
heard that Reiko wanted to join the Black Clan, they had gotten into 
a terrible argument that had probably been audible to everyone ina 
2 kilometer radius. Unfortunately, her stubborn offspring had only 
become more determined to join because of it. 


Miya had gone to Naruto next and all but demanded that he reject 
Reiko's application, but the horned pervert had calmly told her that 
he would reject her if she proved incapable of making the cut. 


That wasn't what Miya had wanted to hear and she'd lost her temper 
with him too, but he'd been resolute, sending her off with the parting 
comment that Reiko was her own person that would make her own 
choices and not an extension of Miya. 


She knew he was right, but that was cold comfort when her little girl 
was determined to go through years of brutal training, knowledge 
downloads directly to her brain and various cybernetic 
augmentations just to become a professional assassin at the end of 
it. That was definitely not what she'd wanted for her children. 


Reiko was more trouble than all five of her younger siblings put 
together. 


It had been a relief to hear that her Sekirei granted body was going 
to need only minimal enhancement, so at the very least she hadn't 
ended up being a cyborg. Miya wasn't sure how she would have 
taken seeing her beautiful daughter as a quadruple amputee with 
cybernetic replacements in place of real limbs. Worse still since the 
technology to replace limbs with cloned duplicates was actually 
available. 


Reiko had always been a wild one, much too wild for Miya's liking in 
fact. While the mother had never quite fit in with the lifestyle of the 
Empire, the daughter loved it. She had been driving Miya crazy since 
before she'd even become an adult, going to wild parties and taking 
whoever struck her fancy as a lover for one night and then moving 
on to the next thrill. Attempts to discipline her only made her more 
wild. Even the Hannya had stopped working soon enough. 


Takehito had been no more pleased than her about their daughter, 
but had encountered a similar lack of success in curbing her 
behavior. 


No wonder she was Naruto's favorite. The cackling pest would 
gleefully point out that he wasn't the parent and was allowed to have 
favorites. 


Shockingly enough, she'd actually calmed down a lot after joining the 
Black Clan. They had reconciled and become a family again. 


Now Miya didn't have any anger left to hold on to, all she had was 
worry that the next thing she would hear about Reiko was that she 
had died in some forsaken part of the galaxy as part of a game 
played by two bored gods. 


Never before had she been so tempted to take up the sword again 
and slice these Goa'uld to pieces to put an end to it all, but she knew 
that Naruto would prevent it. She had wanted to live in peace with 
Takehito and she'd had that now for many wonderful years, neither 
he nor Xanna would have let her put a premature end to their fun 
right at its' climax. 


At the very least she had managed to wrangle a tacit agreement out 
of Naruto that he would keep an eye on her since she was his 
favorite. How the horned man could even bring himself to train the 
same girl that used to pull on his hair when she was still a toddler as 
an assassin was beyond Miya's understanding, but then again 
Naruto had never struck her a being ‘all there’ in the first place. 


"She's going to be fine." Her old friend soothed. "I'm sure Naruto 
wouldn't send her into anything she couldn't handle." 


"| hope so Kazehana, but you and | both know that anything can 
happen." Miya replied a bit more grimly than she'd intended. 


As if to prove her wrong, her phone chimed and Miya grabbed it with 
unbecoming haste, the tension leaving her shoulders when she saw 
that it was a message from Reiko telling her that she was fine and 
would bring two friends over. 


"See?" Kazehana teased to hide her own relief. "Maybe you need 
another man to help you relax?" 


"Unlike you, | don't need two men fixating their attention on me." 
Miya shot back without heat and continued with a sniff. 


"Degenerate." 


"My boys are perfect gentlemen... most of the time. Matsu is the 
degenerate." 


Miya wrinkled her nose in distaste at the reminder of her former 
tenant. The last she'd heard of the redhead, she was involved in a 
polyamorous bisexual relationship with upwards of a dozen people. 
Supposedly, it was the largest relationship on the planet. 


She had no idea how that even worked and no wish to find out. 
Without Miya to hold the leash on her perversions, Matsu had gone 
completely off the reserve and the thought of what she got up to was 
more than a little disturbing. 


Not that the only thing Matsu did was have sex day in and day out. 
She was credited with writing the programming for various bits of 
holographics technology, but nobody who knew her thought that it 
was for any other reason than to bring high definition holographic 
porn into prominence. 


"let's not talk about Matsu right now." Miya stated. "I am sure she will 
remind us all of what a degenerate she is when she gets here." 


"No doubt." Kazehana chuckled. 
The guests started arriving soon after. 


An excited Musubi that had barely slowed down despite now being 
an age at which she was supposed to be dignified, but at least things 
like ‘common sense’ and similar concepts didn't confuse her 
anymore. She was followed by her long-suffering husband and adult 
daughter with her own partner. 


Then came Yukari, Shiina and their own three children, almost 
dragging along a obviously reluctant Takami. The scientist clearly 
didn't want to come, but did it for the sake of her kids. Miya knew 
that Takami was just relieved that her impulsive daughter had 


eventually decided that being a starship captain wasn't for her and 
went into the business of making manga with Haihane. 


That was the first time that Miya could recall being envious of 
Takami. If only her own daughter could have picked a similarly 
harmless thing to do with her life. 


Uzume and Chiho were next, two pre-teen children in tow. Chiho had 
finally worn down her partner some time ago and got her to agree to 
getting them. 


A veritable flood of Sekirei followed, many bringing their offspring 
and partners along. It was fortunate that Takehito's position as a top 
scientist allowed them a large enough living space to accommodate 
SO many. 


Not all of them came for one reason or another, but it was still quite 
crowded. Without the insanity of the Sekirei Plan to get in the way, 
most Sekirei at least loosely kept in touch with each other. Miya 
made a note that they would have to reserve a spot with more room 
the next time they did this since her yard was obviously being 
strained to capacity. 


Karasuba was notably missing despite being invited, which was 
something that Miya was not exactly broken up about. She'd invited 
the Black Sekirei out of politeness, but had been hoping that she 
wouldn't show up. 


She wouldn't be broken up if Naruto failed to show up either, but that 
one was always a toss up. She hadn't invited him, but that was no 
impediment to him. 


Reiko was among the last to show up and in spite of her relief to see 
her unharmed, Miya had to struggle not to allow her lips to thin in 
displeasure at the sight of her daughter as she strolled down the 
street with her teammates. On Earth, she would have been pegged 
as some kind of mix between street thug and prostitute with the way 
she looked and dressed. 


Miya had never quite gotten used to the lack of societal pressure 
against such things in the Celestial Empire. Japan had been big on 
societal pressure, but here Naruto made it his personal business to 
put it to a grinding halt whenever something like that started forming. 
To what end she had no idea, maybe he just hated propriety. 


She didn't like it, but she had liked being a widow even less so it was 
a small price to pay. 


Embarrassingly enough I must give all credit for the name of 
Xanna's ship to Kishinokurobi because | was somehow unable 
to come up with that myself. | have no idea why I needed help 
coming up with that, but he might well have kept the chapter 
from being delayed for a few more days while I sorted out my 
brain fart. 


The next chapter will theoretically arrive faster. 


Chapter 16 


Let me open up this chapter with the announcement that 
Tsukihima7 has finished a drawing of Xanna, the link to which 
can be found on my profile. You'll have to copy-paste it 
unfortunately, because some kind of website shenanigans seem 
to be causing the links to not work properly. 


Review responses: 


Guest: Yes, the Sekirei are aware of their origins already. | kind 
of left that as an 'off screen’ event since | figured it wouldn't be 
particularly interesintg to read. Aside from Miya, none of them 
have any particular connection to their homeworld and wouldn't 
really be overly affected by hearing it. 


No onwards with the story! 


Oma sighed in relief as she sat down in an out of the way corner of 
Miya's home. She knew that the Sekirei that had insisted on her 
coming here meant well, but Oma was simply not much of a party- 
goer. 


It was nice to see them having fun, being loud, eating stupendous 
amounts of food and occasionaly incurring Miya's wrath with their 
behavior, but Oma had been getting desperate for some peace and 
quiet. 


Her solitude did not last long, as someone else had apparently had 
the same idea. 


Takami looked surprised to see that someone had already occupied 
the spot she'd been going for, but didn't go back, instead merely 
offering a wry greeting as she sat down next to the ascended 
woman. "I see | wasn't the only looking for a hiding place." 


Oma gave the scientist a small smile and nod but didn't otherwise 
respond, allowing the two women to slip into a comfortable silence. 


Takami was glad for it. She'd let her daughter drag her here, but she 
was quite honestly getting too old for this shit, even if she still looked 
to be in her mid twenties. That wonder drug of Takehito's was really 
something else, but it couldn't take away the press of years on her 
mind. 


That thought ignited a spark of curiousity and Takami couldn't help 
but try to satisfy it. 


"Oma, if you don't mind me asking, how old were you when you 
ascended?" 


"About six hundred | think." Oma answered thoughtfully after a 
moment. 


Takami had to struggle to keep her jaw from dropping. She'd 
expected the other woman to have been older than a human could 
be expected to live when her mortal existence came to an end, but 
not that old. "Did all Alterans live so long?" 


"Not naturally." Oma answered with some humor in her voice. "We 
had devices that rejuvenated our bodies and could keep us alive for 
much longer than that. The Cubes of Healing kept our organs in 
pristine condition and slowed the general decay of out bodies nearly 
to a standstill. The Goa'uld sarcophagus is a pale shadow of those 
devices and was in fact based on a damaged cube found by the 
Goa'uld Telchak." 


Takami exhaled with a small chuckle. That just figured. 


"I'm not sure how you could stand it, I'm not even seventy yet and | 
already feel exhausted." She said ruefully. 


Not physically exhausted of course, but mentally. By her count, she'd 
been working a job on some level for close to fifty years now, that 


was quite a bit past retirement age, not that she was ever going to 
retire. She start going crazy in a week. 


"Alteran society was much different." Oma offered as an explanation. 
"Our civilization was very old, Everything moved slower and without 
rush. The pace of life in the Celestial Empire is frenzied in 
comparison." 


"But what did you do with all that time on your hands?" Takami 
pressed. 


"It depended on the person. Some strove to decipher the deeper 
mysteries of the cosmos, others kept busy with various projects of 
terraforming and celestial engineering. Those like me meditated and 
sought to find meaning within themselves." 


"| suppose that's why there's so many planets in this galaxy that are 
friendly to human life and a gravity that's always close to Earth 
standard?" 


"Several of the neighbouring galaxies have such planets due to 
Alteran tinkering, though this one is admittedly richer in life-bearing 
worlds than most." 


"But why would you need that many planets?" Takami asked, baffled. 
She knew it wasn't because they needed the living space. 


Oma shrugged. "It was a hobby. Many among our people were 
interested in seeding new life on the freshly terraformed worlds and 
observing what would become of it." 


Terraforming as a hobby. Takami thought to herself sardonically. At 
least | know where Kusano got that idea. 


"Sounds like an... interesting and peaceful civilization." She said out 
loud. "I guess you moved beyond things like war." 


"We did, though it proved to be our downfall in the end." Oma 
admitted with a sigh. "The last notable internal conflict of our people 
was the great schism that divided us from the more religious half of 
our society. Wanting to avoid war, we instead left our home galaxy to 
settle in this one. It was foolish of us to assume the others would be 
so restrained. They engineered a terrible plague that decimated our 
people and forced us to abandon this galaxy as well, merely a few 
centuries after arriving." 


"So they tried to wipe you out because you disagreed with them? 
Even after you left?" The scientist asked in disbelief. 


"Essentially." 


"That sounds familiar." Takami muttered, wondering if a certain 
amount of stupidity was inevitably present in any sapient race. The 
Empire had people like that too, but Naruto and Xanna didn't 
entertain opinions like that from anyone and kept those elements of 
the society leashed tighter than a rabid dog. 


"But you survived that, right?" 


"Yes, though our numbers never truly recovered even though there 
was plenty of time for it. We came to disdain violence even more and 
invested only the bare minimum of effort in developing weapons and 
relying on our superior technology to win the day. It was usually 
enough to deter any other race with hostile intentions, but our 
pacifism betrayed us against the Wraith." 


Oma didn't elaborate on how that war was lost, or how it began. Both 
were points of shame and she had no wish to talk about it. The Ori 
may have begun their extermination, but the Alterans had finished it 
themselves a million years later. Genetic tinkering with the Iratus bug 
and splicing its properties with humans was indisputably the 
dumbest thing their race had ever done. That was the problem with 
having as loose a government as the one they'd had at the time; 
scientists with big aspirations but little thought of consequences had 
too much leeway. They'd wanted to become truly immortal without 


ascending and instead planted the seeds of their own destruction. 
Their lack of military ability allowed the Wraith to overcome the vast 
technological gulf between the two races and destroy them 
thousands of years later. 


Oma had lived out her life between those two events. Born after the 
Wraith had already been created, but before they reached the stars. 
She had only learned what her people had done after she had 
ascended. 


Takami picked up on the other woman's sudden reticence and didn't 
ask any further questions. Oma might be able to give the Dalai Lama 
tips on how to be more zen, but this was obviously a touchy subject 
and she had no wish to push too far. 


They spent the next few minutes sitting there in silence, listening to 
the dull roar of the party going on outside and hiding from it like a 
couple of awkward introverts. 


Takami almost chuckled at the thought of her nervous son being out 
there and enjoying himself while his forceful mother hung back to get 
away from it. 


She really was getting too old for this shit. 


Their hiding place was discovered about half an hour later by an 
annoyed looking Kusano, who had clearly been looking for one or 
both of them. 


Kusano had been adorable as a child, pretty as a teenager and was 
beautiful as an adult, as all Sekirei were. She was single at the 
moment and had no shortage of admirers, especially since Naruto 
had stopped doing his overprotective big brother spiel. 


"Hey you two." She greeted, not commenting on the fact that they 
were obviously hiding from the party. She knew both of them well 
enough to understand that this wasn't really their thing. "Do either of 


you know where Naruto-nii is? | can't find him anywhere and it's not 
like him to miss out on a chance to have fun." 


Takami couldn't resist an eyeroll. 'Fun' for Naruto inevitably meant 
that someone else was being driven crazy. It was usually Miya at 
these parties. The former #01 was exceptionally grateful to the 
horned man for everything that he'd done for her and for protecting 
her feathers, but she would have much preferred to be grateful from 
a distance. 


"| haven't seen him in two days." She answered with a shrug. 
"It has been even longer for me." Oma added. 


"Damn." Kusano muttered. "If he doesn't get here soon he's going to 
miss it. Those strippers won't be able to stay in the cake much 
longer, not with the way Musubi is eyeballing it." 


Takami facepalmed. 
Strippers. At a party with children present. 
Miya was going to have a coronary. 


Sure, there was a decidedly blasé attitude towards nudity in the 
Empire, even in front of children(whether that was a good thing or 
not was anyone's guess), but Miya was most empathically not 
tolerant of that kind of thing. 


Some time before this conversation between Oma and Takami, 
Naruto could be found lounging against a rock with his hands 
interlaced behind his head and looking contemplatively over the 
landscape before him. 


Not a particularly odd thing for an old man to be doing, except for the 
fact that the planet he was on was extremely hostile to life. 


Constant volcanic eruptions left the air scorchingly hot and choked 
with noxious fumes, while the ground ran with deep rivers of molten 
magma. The sky would normally be blotted out by the smoke and 
ash, but Naruto was clearing it so that he could see the twin suns. 


The unnamed planet orbited around the binary stars, one a regular 
yellow and the other a great blue giant. It was almost in the zone of 
life, though it wouldn't have mattered much even if it was since it 
passed too close to the blue giant on a certain part of its orbit and 
was blasted with deadly heat and radiation that prevented life from 
blooming on it. The tectonic shifts caused by the gravitational 
irregularity didn't help either, though it did make for some impressive 
lavafalls. 


Too bad about the living conditions, Naruto figured that the sunsets 
would have been spectacular, but now they were just killer. 


He snickered at his own play on words. 


He came to planets like this when he wanted a little solitude or time 
to think. He wasn't a man that was often given to introspection, so 
these occasions were pretty rare. Sure was nice to be a god and not 
have to worry about trifling things like lack of oxygen or the toxic 
atmosphere when you were looking for a quiet spot to think. 


He'd come here to muse about the fact that all those cute girls he'd 
adopted didn't need him any more. Even Shi, who was about the 
shiest girl he'd ever met, was happy and settled and didn't need his 
protection anymore. Most had spouses and children that he 
sometimes visited but never for overly long. Naruto was honest 
enough with himself to know that he wasn't the sort of person that 
should be spending too much time around children. 


He'd never gotten to see his first set of little sisters grow up and he 
was quite sure that they wouldn't have approved of some of the 
things he'd done after their deaths. These Sekirei he'd adopted had 
never known him as anything else though and it made him happy to 
see that they liked the society he'd built for them. He got to enjoy 


teasing them and there was the side amusement of the Goa'uld to 
provide a bit of variety. 


Life was pretty good. 


A slight ripple in the air announced the arrival of his wife, which was 
a slight surprise. Xanna didn't usually show up when he was in one 
of his introspective moods. 


He turned to look at her, standing barefoot on the blistering rocks 
without discomfort and her white garb remaining untainted by the 
heavily polluted air. 


"Hello darling." He greeted happily. "Did you come to steal a quick 
cuddle or are you going to join me at Miya's party? I've got this thing 
planned with a cake and strippers that should drive her crAGH!" 


Naruto dug himself out of the hole in the ground that he'd made after 
his doting wife had kicked him without warning. 


Bemused, he stared at her and asked the question currently on his 
mind. "What was that all abouGH!" 


This time it was a beam of light hitting his chest and exploding that 
interruped him. He was sent sailing backwards and plowed into the 
river of lava. 


Rising out of it and brushing the molten hot magma off his shoulders, 
the horned man shot his wife a perplexed stare. "Did | do something 
to piss you off recently, or are we playing a game?" 


His answer came in the form of a compact energy blast that would 
have sent him for another lava bath if he hadn't swatted it away. 


Seeing that he wasn't going to get a verbal answer, Naruto focused 
on Xanna's expression and found himself getting wary. 


There was no glint of humor in her eyes. It was a flat and vicious 
stare the likes of which you would be giving an enemy. Trying to take 


a peek into her mind revealed only a blank wall. 
"Xanna, what's going on?" He asked warily. 


She remained silent and instead began levitating a short distance 
from the ground. A few more energy attacks came at him and were 
easily deflected. 


Naruto kept on the defensive and only blocked her attacks, baffled at 
the unexplained hostility and the strange probing nature of them. 


"Come on baby, talk to me." Naruto said, deflecting a variety of 
attack with every word. "Are you hungry? Horny? Constipated?" 


The last one garnered a much stronger attack that sent him skipping 
across the lava until he arrested his momentum and began levitating 
above it. 


"Tell me husband, what would you say if | told you that | wanted to 
kill all the Sekirei?" Xanna asked, finally breaking her silence. 


Naruto was once more caught off guard by the question, but he 
knew better than to assume anything. Especially when his wife was 
behaving so mysteriously. 


"I'd ask why, you've never cared about them one way or the other 
before." 


"Suppose | simply felt like killing them?" 


"Could | perhaps interest you in another target for your bloodlust?" 
Naruto offered. 


"No." 


Naruto narrowed his eyes in thought, trying to figure out what the 
angle was. Xanna wouldn't have come here and started attacking 
him if her intention was to kill the Sekirei, nor did it make any sense 
for her to suddenly develop a hankering for Sekirei blood. He might 


have assumed she was trying to provoke him, but that didn't make 
any sense either. If she wanted a fight, all she had to do was ask. 


Before he could reach any conclusions, he sensed that she was 
focusing her will into a reality shift. 


Energy attacks and explosions were flashy and fun, but the true 
power of a god was to impose your will on reality and make it obey. 
According to what he was feeling right now, she was going to change 
the rules of this particular dimension to make it fundamentally lethal 
to the Sekirei. With no active higher deity native to this multiverse to 
stop her, she would succeed. 


Having no time to think, he threw his own will against hers. He could 
soothe Xanna's ruffled feathers later, after he figured out what the 
hell was going on. 


It was difficult. He'd never matched his own strength against hers so 
directly. She'd always been stronger than him and he noted with 
some surprise that he was actually capable of blocking her. He'd 
expected to slow her down at best, not outright stop her. 


A tiny smile pulled at Xanna's lips before she smothered it. 


"So you would defy me to protect your strays?" She asked, allowing 
no inflection to color her voice. "Have they become more important 
than me?" 


"Of course not." He scoffed. "If you've got some insurmountable 
issue with them, I'll kill them all myself... | would admittedly be willing 
to do quite a lot to avoid that however." 


"Hmm." Was her non-committal response. "Do you remember the 
oath you swore to me?" 


Once again thrown off kilter by the non-sequitur, Naruto blinked 
owlishly and thought back to what oath she could be talking about. 
The only one he could think of was the one he'd made as a child, to 


become so powerful that she would see him as an equal and marry 
him. 


He'd thought that one was long fulfilled, though he'd never 
technically become as strong as her, he'd certainly become more 
powerful than she'd been as the Nine Tails. Besides, the 
circumstances had changed and she had suspended that 
requirement. 


Or so he'd thought. 


"You've had enough time to fulfill it, now you will show me whether 
you can... or else | will kill them all and abandon you." 


"That's it?" He demanded after a moment of stunned silence. "You've 
been acting all mysteriously evil just to provoke a fight? You could 
have just asked ." 


"| wanted you to be properly motivated.” 


Naruto gaped at her for a moment before frowning. "You can be a 
seriously heartless bitch sometimes, you know that right?" 


"Thank you." She accepted the compliment graciously. 


"It wasn't really a compliment, but you're welcome." He said back 
dryly. 


"| spoke the truth however, If you do not perform adequately, | will kill 
them." 


"I'll give you a performance alright." Naruto grumbled, clenching his 
fists hard enough to feel the satisfying crack of the knuckles. 


He'd always known that Xanna had no regard for the Sekirei and 
was just humoring his eccentricies. He'd also always known that he 
could never expect her to conform to any kind of conventional 
morallity... not that he was exactly a paragon of virtue himself. Her 
quirks didn't really bother him, especially since it made boring things 


like diplomacy so much fun, but it was aimed at his cute little sisters 
this time. 


They'd fought before, but it was more or less just playing around 
since neither one could really be hurt. This time it would be as 
serious a fight as it could be. If absolutely forced into deciding 
between Xanna and his adopted little sisters, he would always pick 
her, but if there was even the slightest alternative then he would take 
it. 


Giving it his all in a battle against his wife wasn't really a hardship for 
him, he'd missed a good fight anyway. He couldn't say he was overly 
fond of the approach she'd taken to engineer the situation, but there 
was no use pouting over it. 


Xanna was pleased. She knew that threatening his little sisters was 
a good way to get him into a fighting mood. If she'd been anyone 
else, he would have already turned her into a smear 


From what she could tell, the long process of his maturing godhood 
was over and had been for some time now. The only way to be truly 
certain was to fight him though. If his power was fully independent of 
her, then they should be at a stalemate. 


Truth be told, he was not supposed to be aware that this was all 
done to provoke him, but Naruto could be very perceptive when he 
wanted to be and had seen through her ploy. 


"Come then, "She taunted. "attack me and prove your worth." 


"You asked for it." He warned and launched himself at her, the 
constant grin that adorned his face in combat already stretching 
across his face. 


Xanna scoffed at the one-dimensional attack and blasted him away 
long before he reached her. 


He stilled himself in the air soon enough and sent some of the lava 
under him hurtling at her, transforming it into a pack of slavering 
dogs as it went. 


" Inugami Guren(Crimson Lotus of the Dog God) !" 


Alas, despite the fancy name of the technique, Xanna easily batted it 
aside with a wave of her hand. 


"Do you think this is a game?" She demanded. "If you do not take 
this battle seriously, your precious Sekirei will die." 


Naruto smirked at her cheekily. "I just can't help it if some of these 
techniques have names so cool it would be a crime not to announce 
them." 


Xanna scowled. She knew that it was entirely probable that he was 
just winding her up, but her temper had never been the best and 
having such a childish attack used against her when she wanted to 
be serious was very irritating. 


" Jibashi(Electromagnetic Murder)! " 


Unlike the previous one that he'd made up himself, this was a 
technique that Naruto had remembered from the Elemental Nations 
solely because of its name. In the hands of a shinobi, it would have 
created a localized web of lightning that would rush forwards and 
electrocute anyone in its path. 


This time it created a massive electrical storm that converged on 
Xanna's position and forced the horned woman to actually expend 
more than a trifling amount of effort to block it. 


The momentary distraction was all Naruto needed to nail her in the 
chest with a direct hit from an explosive beam of light similar to what 
she'd used on him earlier. 


"And he shoots, and he SCOOOOORES!!" He screamed, doing a 
little spin and raising his arms victoriously. 


Some distance away, the unharmed Xanna growled angrily and 
retaliated with something that she would not have even considered 
using against him once upon a time. 


Naruto(who had still been goofing off and doing a little victory dance) 
took a direct hit and was sent flying. 


A short while later, he picked himself out of the pile of broken stone 
that had served as his seat not very long ago and hissed in pain as 
the flesh of his ravaged chest healed. 


"That hurt." He said in surprise. "Why did that hurt?" 
"It hurt because | wanted it to hurt." She told him smugly. 


Naruto was honestly startled to hear that. Not even she could 
manipulate his body to feel pain if he didn't want it to, he simply had 
too much control over it. 


Unless... 
"You tried to kill me?" He exclaimed in shock. 


"You have grown much in these past centuries. An attack like that 
would have once shredded your existence." Xanna told him, 
coincidentally not answering the question. 


At that point, Naruto decided that he would really need to stop 
screwing around. If his darling wife was throwing around attacks that 
could destroy the souls of anyone they hit, then things were a tad 
more serious than he'd thought. 


To be honest, he was surprised to still be alive after getting hit by 
that. He'd thought that he'd simply been learning some new tricks 
over the years, but Xanna's cryptic answer just now seemed to 


indicate that it was more than that. The minor damage he'd suffered 
in place of being destroyed also supported this. 


Which gave him an idea. 


Focusing his will in preparation for a reality adjustment, he grinned 
when he felt her doing the same in order to counter anything he 
might come up with. 


Instead of tampering with the fabric of reality, he struck at Xanna's 
will and instantly felt himself diminishing as his power became 
deadlocked with hers. 


Xanna lost her ability to float and fell to the ground in a surprised 
stumble at the sudden pull of gravity. Additionally, her clothing also 
disintegrated into nothing. 


"What have you done?" She demanded, trying in vain to re-summon 
her clothes or take flight again only to feel the ability getting ‘stuck’ 
agains't her husband's will for lack of a better term. 


Naruto snickered at the fury on her face, just as naked as her. No 
doubt she was feeling vulnerable without the endless wellspring of 
power that was constantly at her command. 


It had been a long time, but he still remembered(vaguely) how it had 
felt like to be human and was much less bothered about his new 
limitations. 


He hadn't been sure if this would work since he'd never tried it 
before, but it looked like his hunch had been correct. If he was 
deliberately blocking her, their abilities were forced into a stalemate 
and both lost any and all chakra powers, hence the sudden loss of 
their chakra formed clothing and Xanna's flight. 


"Without our divine powers, all that remains are our divine bodies." 
He told her with a wide smirk. He hadn't been aware that his powers 


had or even could grow to match hers, but he certainly wasn't going 
to complain about it. 


Xanna growled in frustration, not at all liking her sudden powerless 
state. She was still physically strong enough to break apart stone 
and remained invulnerable, but the ability to make things happen by 
thinking about them was gone. 


Her feet didn't burn on the blistering hot rocks and the polluted air 
presented no problem, but she could feel the ash, dust and various 
other crap floating around stick to her skin whereas it would have 
been repelled before. 


It evaporated as soon as it touched her, but that was besides the 
point. It was highly unpleasant. 


By now she had sussed out what he'd done and had to admit that it 
was very clever. She would have never even considered sacrificing 
her own power in order to block his, but he clearly had no such 
hesitation doing it. It might be possible for her to break through the 
block by force, but that might also end up tearing apart this particular 
reality if he began raising the level of resistance. That was 
something that she wasn't eager to do since it would also mean the 
destruction of the Empire they had spent so long building. 


Taking a deep breath to calm down she rose out of the wary stance 

she'd been in and spoke calmly. "Alright, so it would seem that | was 
correct. You have grown to be as strong as me, now cease blocking 
me." 


"No." 


Xanna was taken aback by the almost... hungry... tone of his 
refusal. A glance at his quickly growing erection and the lecherous 
way he was looking her over made his intentions clear. 


"No, | don't think I will." He continued, starting to prowl towards her. 
"I think I'd much rather fuck you right here on this forsaken ball of 


rock." 


While Xanna could not deny a certain amount of arousal at the idea, 
she was also feeling deeply uncomfortable without her powers. "We 
can do that after you stop this." 


"Actually, | find myself rather liking this situation." He said casually. 
"No tails, no psychokinesis, no energy manipulation, no reality 
bending... just our bodies. That sounds like the perfect set of 
conditions to play the rape game. You wanna play?" 


Xanna glared. "No." 
"That's the spirit!" Naruto cheered. 


A surprised snort of amusement escaped her throat before she could 
suppress it and resume glaring. 


"Hmph, do not expect me to simply give in." She stated haughtily. "I 
have taken all of your knowledge of combat and will fight you every 
step of the way." 


"| would be disappointed if it were any other way." He leered and 
rushed at her. 


Xanna went into a proper martial stance and prepared to counter 
him. Considering his intentions, she expected him to feign an attack 
and go for a grapple. 


That was exactly what he did. First he threw a punch, which she 
ignored and instead moved sideways to have a better angle of attack 
when he went for the expected grapple. 


That plan collapsed when he unexpectedly kicked at her ankle and 
knocked her off balance. She righted herself as quickly as possible, 
but still ended up in a grapple with her back pressed to his chest. It 
was not a position from which he could push his now fully erect 


member into her, but she nonetheless felt it twitching against her 
back. 


"You might have copied the moves, but you can't copy the instinct." 
He purred into her ear. 


Xanna ignored what the deep purr was doing to her libido and waited 
for him to try moving her. She had suspected that simply knowing the 
moves wouldn't be enough to match him, but the ‘fight’ had been 
much less even than she had thought it would be. 


As expected, he soon tried to move her into a position where he 
would be able to make use of his arousal and she took the 
opportunity to hit him with everything she had and wiggled away. 


The block on their powers loosened for a moment and Xanna 
reached for it, only for Naruto to re-apply it as soon as the distraction 
passed. 


"Naaaaaughty girl, tricking me like that." He sang. 


Xanna growled and grudgingly admitted that she wasn't going to win 
a physical contest, but she still wasn't going to make this easy on 
him. 


With that in mind, she decided to turn tail and make a run for it. 


Naruto blinked and stared at the naked backside of his rapidly 
retreating wife as she jumped over the rocks and magma rivers. 
Running away was honestly not something he'd expected her to do, 
but he quickly got his wits about him and gave chase. A massive grin 
soon adorned his face as the excitement of the hunt burned inside 
him. 


"YOU CAN'T RUN FOREVER!" He bellowed after her. 


"YES | CAN!" She yelled back. 


"... ALRIGHT, SO YOU CAN, BUT I'M GOING TO CATCH YOU 
SOON!" 


"NOT IF YOU WANT TO MAKE IT TO YOUR SEKIREI PARTY YOU 
WON'T!" 


Naruto almost stumbled as he suddenly remembered that bit of 
information. He'd been looking forward to that party and this little 
game had made him totally forget about it. 


On the one hand, that prank with the strippers that he, Kusano and 
Uzume had cooked up would be really epic. On the other, he 
seriously did not want to give up on hunting down his wife. 


With a howl of frustration, he resumed yelling after his fleeing wife. 
"I'M GOING CATCH YOU, AND WHEN I DO I'M GOING TO SPEND 
A WEEK FUCKING YOU INTO SUBMISSION!" 


"EVEN IF YOU DO CATCH ME, YOU WILL NEED A LOT LONGER 
THAN A WEEK TO DO THAT!" 


There was no more talking after that point as both of them focused 
on running as fast as possible. 


Naruto had no idea how long exactly they'd been running, but they 
must have covered hundreds of kilometers. The chase had him so 
aroused that he was only barely able to retain enough focus to keep 
up the power block, every other thought was dedicated to how much 
he wanted her right now. 


He wasn't the only one either, as he'd been able to smell the juices 
gushing down her legs for a long while already. In a distant corner of 
his mind that was still rational, he was impressed at Xanna's 
stubborn pride. If the positions had been reversed, he would have 
stopped already and let her do whatever she wanted to him. 


Little by maddening little, he gained on her, mostly by taking small 
shortcuts that she missed. By the time he reached her, they had long 


since left the volcanoes behind and reached a craggy plain full of 
featureless grey rock. 


As soon as he was in range, he jumped on her without care for the 
way she plowed into the ground with him on top of her. 


Xanna roared her defiance as soon as she felt his weight on her 
back and fought back viciously in her attempts to dislodge him 
despite the way her groin was pulsing with need. Another roar left 
her throat when she felt him impaling her without even the slightest 
hint of gentleness, though this one sounded satisfied rather than 


angry. 


Their violent rutting continued unabated for several minutes until 
they roared together as both reached their desperately needed 
release. 


A couple of minutes later, they were still in that position and pointedly 
ignoring the sizzling sounds as drops of their mingled fluids 
evaporated on the hot stone under them. Both were taking deep 
breaths and slowly coming down from the lust fogged state of mind 
they'd been in. 


"That was fun." Naruto eventually said, purring out the words like a 
satisfied cat. 


"Mhm." Xanna agreed, still feeling very mellow. 

"We should do that again." He continued. 

The memory of her blocked power soon penetrated Xanna's indolent 
daze and she tried to reach for them as soon as it did. Unfortunately 
for her, Naruto had recovered his wits a shade faster and resumed 
blocking them. 


"Stop doing that!" The horned woman snarled in frustration. 


"I'll stop when I'm done with you." He said teasingly and thrust 
himself fully back inside her. 


Xanna grunted and tried to buck him off her, knowing that he was 
enjoying her struggling but unwilling to just placidly lie there while he 
took her. He wasn't going to let himself be moved though and kept 
her limbs neatly immobilized. 


"I'm going to get you back for this you bastard!" She seethed. 


No matter how enjoyable the sex was, she was simply not going to 
let him have one over her. As soon as he let her up, she was going 
to prepare her vengeance. 


This newly discovered ability to fully negate each other's power went 
both ways. He might have a slight advantage over her due to his 
better combat instinct, but that was easily countered with proper 
preparation. 


Oh yes, she was going to leave him hanging from the cealing in 
indestructable chains for a month at the very least, all the while 
keeping him on the edge of orgasm. She'd even assign some 
professional mortal girls to do it if she was too busy to do it herself. 
Akitsu would have to be kept well away from him of course, no sense 
in taking the risk that the Ice Sekirei would be swayed by his begging 
for release. Actually, Akitsu would get to stay in the same room with 
him, but only as part of the filthy lesbian sex that Xanna was going to 
have with her right in front of Naruto, which he would of course be 
unable to join. 


He was going to have a case of blue balls so terrible that they would 
probably invent a whole new color. 


With those pleasant thoughts in mind, Xanna settled in to enjoy the 
current situation, her evil grin hidden from Naruto's sight due to their 
position. He would rue the day he'd gotten the better of her, but until 
then she was not above enjoying herself and it was good sex. 


The Tok'ra High Council gathered around the table and looked at 
each other expectantly. 


Small frowns of confusion manifested on their faces when no one 
moved to speak, until Supreme Councilor Per'sus had enough of the 
strange silence and addressed Garshaw. 


"Well Garshaw? Why have you summoned the full council?" 


"Me?" She asked back in confusion. "I received word that it was you 
who had called us." 


In short order, it was discovered that none of them had actually 
called it. 


"If we did not call this meeting, then who did?" Thoran asked with 
rising dread. 


Logic dictated that if they hadn't done it then someone else had. The 
lower ranked Tok'ra did not have that authority, which left mostly 
potential enemies as those who might have manipulated events to 
arrange that they were all in one place. 


"That would be us." An amused voice revealed. 


All eyes snapped towards the direction where the voice had 
Originated and placed them into a state of shocked bewilderment. 


Looking as if they had been there for a while were Naruto and what 
they presumed was Xanna, both of them grinning smugly as they sat 
in mirrored cross-legged positions with their hands folded on their 
laps. 


They were on an elevated throne made of Tok'ra crystal, each 
occupying half of it and enjoying the confusion they'd created far too 
much. 


The shock eventually passed and Thoran was the first to regain the 
power of speech. 


"How did you find us?" 

"Easily." Naruto replied airily. 

"This location is secret." Another member of the council said stiffly. 
"Not to the sight of gods it isn't." Xanna retorted arrogantly. 


The Tok'ra bristled, which caused the horned duo to grin wider. In 
their own way, the Tok'ra were almost as easy to rile up as the 
Goa'uld. 


"How did you contact us?" Per'sus asked, obviously trying to move 
away from the touchy issue as well as determine if they had an 
information leak. 


"Fuck you, that's how." Naruto replied pleasantly, going along with 
the subject change. 


Most of the gathered Tok'ra scowled in irritation and might have said 
something unwise if Selmak hadn't intervened. 


"Have you perhaps come here due to the request our agent passed 
on?" Selmak asked, seeing that they were not going to reveal their 
methods. 


"It seems that at least one of you is capable of basic deduction." 
Xanna complimented/insulted. 


"Would | be correct in assuming that it has taken you this long to 
contact us because you did not know how to find us?" Ren'al asked 
before any of the other councilors could respond. 


"No." Xanna denied. "We could have contacted you on that very 
day." 


"Then why did you not?" Garshaw asked, baffled. "It has been nearly 
two months since then." 


Naruto shuddered a bit, his grin slipping. "I don't want to talk about 
it." 


The memory of being bound and teased endlessly but never allowed 
release for all that time was quite horrible. Probably the worst thing 
to happen to him since he'd become a god. 


Xanna's grin took a distinctly malevolent edge. It had been great fun 
for her, even if it had prevented her from leaving the palace for that 
whole time. 


The Tok'ra exchanged speculative glances but put it aside for now. 


"In any case, we were hoping to speak to you about the possibility of 
establishing formal diplomatic contact." 


"Ah, of course." Xanna said with a nod. "Now that we have shown 
ourselves to be strong you are naturally eager to show yourselves in 
a favorable light lest we turn our strength against you." 


"That is not the reason." Garshaw denied quickly, slightly flustered. 
The way that the horned woman had worded it made them out to be 
incredibly self-serving. True, they certainly didn't want to make an 
enemy of the Celestial Empire, but their greater concern was the 
downfall of the Goa'uld and learning what kind of civilization the 
Empire was. 


"We simply wished to get to know you now that you have become an 
interstellar nation." She finished. 


"Soooo... you're basically worried that we're going to kill off all the 
Goa'uld and end up being even worse than them and now you want 
to have a spy in place to inform you of how likely this was to happen 
so you know what to do." Naruto concluded. 


"Not a spy." Ren'al denied as calmly as she was able, though she 
was having a having a mild panic attack at how easily they had been 
seen through. "We were going to offer the opportunity for one of your 


people to blend with a Tok'ra if they so wished and they could then 
act as a liason, or to have one of ours act as an ambassador should 
that be impossible." 


"Your bumbling efforts at lying are both amusing and mildly irritating." 
Xanna sighed. "Besides, there is not much difference between 
liason, spy and ambassador." 


"Right, well | think this is a great way to get you used to the idea of 
being absorbed into the Empire in the future, so let's do it." Naruto 
stated. 


The Tok'ra were taken aback by the blunt statement and instantly 
became guarded. 


It was Thoran who voiced their misgivings with the idea. "And what if 
we do not wish to become part of the Empire?" 


"Do not be ridiculous, of course you want to." Xanna scoffed. "You 
have no Queen and no means of reproducing, ensuring that you will 
stagnate and eventually go extinct. Additionally, none of you have 
the slightest idea of what you would do with yourselves once the 
Goa'uld are no more. You have no civilization worth mentioning and 
will be lost once the purpose you've set for yourselves has been 
fulfilled. Simply stop being obstinate and submit to the inevitable." 


More uneasy glances were exchanged at that. 


True, they had no Queen and therefore a negative population 
growth. Also true that they had focused almost exclusively on 
bringing down the Goa'uld and as a result had no real culture. 
Without a Queen, they had known that they were doomed to 
extinction and had been going about their purpose with a fatalistic 
determination that had not really lent itself to any kind of cultural 
pursuit. 


"Would you attempt to conquer us if we refused to join?" Selmak 
asked bluntly, having gotten the feeling that it would likely work best 


with these two. 


"Nah, that would be silly." Naruto answered with a shrug. "I'm sure 
you think yourselves important and all, but we really don't care about 
you all that much. If you don't want the benefits of being part of the 
Empire, such as protection from threats and maybe even the 
possibility of transforming one of you into a Queen, then we aren't 
going to waste time trying to convince you otherwise or forcing you." 


None of the Tok'ra had heard a word past ‘transforming one of you 
into a Queen’, and were now looking at them with looks of wide eyed 
shock and even some well hidden hope. 


"You can do that?" Ren'al asked with a bit of desperation leaking 
through her otherwise controlled voice. "Turn one of us into a 
Queen?" 


"Maybe | could, if | was a god." Naruto quipped with a grin. "But 
that's obviously impossible." 


The clear goading broke them of their shock and they frowned in 
consternation. They could easily see the bait being dangled in front 
of them, it wasn't particularly subtle after all. The problem was that 
they had no way to be sure if such a thing could actually be done or 
if they were merely being taunted. 


Which of course led them back to the whole point of this meeting, 
which was to hopefully learn more about the Celestial Empire. 


"We seem to have veered away from the purpose of this meeting." 
Per'sus said neutrally. He wanted the Tok'ra to have a Queen just as 
much as any of the others, but he would not let that potential prize 
throw him off stride. "You say that you would welcome closer 
diplomatic relations with the Tok'ra?" 


"| wouldn't let any of our people do the blendy thing yet, but we could 
accomodate an ambassador." Naruto said. "How about Anise? Is 


she in a pretty female host these days and does she still want DNA 
samples?" 


"Anise is among our best scientists and poorly suited for a diplomatic 
role." Garshaw said carefully, knowing full well what kind of 'samples' 
the horned man wanted to give Anise. Judging by what she knew of 

him so far, he'd be only too happy to give Freya more 'samples' than 
she could handle. 


"How about Zarin then, is she in a female host at the moment?" he 
pressed. 


"Honestly husband," Xanna sighed. "there are literally millions of 
women that would strip naked and bend over for you if you so much 
as hinted at it. Is your insistence on a female ambassador truly 
necessary?" 


"After what you did to me, I'm feeling the need to overcompensate.” 
Naruto retorted petulantly. 


"You cannot possibly still be pouting about that?" She scoffed. 
"Akitsu has kept her mouth all but glued to your crotch in an effort to 
make it up to you." 


"That's because Akitsu is a sweetheart, but you never said that 
you're sorry." He continued just as petulantly. 


"Because | am not ." She insisted. "You spent a week raping me on 
that forsaken ball of rock, | was perfectly entitled to some revenge." 


"You liked it and you know it." Naruto huffed and rolled his eyes. "If 
you were going to get some revenge, you could have at least done 
something that we would both enjoy." 


"You enjoyed the end didn't you?" 
"Well yeah, but | could have done without the month long lead up." 


"Good things come to those who wait." 


"| don't like waiting." 


"| Know, which is why | made you do it. | was doing you a favor 
really." 


"That's not the point!" 

"Then what is the point?" 

"The point is that you're a sadistic meanie." 
"That seems somewhat redundant." 


A throat being cleared brought their attention back to the Tok'ra that 
they had forgotten about for a moment there. 


Naruto stared at them blankly before comprehension returned. "Ah, 
right. You were just about to agree to send Zarin over to us as an 
ambassador. Bring her and Juliana up to speed and I'll come pick 
her up." 


"How did you know the name of Zarin's host?" Thoran demanded, 
unable to hide his shock. 


"I'd tell you that it was because I'm a god, but you probably wouldn't 
believe me, so I'm going to go with fuck you, that's how." He 
answered and then went on before any response could be made. 
"Anyway, squeeze this thing when she's here and I'll appear ina 
flash of divine power. Toodles." 


Upon saying that, Naruto and Xanna vanished with an unnecessarily 
flashy twisting of space-time. 


Garshaw directed a blank look at the bright orange rubber ball in her 
hand. It didn't look like any communicator she'd ever seen. 


Impulsively, she gave it a squeeze, nearly dropping it in surprise 
when it let out an incredibly annoying squeak. 


"You rang?" Naruto droned, half of his body hanging down from the 
ceiling like some kind of demented chandelier. 


More than one person on the esteemed Tok'ra High Council jumped 
back with a yelp. 


"| won't get too upset this time since you didn't know what would 
happen, but if you summon me without a reason again I'll steal all 
your clothes and masturbate into them." Naruto warned. "Don't worry 
though, I'll give them back when I'm done." 


Then he vanished again before anyone could respond to that 
particularly strange threat. 


Garshaw realized with with faint horror that she was suddenly 
missing her undergarments. 


"That was... ah..." Ren'al trailed off, unable to come up with the 
appropriate words. "Well, at least they are not averse to having one 
of our ambassadors on their homeworld." 


"Maybe so, but Zarin is currently on an assignment." Thoran said 
with a scowl. 


"There is no help for it, we will need to recall her." Per'sus said. "I do 
not believe they - or Naruto at least- will be pleased if we send 
anyone else." 


The conversed for a while longer, debating what they thought of the 
horned rulers and what the implications of what had happened just 
now might be. There was naturally also a lot of speculation about 
their claims to be capable of turning a regular symbiote into a 
Queen. 


"Selmak, you have been quiet." Garshaw prompted the ancient 
Tok'ra. "What are your thoughts on them?" 


"| find them to be refreshingly direct." Selmak answered thoughttully. 
"Their arrogance, while irritating, also seems to make them disdain 
lying. | Suspect that everything they have said to us is true in some 
form." 


"Even their supposed godhood?" Thoran asked sarcastically. 


"For all we know, they may not define godhood in the same way as 
we do." Selmak pointed out. "And you may also have noticed that 
they delighted in baiting reactions from us." 


That got the rest of the Tok'ra to thinking of the whole meeting from a 
different perspective. In the end, they concluded that they still didn't 
know enough to decide on anything and would have to wait until 
Zarin and Juliana sent their first report. 


Juliana was a departure from Zarin's previous few hosts. Instead of 
being dark haired, she was a rather pale woman with blond hair. Not 
even close to being as blond as Naruto, but still blond, which was 
something of a rarity in the galaxy. Her sharp facial structure also 
made her look quite severe, a contrast to her fairly mild personality. 
They had been extremely well suited to posing as a Goa'uld due to 
these things. 


And now the time of spying on the Goa'uld was over. Neither host 
nor symbiote could honestly say that they were upset that they 
wouldn't need to keep company with the arrogant parasites 
anymore, but they did feel that an assignment as an ambassador 
was a waste of their talents. 


But Naruto had apparently asked for them personally, so that was 
the end of it. Somehow, that was both flattering and worrying. 


Juliana had access to all of Zarin's memories, including his 
propositioning during their first meeting and her and Korina's little 
tryst with Naruto. She couldn't help but wonder if he was going for a 


repeat with another of Zarin's hosts. Judging by the memories, it had 
been quite the... sensational... experience. 


Either way, it had no real impact on her mission. 


As agreed(or dictated as the case may be), the squeaky orange ball 
had been squeezed and Naruto had appeared. 


He'd been pleased at seeing them and didn't bother hiding that a lot 
of that pleasure was due to Juliana's looks. A few words had been 
exchanged and then Naruto had tossed a rather musky smelling and 
thoroughly soiled piece of clothing in Garshaw's general direction 
before using his strange teleportation ability to bring them to Erius. 


Both Zarin and Juliana had assumed that their nature as a blended 
host would be kept secret, so as not to cause undue panic or 
hostility. 


Instead, Naruto blithely announced it to anyone who cared to ask 
and it ended up as news for everyone to hear. 


The concept of a nation wide information network was something 
that neither one of them had ever coneived of, certainly not a civilian 
information network. Zarin and Juliana instantly became sort of 
celebrities and were deeply disconcerted by it. 


Some people hated Zarin for her similarity to the Goa'uld, which was 
a familiar and unsurprising reaction. 


Most shrugged it off, figuring that they couldn't be that bad if Naruto 
hadn't killed them yet, which told them quite a lot about the 
disposition of the general population in regards to their Emperor. 


Then there were those that were fascinated by the concept of a 
willingly blended host and occasionally pestered them with 
questions. 


Zarin and Juliana were initially quite overwhelmed by the sheer 
otherness of the culture they found themselves in and left at a loss 
as to how to even begin explaining it to the Tok'ra. 


So it was that they shied away from going into public alone and 
preferred to stay at the palace until the culture shock wore off. 
Fortunately, there were plenty of people to talk to there. 


The first thing she investigated was the supposed godhood of Naruto 
and Xanna. 


Much to her shock, it seemed that most people did believe them to 
be divine, but also thought of it as not being very important. There 
were certainly extremes on both ends, with one side stubbornly 
believing that the two of them had created the Universe and 
everything in it(despite Naruto flatly stating otherwise) and the other 
side mulishly insisting that they were not gods in any way. Most 
people had a 'yeah, they're gods. So what?’ outlook though. 


For a Tok'ra, this attitude was strange in the extreme. They found it 
hard to reconcile the idea of a 'god' that didn't care whether anyone 
believed in his or her divinity. It appeared that Selmak had been 
correct. Naruto and Xanna seemed to define godhood simply as 
having great power, which they indisputably did. 


Allin all, despite several discomfiting factors, Zarin and Juliana came 
to the conclusion that there was no real risk of them being in any 
way similar to the Goa'uld. They were simply too relaxed and laid 
back to propagate the same kind of oppression. Additionally, any 
successful attempt by the Tok'ra to kill them would spark outrage 
across the Empire's people and likely see them wiped out by angry 
humans. Naruto and Xanna had too much popular support to be 
assassinated even if a feasible attempt could be made(which she 
had serious doubts about). 


This observation took several months to make sure it was accurate, 
upon which time a report was send to the High Council that 


contained her reccomendation to stay well out of their way unless 
the decision was made to join them. 


The council had acknowledged her recommendation and ordered 
her to pass along some interesting information as a gesture of good 
will. Information that they were almost sure the Empire didn't have 
yet. 


Turghan stared stonily at the woman who had just entered the room 
to which he was confined. She had a plate of food with her, but he 
knew she was no servant. 


She was very beautiful, tall, with pale skin, bright blue eyes and her 
shining dark hair held in a braid with a strange streak of blue running 
through it which he was almost certain was not natural. 


Everything about this woman offended him, except her beauty, which 
was great. It offended him that she was taller than him, that she 
moved unescorted by a man and with her face uncovered, that she 
dared speak to him without being spoken to and that she had no fear 
of him as fearsome warlord. 


Not that he was one anymore, he admitted bitterly. 


Her people had come through the great stone ring and demanded to 
speak to the strongest leader among them, which had been Turghan 
at the time. Things had gone no further than that as his warriors had 
noticed the women among them. Uncovered women, who walked 
not submissively, but with confidence. Some of them had even given 
orders to men! 


As was law, his warriors had tried to execute them. Unfortunately, 
that had led to a swift and entirely one-sided battle that saw all of his 
men subdued or killed by whatever strange sorcery was at their 
command. Then they had demanded an explanation and upon 
receiving it apparently decided to hunt down all the other clans and 
drag them through the ring. 


Turghan had been understandably enraged about this and his anger 
had not abated since. He had been put into a home more lavish than 
anything he had ever lived in, yet he knew it to be little more than a 
prison despite that. He had not heard anything of his people or his 
daughter since then. 


Then this woman had come, carrying a plate of food just like now. 
She had put it out of reach and begun asking him questions. 


Turghan's already short temper had snapped as soon as the first 
word had come from her mouth without his permission and he had 
attacked her, determined to put the woman in her place. 


That plan had gone just as badly as the ‘fight’ against their warriors. 
She had struck him hard enough that his vision swam and put him 
into a painful hold from which he could not escape no matter how 
much he tried. He still had a livid bruise on his face from the blow 
and his shoulders ached from the way they had been wrenched. 


After that humiliating defeat, she had wordlessly taken the plate of 
food and left, leaving him to kneel painfully on the floor and realize 
that he was in fact hungry. 


She had come again the next day, once again bearing food which 
she had set out of reach and begun asking him questions. She had 
only asked his name, but Turghan refused to respond to the 
questions of a woman. He no longer dared attack her, but he would 
not speak to her either. 


Eventually, she had given up and once again left with the plate of 
food. Turghan had kept his pride intact, but his stomach had 
clenched painfully with the reminder that it had been two days since 
he had eaten. There was plenty of water to be had, spilling endlessly 
at the mere turn of a device of some sort. He had been leery of the 
strange sorcery, but thirst had forced him to try it eventually, only to 
discover that it was the best water he had ever tasted. 


Now here she was again, once more dressed so scandalously that 
Turghan could not comprehend why she had not been stoned yet. 
The low cut of her strange tunic revealed far more of her breasts 
than he had ever seen on any woman that was not naked. Her 
strange britches(why was she not wearing a dress?!) hugged her 
legs tightly and left little to the imagination. On her legs were a pair 
of sturdy looking boots the like of which he had never seen before, 
but were clearly of excellent quality. 


Her manner of dress had been a not insignificant factor in his 
decision to attack her that first day, as his lust had been inflammed 
by her appearance just as his anger had been inflammed by her 
boldness. 


Only after being easily beaten had he noticed the muscle beneath 
her flesh and the warrior's grace in her movements. The absurdity of 
a female warrior had blinded him to these things until she had forced 
him to see. He didn't know how such a thing was possible, but it 
apparently was. 


"What is your name?" She asked, just as she had the second day. 


Turghan wanted to keep silent, but the smell of food and the ache of 
his empty stomach forced him to. Pride would not feed him and he 
had found no means of escape during his explorations of the room. 


"Turghan." He grunted angrily, glaring at the unimpressed woman. 


"So it seems we are finally getting somewhere." She replied coolly, 
looking down her nose at him in a way that he despised. "I am Alexis 
and | am here to teach you." 


"And what can a woman hope to teach me?" Turghan asked 
sarcastically. 


"Judging by your attitude man, a great deal." She retorted even more 
venoumously. 


Turghan's blood boiled with rage at her condescending attitude and 
the only thing stopping him from attacking her again was the 
malicious glint in her ice blue eyes. She was actually hoping that he 
would attack her again. 


He knew that he couldn't do it. He had been easily subdued on the 
first day and now he was weak with hunger on top of it. 


So he kept silent and fixed her with a surly glare. 


"| am assuming that you can actually be taught. You have at least 
managed to learn the functions of the toilet instead of relieving 
yourself in the corner like an animal, though your bathing habits 
leave much to be desired." She finished with a disdainful sniff. 


His temper was once again brought to its' boiling point by her short 
tirade. There was nothing wrong with his bathing habits thank you 
very much! It had only been a few weeks since his clan had left the 
river! 


As for this ‘toilet’... well, that had been a bit of a mix between a lucky 
guess and an accident. He had accidentally pressed the magic 
button that summoned the water into the bowl and surmised that it 
was more of these people's magic. It made him uncomfortable to use 
such sorceries, but he had to admit that it was much more 
convenient than digging a hole in the ground. 


"Mind you, | would have showed you the functions of all the devices 
here on the first day had you not decided to act like an angry child." 
Alexis continued, further raising Turghan's blood pressure. 


"L am no child!" He snapped. 

"You have been acting like one for the past two days." She pointed 
out. "Truly, your young daughter has been much more mature than 
you." 


"What have you done with Nya?" He snarled. 


"We are teaching her, though in her case there was no need for 
violence or mild starvation. In fact, only the men among your people 
have needed such harsh treatment, the women were quite happy to 
cast aside their face coverings and learn our ways." 


"That is not their place!" Turghan said furiously. 
"And what is their place?" She asked coolly. 


"To cook the food, tend the camp, serve the men and bear children." 
He answered with certainty. 


"And who says that this is their place?" 
"The law." 
"And who made up this law?" 


"The ancient clan chiefs came together and decreed that it was for 
the best. It Keeps our people strong." 


When Alexis replied to this, her voice was coldly disapproving. "Your 
laws were made by stupid men who knew nothing and thought 
themselves wise, much like yourself. Your laws are no longer 
important, only the law of the Empire matters here." 


"We do not want to become part of your Empire!" He shouted in her 
face, losing his temper. 


The open palmed smack that struck him rattled his skull and sent 
him reeling backwards. 


"You have no choice in the matter." She continued as if nothing had 
happened. "We came in peace and you attacked us without reason-" 


"Your women were breaking our laws!" He snapped angrily, 
interrupting her. 


"Those women were not of your people and did not need to follow 
your laws." She retorted. "Regardless, your laws were barbaric, 
stupid and are now irrelevant. | suggest you adapt quickly, or else 
the Emperor may decide that you are not worth the effort." 


"What do you mean?" He asked warily. 


"Under the current laws of the Empire, many of your men would be 
considered rapists and the Emperor is not known for his patience 
with such... people. The only thing preventing the majority of your 
men from being put to the sword immediately is the fact that you did 
not know any better, but that will only last for so long. Personally, | do 
not see why you are being shown such tolerance and will 
recommend the execution of everyone who does not begin showing 
visible improvement within the next few days. No sense in wasting 
time on trash like you when we could be doing something more 
useful." 


Though once again infuriated by the casual insult, Turghan now 
realized that his life and the lives of his people hung by a thread and 
his own obstinance would see that thread broken. 


"You would bring us here only to kill us later?" He asked, even more 
wary than before. 


"Oh no, we will be keeping your women, they at least are reasonable 
and willing to learn. Your men on the other hand..." 


Turghan stayed quiet for a time, thinking of what he could do. He 
didn't want to change, but he didn't want his people to die either. It 
was his responsibility as clan chief to keep them alive and strong. 


A thought occurred to him then. This Emperor was clearly a mighty 
warlord, but if he could be defeated in single combat, then perhaps 
Turghan would become the leader of these people. That way, he 
could change the law as he saw fit. 


"| would speak to your Emperor." He said firmly. 


Alexis frowned at him in confusion. "Why? He is a busy man and has 
no time to listen to your whining." 


Turghan ground his teeth together and promised himself to discipline 
this bitch harshly once he defeated the Emperor. 


"| wish to challenge him to single combat for the right to rule." 


Turghan hadn't been sure what to expect from the infuriating woman 
once he declared his intentions, but hysterical laughter was definitely 
not it. 


He became progressively more angry as the blasted woman kept 
bursting into new peals of laughter every time she looked in his 
direction, but at long last she ceased laughing and spoke. 


"Oh my, that was a good one. Perhaps you aren't a lost cause if you 
can make jokes like that." She said breathlessly. 


"It is no jest! He will face me in battle or else all will Know him for a 
coward!" He insisted firmly. 


Now Alexis had finally stopped laughing and gave him another one 
of those condescending looks that he hated so much. 


"Before you get too excited, you should know that the Emperor is a 
god and could kill you with a thought." 


This gave Turghan pause, but not for long. He was set upon this 
course and would not be swayed by what were likely exaggerrated 
claims. Even a god would find it difficult to live without his head after 
all. 


"My challenge stands, | demand that he face me in single combat." 


Alexis snorted, her amusement clear. "Very well, if you want to die so 
badly then it can certainly be arranged." 


Upon saying that, she turned around and left the room, leaving the 
food behind this time. 


Turghan went for it eagerly and ate as fast as possible, ignoring the 
spoon that had been left for him in favor of using his hands. He was 
so hungry that he didn't even register the lack of meat present in the 
meal. 


Zarin wrinkled her nose in disgust at the way Turghan was eating 
and turned away from the holographic screen. 


"Is this standard procedure for assimilating new populations into the 
Empire?" She asked. 


While it was plainly obvious that Turghan was not the most 
reasonable of people, she was still a bit uncomfortable with the way 
he'd been treated. It was an unpleasant reminder of the more brutal 
edge to the Empire. 


Naruto turned off the camera feed in the room and turned to face 
her. 


"Not really. Most of the time, the people we bring through the gate 
have been constantly under Goa'uld oppression and are happy 
enough to adapt once they realize that we aren't going to hurt them. 
Genghis Khan over there comes from a planet that used to belong to 
Izanagi, but probably got forgotten about when Amaterasu killed him. 
So we've got a culture that developed from a badly oppressed 
people under a crueler than average Goa'uld. Humans being what 
they are, they of course managed to preserve the worst aspects of 
their society. Their Mongolian ancestry didn't help matters either, so 
we need to be a lot harsher than normal." He explained. 


"And the challenge? Will you accept it?" She asked curiously, 
making a note to herself to ask who or what 'Genghis Khan' and a 
‘Mongolian’ was later. 


He nodded. "Of course | will. That actually works heavily in my favor. 
Alexis was originally assigned to teach that idiot because she was a 
drill sergeant for a few years before she took up psychology and 
decided that she wanted to try her hand at inducting people into the 
Empire. She usually works with Jaffa, but we do occasionally come 
across humans that need her particular touch. Now that he's 
challenged me to single combat, | can skip past a large part of that 
process and simply force him to listen... or kill him if I think he's 
going to be trouble." 


When she'd first arrived, Naruto had showed her around and she 
actually knew what a ‘drill sergeant’ was. Though the idea ofa 
person whose job appeared to be yelling at people and telling them 
how worthless they were as a psychologist was more than a bit odd. 


"You intend to use his position as a leader among his people to 
make it easier to change their culture." Zarin said in sudden 
understanding. If Turghan's resistance was broken in a way that he 
could accept, then he would become an agent of change rather than 
a martyr. 


Naruto nodded with a grin. 


While some people would be appalled at his systematic destruction 
of other cultures, Naruto couldn't care less if he tried. As far as he 
was concerned, a culture had no value simply for its own sake and 
he felt no regrets at their loss. 


The variation of Earth's long vanished ancient Mongolia that he was 
dealing with at the moment would have been a dream come true for 
an anthropologist, but all he saw was a backwards and downright 
stupid way of life. Anything that helped bury it was good. 


He had no doubt that he would be burying a not insignificant 
percentage of the males from that culture as well, simply because 
they would refuse to change. That was fine with him, but hopefully 
Turghan would see things his way after suffering a humiliating 
defeat. Naruto suspected that he was actually not a bad man, merely 


one that had been raised stupidly. If his suspicion proved correct, 
then he would be useful in speeding things up and if not then Naruto 
was going to cut his losses and have him executed. It would be 
unfortunate, but he certainly wouldn't lose sleep over it. 


That it had only taken a beating by Alexis and three days of 
starvation to put a crack in his stubborness was a good sign. 


The former drill sergeant was a highly abrasive woman and enjoyed 
plying her trade on the more misogynistic elements of any newly 
acquired population. It allowed her to put people down and hurt them 
in order to help them better themselves. 


She'd admitted to him once that it was quite nostalgic, it almost felt 
like she'd never left the army. The only difference being that this 
time, the people on the wrong end of her razor sharp tongue and 
occasionally her fists mostly deserved what they got, unlike the hard 
working recruits she'd trained before. 


"But I'm sure you didn't come here to see how we educate 
uneducated barbarians around here." Naruto said, giving Zarin an 
Opening to get back to the original purpose of her visit that he'd 
sidetracked her from. 


She took it gratefully. It had been interesting to see, but her 
information was rather important. 


"The Tok'ra have received reports that Ra has made an unexplained 
journey to Abydos in his personal ship." She said. 


"And?" Naruto questioned with a raised eyebrow. 


"It is very strange for him to go to such a distant world when he is 
being pressed so hard in a war." The Tok'ra explained. "There is 
nothing of note on Abydos that would merit such a journey, its 
naquadah deposits have long since been depleted and the human 
population is quite small." 


"You think he's got ulterior motives?" 


"Yes. There are ancient records of a powerful power source called 
the Eye of Ra-" 


"How original." Naruto scoffed. 


Zarin huffed at the interruption and continued without commenting. 
"While it could be used by itself, the Eye of Ra was in actuality part 
of a larger power source, pieces of which were held by Apophis, 
Osiris, Tiamat and two others of whom we are unaware of. They 
Originally belonged to Anubis and were claimed as spoils of war 
when he was defeated. The Goa'uld made a treaty to hide away the 
Eyes instead of using them. The Tok'ra have never managed to 
locate these artefacts, but Ra's uncharacteristic journey to Abydos 
has given the council cause to suspect that he has hidden it there." 


"I'm still not sure why | would care about that." Naruto admitted. 


"Did you not hear me?" Zarin asked in disbelief. "If the Eyes are 
brought together again, Ra will become incomparably more powerful. 
Perhaps powerful enough to turn the war against you." 


"Firstly, even if he does do that, he can still only power one ship with 
it and there's only so much of the Ha'tak's failures you can fix with 
more power. Secondly, our hit and run war on the Goa'uld wouldn't 
be affected all that much even if Ra suddenly did get some kind of 
super ship. Thirdly if the Goa'uld were actually willing to sign a treaty 
to not use this big bad power source, | doubt the others are just 
going to give theirs up, especially since Tiamat and Osiris are dead 
and thus in no position to retrieve their own pieces. Fourthly, it's far 
more likely that a sudden power boost for any one System Lord 
would cause their fragile little alliance to implode, which would be 
hilarious." 


Done with his explanation, Naruto sucked in a deep breath and 
continued talking. "And lastly... Xanna and | were planning to go to 
the beach for a little vacation, so Ra is just going to have to wait his 


turn. With a little bit of luck the Supreme Douchebag won't blow 
himself up with this unimaginatively named power source and 
deprive us the pleasure of his company." 


Zarin simply stood there and stared at the horned man's retreating 
back, unable to grasp how he could be so unconcerned about a 
potential threat like this. It was as if he expected everything to 
always go his way, a level of arrogance that was really hard to even 
understand properly. 


Ra wasn't simply going to kill himself! 


Ra stared with stunned horror at the naquadah enhanced(by himself) 
nuclear warhead and knew that he had effectively killed himself. 


He had come here to retrieve his Eye and perhaps pick up a few 
pretty slaves. He hadn't expected outsiders to be on the planet, 
much less the Tau'ri. 


It had been ages since the First World had been lost to him and he 
had certainly not expected them to show up on Abydos of all places. 
True, more than enough time had passed for the primitive slaves to 
have advanced a great deal, but after five thousand years, you 
tended to stop thinking about that kind of thing. 


They had tamed the power of the atom, but they were still no match 
for his Horus Guard. He had treated them with disdain and intended 
to send their own weapon back to their world as revenge for the 
transgression of their ancient ancestors who had rebelled against 
him. Perhaps he would go back eventually and enslave the 
survivors. 


Unfortunately, he had underestimated them badly. They had been 
resourceful enough to turn the situation against him and now he 
could do nothing but watch with distant horror as the last moments of 
his life seemed to stretch on into infinity. 


The ancient System Lord was not even aware that he was 
screaming in terror and rage as the bomb exploded and his life 
ended in a blast of nuclear fire. 


Chillaxing on an exclusive nudist beach with a fruit cocktail and 
watching a game of naked female volleyball, Naruto suddenly 
frowned. 


"Why do | feel as if some sarcastic asshole just stole my thunder?" 


When | started writing this, I figured that | would have gotten to 
this point no later than chapter 6 or 7, but no plan survived 
contact with the enemy and the enemy is runaway plot bunnies. 
Now we've finally gotten to the part where Ra gets intense 
sunburn and Earth starts meddling in galactic affairs, 
something that | know many of you have been looking forward 
to. 


What will happen now? Will the Goa'uld respond to this incident 
with maturity befitting their ripe old age? Will the Tok'ra ever get 
Naruto and Xanna to take them seriously? Will Zarin and 
Juliana survive their ambassadorial assignment without 
descending into sexual depravity? Most critically of all, did the 
Rock Hard Booty Squad win the female's nudist volleyball 
championship and was anyone actually keeping score? 


To find out, tune in next time on Dragonball Z! 


... alternatively, you could also wait for the next update and find 
out that way. Most of it at any rate. 


Chapter 17 


Surprise buttsex! 


I mean update, surprise update. 


Ren'al nodded in greeting at the fellow Tok'ra that had come to 
collect her. 


Since being permanently stationed on Erius, Zarin/Juliana no longer 
wore the rather drab, tan colored clothing favored by most Tok'ra. 
Instead of that they wore what Ren'al guessed was a deliberately 
understated blouse and skirt. 


"Councilor, to what do | owe the visit?" Zarin asked and began to 
lead her nominal superior out of the extensive and heavily fortified 
facility that housed the stargate. 


"The Tok'ra have come across some critical information that we felt 
was prudent to share with the Empire." Ren'al answered. 


The Tok'ra and the Celestial Empire weren't exactly allies, but they 
were more than acquaintances. The Tok'ra were still wary of Naruto 
and Xanna's blunt declaration that they intended to absorb them into 
the Empire, though the fact that they apparently had no intention of 
using violence to do this helped. Conversely, the horned rulers didn't 
seem overly concerned with fostering closer relations and instead 
merely let things happen as they will. 


This odd relationship meant that their two factions only shared 
information with the other when they felt like it. 


The High Council had actually been extremely surprised when they 
were told the gate address for Erius. That bit of knowledge had 
always been guarded jealously and it had served the Empire well so 
far. They couldn't fathom why Naruto and Xanna would allow it to 


become known to them now. Even with the shield over the gate and 
the fortress it was housed in making assault through it just about 
impossible, once a planet's address was known it was easy to 
calculate its' position in the galaxy. 


The Tok'ra were happy to finally have that information to be sure, but 
they were well aware that they had just become a security risk for 
the Empire, making them wonder why they had been allowed to 
know it. 


"What kind of information?" Zarin asked curiously. 
"Ra is dead." Ren'al replied bluntly. 
Zarin froze in shock as she processed this information. 


The death of Ra had been a major goal of the Tok'ra for thousands 
of years, knowing that as long as the Supreme System Lord lived, 
the Goa'uld would never fall. Or at least, that had been the case until 
the Empire had showed up. With the changed situation, they had 
expected that Ra would meet his end in battle if he did at all. Having 
his death come out of nowhere like this was the last thing they 
expected. 


"It is not confirmed," Ren'al conceded. "but he is long overdue to 
return from his journey to Abydos and the other System Lords are 
already showing signs of descent into civil war." 


"This is wondrous news!" Zarin said with a wide smile, her pace 
quickening in her excitement. "We should go share this with Naruto 
or Xanna immediately." 


Ren'al forwned slightly as she increased her pace to match Zarin's. It 
was too soon to tell for sure, but Ren'al suspected that Zarin and 
Juliana were starting to 'go native’ as it were. The lack of military 
escort for Zarin in what was clearly a restricted facility said much 
about either trust in the Tok'ra ambassador or a complete lack of 
concern. 


"How has your task as an ambassador been?" She asked after a 
while, her voice betraying none of her thoughts. 


"It has been... an experience." Zarin answered slowly, obviously 
searching for the right word. 


"In what way?" Ren'al pressed. 


"The people here, they are... different... from any humans | have 
ever met. | am used to seeing them oppressed and fearful, but here 
they are strong and they know it." 


Ren'al went quiet a she considered Zarin's somewhat clumsy 
attempt at an explanation. The other Tok'ra obviously didn't know 
quite how to express her thoughts on the matter, but it was clear 
enough. With the way that Naruto and Xanna had shaped their 
civilization over the years and their consistent victories over the 
Goa'uld, the humans of the Empire would be anything but meek. 


Ren'al wondered what a blending would go with a host like these. 
The vast majority of Tok'ra hosts were either liberated slaves or 
people who had accepted a blending out of a desperate need for 
healing. Very few had the kind of personal will that would be 
commonplace for these humans. 


Of course, the strongest hosts would probably remain out of reach, 
given that most of those took a constant intake of Saisei. The drug 
that the Empire's scientists had developed from researching Goa'uld 
symbiotes boosted their immune systems to such an extent that it 
would likely kill any symbiote attempting a blending, consequently 
also killing the host. 


That had been one of the more shocking bits of knowledge that Zarin 
had passed onto them. 


"| would advise you to speak in plain human tones from here on out 
councilor." Zarin advised, ceasing her manipulation of Juliana's vocal 
chords. 


"For what purpose?" Ren'al asked curiously. 


"We are the only blended individuals in the Empire and would attract 
too much attention if this became known." 


"Hostile attention?" 


"No, but much of the civilian population is curious about the concept 
of a truly symbiotic blending. The braver ones may accost us with 
questions." Zarin explained. 


"Very well." Ren'al agreed, dropping the distinct reverb in her tone. 
The Tok'ra only used it to distinguish whether the current speaker 
was the host or the symbiote anyway. 


They made it out of the military installation holding the stargate soon 
after that and headed towards a waiting transport. 


Ren'al observed the great city passing beneath them with open 
fascination. High tech civilizations were a rarity in the galaxy thanks 
to the Goa'uld and those few that did exist were generally not 
welcoming to the Tok'ra for one reason or another, so they did not 
often get the chance to see such a sight. 


It stretched out towards the horizon like an endless expanse of 
buildings. Some of them were relatively small while others were vast 
things of glass and metal. Oftentimes, there were gardens or trees 
growing from the roofs, giving a sense of life and color to the 
otherwise grey metropolis. 


Somewhere in the middle was the impossible to miss palace situated 
on a hill, by far the largest building in sight and clearly so vast due to 
ego rather than need. It was bigger than anything any Goa'uld had 
ever built and would probably have the System Lords going green 
with envy at the sight of it. 


"| thought it excessive as well." Zarin confessed, seeing Ren'al's 
disapproving expression. "The people seem to draw a sense of pride 


from it though. Knowing that their Emperor and Empress live here 
seems to please the locals and keeps the surrounding city the most 
densely populated place in the Empire, despite all encouragement to 
go live elsewhere." 


Ren'al decided to change the subject instead of pondering the need 
of rulers to build giant structures for themselves. "Those buildings 
there look much older than the rest. Why is that?" 


"Monuments." Zarin explained. "The first library, the first school and 
a few other such buildings. They have long since fallen out of use, 
but are kept preserved for their historical value." 


That at least made Ren'al smile. Any civilization that valued 
knowledge couldn't be too bad, even if its' leaders were personally 
unlikeable. 


They were dropped off near the palace soon after that and made the 
short walk towards the stairs. Ren'al's councilor robes drew some 
odd looks from the passerby since she did kind of stick out, but that 
was all. As far as anyone was concerned, they were just a couple of 
women walking up the plaza that led to the palace stairway. 


It was a somewhat surreal experience for the councilor to see so 
many humans in once place and be almost completely ignored. 
Many of them had their attention glued to either personal computers 
of some sort or the people walking with them. Clearly, a slightly out 
of place robe didn't merit more than a glance. 


After a trip up the stairs by way of transporters and the frown 
inducing sight of the two large statues of Naruto and Xanna framing 
the entrance, they were finally inside the actual palace. 


To Ren‘al's surprise, it was not empty or filled with scurrying servants 
but fairly teemed with activity instead. She didn't get a chance to ask 
what the purpose of it all was as Zarin made her way through it, 
answering the occasional greeting from what were clearly 
acquaintances. 


"What is all that for?" She asked once they were in the emptier upper 
levels of the palace. 


"Though the Empire largely runs itself on a day by day basis, there 
are a number of things that Naruto and Xanna want to be kept 
informed of. Science projects, social developments, military 
movements, the progress of offworld settlements. The lower floors 
are taken up by offices used by people who keep track of these and 
other things and relay them to either Naruto or Xanna." Zarin 
explained, having asked much the same question when she first saw 
it. 


"| see." Ren'al murmured, quite a bit shocked. 


Zarin had of course relayed a lot of information about the Empire to 
the Tok'ra, but there was only so much reports could convey. Seeing 
it for herself really brought home the level of organization that was 
taken as being normal for them. 


The Goa'uld in comparison relied on Jaffa messengers sent through 

the gate or the long range communications spheres. It was not at all 

strange for a System Lord to have only vague information to go on... 
or even outright false information if one of their underlings decided to 
enact a personal scheme. 


It was starting to become apparent why the Goa'uld were finding 
themselves unable to deal with this enemy. Aside from the superior 
technology, they were simply so much better able to react at any 
given time that the Goa'uld must seem sluggish at best in 
comparisom. 


Lost in her own thoughts, Ren'al followed silently while Zarin led her 
through the halls. Eventually they made it to a larger room that was 
dominated by an obviously powerful computer system with multiple 
holographic projectors. In the middle of the technological island sat a 
woman with her silver hair cut practically short and wearing a tight 
blouse/skirt combo that emphasized her impressively large chest. 


Despite the bust size that might have implied that her job was to sit 
there and look pretty, she exuded an aura of formidable competence. 


"How may | help you?" She asked when they approached. 


"Greetings Kocho, this is Ren'al of the Tok'ra High Council, she has 
come to share critical information. Could we speak to Naruto?" Zarin 
said. 


“The Emperor has asked not to be disturbed at this time." Kocho 
replied. 


"What about Xanna then?" Zarin pressed. 


"The Empress is unavailable. You may tell your information to me 
and | will relay it to them later." 


"This information is very important, your Emperor will want to hear it 
immediately." Ren'al interjected, getting a bit frustrated at getting 
stonewalled by what was clearly an underling. 


Unknown to Ren'al, Kocho was not trying to stonewall her and was 
merely stating facts. 


Still, she could see the insistent posture of the two Tok'ra and gave 
in. "I think that you are perhaps overestimating the Emperor's ability 
to care about things, but since you seem to find this information so 
vital, | will take you to him anyway." 


"Thank you." Zarin said gratefully, knowing that getting a hold of 
either of the two horned monarchs when they didn't want to talk to 
anyone could be quite the difficult undertaking. 


Kocho shut down the holograms showing the multitude of tasks 
she'd been keeping track of and started walking deeper into the 
palace at a fast clip, expecting her guests to follow. 


It took about a minute of walking to reach what looked like the door 
to the royal quarters, at which point Kocho turned around to look at 


the two Tok'ra. "Press that button there and wait, he should answer 
the door shortly." 


As Kocho went back to her work station, Zarin and Ren‘al 
exchanged a quick glance before pressing the designated button. 


The seconds ticked by and nobody answered the door. Zarin had 
just been considering pressing it again when the door slid open and 
revealed Naruto. 


A very naked Naruto. 


A very naked Naruto whose member was pointing right at them. The 
appendage had obviously been in use recently if the wet sheen on it 
was any indication. 


"This had better be good." He grumbled, ignoring their staring. 
"Ra is dead." Ren'al blurted out. 


Her intended approach had been a great deal more diplomatic, but it 
was incredibly hard to be formal when the person you were talking to 
was naked. 


Naruto was slightly surprised by that, but he also suddenly 
understood that weird feeling he'd gotten on the beach a while ago. 
He'd forgotten all about it when his favorite team had won and they'd 
asked him to take a photo with them. 


"Well that's disappointing, but hardly worth interrupting me over." He 
sighed. 


"You are disappointed that Ra is dead?" Ren'al asked in disbelief. 
"Yep, | wanted to see how mad | could make him before | finally 


killed him." He confirmed. "Now if that's all I'm going to go back to 
what | was doing before this interruption." 


"But... but this is a perfect opportunity to strike at the Goa'uld!" 
Ren‘al insisted, raising her voice slightly in frustration at his failure to 
grasp the strategic opportunity. "They will be disorganized without Ra 
to hold them together. There may be no better time to bring them 
down." 


"Look, I'd love to talk about this more in depth," His tone indicated 
that he would like nothing of the sort. "but | was in the middle of 
something here... or someone as the case may be. Heh heh." 


Let me talk to him. Juliana said to Zarin. 
Acquiescing to her host's request, Zarin ceded control immediately. 


Juliana's good looks and rare features among the humans enslaved 
by the Goa'uld had unfortunately seen her taken from her family ata 
young age and subjected to years of training as a slave until the 
Tok'ra had gotten her out. As a consequence, she was not very 
assertive and felt more comfortable leaving Zarin in control most of 
the time. 


"Please Naruto? It won't take long." Juliana said softly, reaching out 
to touch his hand. 


The horned man felt his little sister syndrome kicking in at the 
earnest request, even though Juliana was a grown woman. After a 
few moments of silent mental battle between the desire to return to 
his earlier activity and the urge to help a cute girl, he admitted that 
he could certainly afford to delay for a couple of minutes. 


"Alright, make your pitch." He said with another sigh. 


While Ren'al sorely wished that he would cover up, she was still able 
to say her piece. 


"The other System Lords have waited for Ra to return thus far, but 
most have already concluded that he is likely dead. Apophis has 
long desired his brother's territories and is already making overtures 


to claim them. Heru'ur will not allow that however and most of the 
Horus Guard will default to his service since he was Ra's most loyal 
general. This will raise him instantly to System Lord status and a war 
will ignite between him and Apophis. The other System Lords will be 
harder to predict, but all of them will want to take some of Ra's 
former territory and superior technology. You could easily use the 
resulting chaos to strike at strategic targets that they will likely leave 
undefended in their haste to grab what they can of Ra's resources." 


"All true, and it corroborates the information I've gotten on Goa'uld 
fleet movements." He agreed. "But you're forgetting something.” 


"What are we forgetting?" Ren‘al frowned, inwardly wondering once 
again how he was even getting information on Goa'uld fleet 
movements. Alas, that was information that he'd refused to share so 
far. 


"The Goa'uld are making a mistake, and you never interrupt your 
enemies when they make mistakes. If we attack them now, they just 
might remember that they have a common enemy and decide to be 
civilized about dividing Ra's stuff between themselves. Instead, we're 
going to back off and let them bloody each others noses. Given how 
badly all of them want Ra's technology, this civil war will probably be 
short but very brutal and costly." Naruto explained. 


"So you will do nothing?" Ren'al asked just to be sure. His reasoning 
made sense, but it still felt like a colossal missed opportunity. 


"Well | wouldn't say nothing..." he said slyly, glancing behind him 
with a grin. "But yeah, we're gonna put all military action against the 
Goa'uld on hold until they stop killing each other, then we'll pick up 
where we left off." 


This time it was Ren'al who sighed. "Very well, | will inform the 
council." 


"You do that," Naruto nodded. "and I'l get back to my... recreational 
activity." 


With that, he retreated back into the room, leaving the two Tok'ra 
females standing awkwardly in the hallway. 


"That wasn't normal." Zarin said with a frown. 


"Indeed." Ren'al muttered, reflecting on how the most civilized 
discussion any member of the Tok'ra High Council had with the 
Celestial Emperor so far had been while he was naked. 


"Naruto was acting strange." Zarin continued. 
"Does he ever act anything but strange?" Ren'al asked rhetorically. 


"| mean that he was acting strange for him." Zarin amended. "He 
was clearly having sex and yet he did not invite us to join." 


Ren'al gave the other Tok'ra an incredulous look. 


Ruthlessly suppressing Juliana's blushing at how that could be 
construed, Zarin ploughed on with her point. "He always asks 
women to join. Naruto failing to proposition women who walk in on 
him having sex is almost as odd as a Jaffa failing to greet his teacher 
with respect." 


This garnered another incredulous look from Ren'al. A Jaffa showing 
disrespect to the master who had trained him was a major social 
blunder that could see the Jaffa in question getting ostracized by his 
fellows if he did not quickly make amends for it. 


"You seem to know him quite well, and | note that he allows you to 
use his name." She said with a questioning tone. 


"Naruto is a Surprisingly simple man once you get past his... 
uniqueness ." Zarin shrugged. "And he allows anyone to use his 
name, most are simply not comfortable referring to him by anything 
other than his title." 


"| see." Ren'al said thoughtfully. 


"| wonder what has him so distracted?" Zarin muttered mostly to 
herself before shaking it off and turning back to her fellow Tok'ra. 
"Would you like to get something to eat before you go back?" 


Ren‘al was caught of guard by the offer, having expected nothing 
more than a quick conversation to share the news of Ra's death 
before leaving. That had been done a lot faster than expected and 
there was no pressing need to go back to the Tok'ra base right away. 
It may also be a useful learning experience, but there was just one 
problem... 


"Would that even be allowed?" She asked. "I am assuming that my 
presence is being monitored to make certain that | am not going 
anywhere that | am not supposed to." 


"We are both being monitored to a certain extent," Zarin admitted. 
"but that is more to keep track of us should anything happen. If your 
movements were in any way restricted, we would have been 
informed." 


"Very well then." Ren'al agreed cautiously. 


It was... odd, to be given so much freedom of movement on a 
human world this advanced, especially since this was the first time 
she had been on it. Tok'ra were as a general rule not trusted 
anywhere and it was incredibly strange to be without an armed guard 
at all times. 


Strange, but nice. 


No doubt the situation would be different if Naruto and Xanna did not 
have so many tools available for accurately judging someone's 
character. She certainly didn't delude herself into thinking that all this 
leeway was the result of foolishness. 


In spite of herself, Ren'al's opinion of the Empire in general and 
Naruto in particular improved. He might be all sorts of annoying, but 
he was not an oppressive tyrant. 


Naruto sighed once he was back inside the room and grinned as he 
walked into the bedroom. 


Kneeling next to the bed with her arms bound behind her at multiple 
points with metal shackles and spreader bars to force them into a 
fully extended and immobile position that did not allow any leverage 
was Xanna. Aside from her arms, her ankles were similarly bound 
and forced apart by a another spreader bar. 


Nearby, Akitsu was in a similar situation, though in her case it was 
because she'd wanted to play too rather than because Naruto had 
surprised her and forced her into the bindings before she could react 
properly as he'd done with Xanna. 


"Sorry about that." He said pleasantly. "You know how the Tok'ra are, 
always with the terrible timing." 


Xanna glared at him furiously and stayed silent. 
Not that she could have spoken anyway with the contraption in her 
mouth preventing her from closing it. The best she could have done 


was gargle incoherently and that was simply so undignified as to be 
beneath her. 


"Now, where were we?" he asked rhetorically. 


Akitsu wiggled her breasts in an attempt to get him to pay attention 
to her. 


"No Akitsu, | don't think | was playing with you." He mused. 
The Ice Sekirei made a sound of disappointment. 
"Don't worry sweetie, | won't forget you." He soothed. 


That seemed to do the trick to make her feel better and she settled 
down to watch him. 


"Ah! | remember now." The horned man exclaimed rather fakely. "I 
was taking advantage of my dear wife's current helplessness." 


Xanna glared some more. 


Naruto paid the poisonous look no mind and sat on the bed. Next he 
reached forward to grab her horns and guided her mouth over his 
member. With the open-mouth gag(indestructible to keep her from 
crushing it with her jaws) currently forcing her mouth open, she had 
no choice but to take it all the way down her throat. 


After a few minutes of this, he reached his climax and released down 
her throat, pulling hard on her horns to make her swallow all of it. 


With a relaxed sigh, he pulled out of her mouth and patted her 
patronizingly over the head. 


"There we go, one denied orgasm made up for. Only several 
hundred more to go." He told her, lips twitching at the new levels of 
fury that entered her expression. It was somewhat ruined by the spit 
and trace amounts of sperm trickling down her chin, but her glare 
had lost none of its potency. 


If he wasn't currently depriving her of the power to kill by glaring, she 
would have probably atomized one of Erius' moons. 


"Be a good girl for a few minutes while | play with Akitsu, then I'll get 
back to you." 


Naruto knew that he was just digging a bigger hole for himself by 
doing this. He knew that once he let her go, Xanna was going to 
think up something horribly cruel to do to him. 


Unfortunately, Naruto was also having way too much fun to reasses 
the wisdom of his current behavior. In addition to his questionable 
decision making process, he was also morbidly curious about her 
reaction. 


He suspected that he was going to regret riling her up so badly when 
the time came, but he really, really wanted to know what she was 
going to come up with. 


Goa'uld neutral ground, Hasara Space Station. 
Some time later. 


The System Lords were once more gathered under the flag of truce 
after the infighting that had occured following the presumed death of 
Ra. 


Heru'ur was now fully a System Lord, having secured the loyalty of a 
large portion of his father's troops before Apophis could conquer 
them. The change was not particularly strange to him, as he had 
been a System Lord in all but name for thousands of years. Only 
loyalty to his father(an extremely strange trait for any Goa'uld) had 
kept him in Ra's service for so long instead of striking out on his 
own. 


Apophis was of course enraged by this, as he had hoped to usurp 
the position of Supreme System Lord from his brother, but Heru'ur 
had prevented that. 


As the Tok'ra had predicted, the scuffle between them had attracted 
the attention of the others and soon there was widespread civil war 
as Ra's dominion was torn apart and divided between them. A 
number of planets had been lost, as Ra was the only one who had 
known of them, but the System Lords did not spare any attention for 
those. 


The only one who had not dived into it wholeheartedly had been Yu, 
who had enough self-restraint to recall that they were in fact in the 
middle of a war with a foreign power. He had fully expected the 
Celestial Empire to show up at the worst possible time and extract a 
heavy price for the foolishness of his fellow System Lords. 


He had been genuinely surprised when nothing of the sort 
happened, but reflecting upon it later, felt that he understood. The 
fact that there had been no new sightings of enemy ships, no raids 
through the stargate and no silent assassins killing off underlings 
was a bit of a clue in that direction. 


The Empire had deliberately backed off to watch as they weakened 
themselves, and weakened they had. 


The war over Ra's territory had not taken too long, but it had been 
costly. 


Over two hundred Ha'tak had been destroyed and tens of thousands 
of Jaffa were dead. Those were bigger losses than what the 
Celestial Empire had inflicted on them. Considerably bigger 


All of them had more territory than they used to, but their armies and 
fleets had shrunk. Yu wondered if he was the only one to realize that 
this would only serve to give the Empire more targets that they 
couldn't defend. 


On the up side, they had all gotten their hands on Ra's technology 
and their Ha'tak were now significantly more powerful. Even Yu, 
whose domain was too far removed from Ra's to attack with ships, 
had managed to secure those technologies for himself, he had 
merely done it a bit differently. Either by sending Jaffa through the 
stargate on specific missions or by attacking closer Goa'uld who 
already had the technology. The end result was the same at any 
rate. 


One might have assumed that it had been Yu who had called this 
meeting, but they would be wrong. 


It had in fact been Apophis. 


"Why have you called us here Apophis?" Heru'ur demanded. 


While angered at being spoken to in such a tone, Apophis 
nevertheless answered without rancor. "I have called this summit to 
remind us that we have a common foe and should not fight amongst 
each other." 


"We were only fighting amongst each other because of your greed 
for Ra's territories." Cronus pointed out snidely, ignoring the fact that 
he had been intending to do the exact same thing before being 
beaten to it. 


"As if you are one to talk." Kali called him out. "You desired them the 
same as the rest of us." 


Cronus looked as if he was about to make an angry retort, but Yu 
pre-empted him by pounding his fist on the armrest of his seat. 


"Enough!" He snapped, getting the conversation forcefully back on 
track. "Apophis speaks of grand principle, but we can do nothing 
except defend ourselves until we find the world that the Celestial 
Empire calls home." 


"And if | have found this world?" Apophis gloated. 


That instantly silenced everyone before they erupted in a clamor of 
demands that he reveal it. 


Apophis let them shout with a smug look on his face. He was going 
to use this as leverage to bring him one great step closer to the 
coveted spot of Supreme System Lord. 


Eventually, they settled down enough for Ba'al to ask a question of 
his own. 


"How did you find it? We have never managed to capture one of their 
warriors before." 


"It was not one of their warriors that betrayed the secret." Apophis 
admitted. 


"Who then?" Olokun demanded irritably. 


"Not long ago, My Jaffa came across a small group of humans on 
one of my slave worlds and captured them. They broke quickly under 
torture and surrendered all they knew. They were part of a small 
group that had split off from the Empire years ago due to their dislike 
of the Emperor and Empress." 


Many of the System Lords sneered at this, disgusted at how weak 
this Emperor and Empress must be to allow something like that to 
happen. 


"| attacked them with two Ha'tak and easily destroyed them. They 
made for poor slaves, but a few were suitable as hosts." 


"You will of course share any technology you recovered?" Yu asked, 
though there was a hint of threat in his tone. 


"They did not employ much technology, so there was nothing to 
recover." Apophis admitted. "But... | did get the symbol combination 
for the homeworld of the Celestial Empire." 


"We should begin preparing our forces to attack immediately." 
Heru'ur snarled. 


"Yes, we should." Apophis agreed. "But as the one to have found this 
valuable information, | demand several choice worlds and a tithe of 
naquadah." 


"Insolence!" Cronus bellowed angrily. 


"You would have us satisfy your greed while this abomination mocks 
us?!" Bastet added her own voice to the outrage. 


"It was | who discovered this information!" Apophis yelled back, 
himself getting angry because everyone else was getting angry at 
him. "You can either compensate me for it or | will keep it to myself!" 


"You do not have the strength to defeat them by yourself." Svarog 
scoffed contemptously. 


"Perhaps not." Apophis conceded grudgingly, recalling that the Jaffa 
he had sent through the stargate had never returned. "But at least | 
know where they are. We can destroy them together and share in 
their technology for a small price or you can continue being prideful 
and allow them to live." 


Though angered by the arm twisting, the System Lords eventually 
agreed to cede two dozen planets to Apophis' control, as well as 
enough naquadah to construct about twenty Ha'tak. Most of them 
planned to attack him and get it back later anyway. 


"So it is agreed." Yu said. "We will gather our forces and attack 
together, sharing all recovered technology, resources and slaves." 


They would all naturally try to secretly grab as much for themselves 
as they could, but that was a given. 


"There is one other thing." Nirrti spoke up, having been mostly silent 
thus far. "If at all possible, | want the Emperor and Empress captured 
alive, or at least intact." 


"You want a Hok'taur host for yourself." Amaterasu stated with 
certainty. 


"As do we all." Nirrti agreed easily. "| would study them and share my 
findings with the other System Lords of course." 


Provided that the findings were useless of course, otherwise she 
would be keeping everything to herself. 


"| will agree to that if each of us can have an underling present for 
your research." Ba'al said, easily seeing through the ploy. 


Nirrti kept her mouth from twisting into an ugly sneer and nodded. 
Those underlings would either convert to her side or die in the event 


that the host was worth it. 


Immediately after that meeting, the System Lords began mustering a 
great fleet to attack and completely obliterate the Celestial Empire. 


Goa'uld society being of a feudal nature, this process took a lot of 
time. Months were spent waiting for all the Ha'tak and Jaffa to show 
up at the planet that was the designated meeting spot, but that was 
far from the only thing that had to be done. They needed food, water 
and a bunch of other supplies before they could begin the journey to 
a world as distant as Erius. 


Threats had to be issued constantly to prevent revenge obsessed 
Jaffa from settling old scores, underlings had to be assigned anda 
rudimentary chain of command figured out. 


It was one of the biggest joint Goa'uld military actions ever 
undertaken and twice as chaotic because there was no more 
Supreme System Lord to lay down the law. 


Obviously, an undertaking like this was not exactly low key and the 
Empire had caught wind of it very early on, courtesy of the still 
unfinished network of spy probes scattered over the galaxy. They 
didn't know what a force of that size was intended for, but it didn't 
take a genius to guess it was for something big. Considering that the 
list of big things the Goa'uld could be mustering that kind of force for 
at the moment was rather small, they guessed that the snakes must 
have finally learned Erius' location somehow. 


The Tok'ra had learned of it even faster, though not by much. With 
the sheer amount of people involved and the standard Goa'uld 
incompetence in matters of information control, they also had no 
trouble sniffing out pretty much everything shy of the actual plan of 
attack that was known only to the System Lords and their First 
Primes. 


Since she had done so well the first time, Ren'al had been assigned 
as a semi-permanent messenger whenever critical information had 
to be shared with the Empire. 


Privately, Ren'al also suspected that Garshaw had assigned her this 
duty so that she wouldn't have to do it herself. The Grand Councilor 
was still in something of a snit because of Naruto's rather disgusting 
prank. 


Regardless of the reasons, Ren'al was once again on Erius to share 
what the Tok'ra knew of the impending attack. 


In a mirror of her previous visit, she and Zarin had needed to 
convince Kocho that it was important since both Naruto and Xanna 
were unavailable. 


Events only deviated when it was a naked Xanna that answered the 
door this time instead of a naked Naruto. 


Much less shocked than she'd been the first time and relieved that it 
at least didn't look as if they had just interrupted them during 
intercourse, Ren'al was able to stay composed. 


"Greetings Empress." She said. 
"Yes, yes." Xanna Said irritably. "Was there a purpose to your visit?" 


Pleasant expression cracking a bit at the rudeness, Ren'al decided 
to get to the point. "The System Lords are massing an army for the 
purpose of attacking you here." 


"Ah, so that is what they are doing. We had guessed as much, but it 
is good to have it confirmed." Xanna replied, some of her irritable 
demenour fading into a more thoughtful one. "I wonder how they 
found us?" 


"The Tok'ra have investigated our people thoroughly and can assure 
you that it was not learned from us." The councilor said firmly, not 


wanting there to be any false accusations or hostility on that front. 


"Yes, it is a bit early for that." Xanna agreed. "We had not expected 
the secret to become known to the Goa'uld for a while longer, but it 
is of little consequence." 


"You were expecting them to find you?" Ren'al asked in surprise. 


"Of course." Xanna said back in a tone that implied the Tok'ra was an 
idiot for not figuring it out herself. "If we had wanted to keep it secret, 
you would not have been told the gate address. Though | suppose 
the point is moot if they did not learn it from you. A mystery for 
another day that." 


"But why would you want..." Ren'al began and trailed off as the 
realization hit her. "It's a trap. The Goa'uld will come here in force 
and find a prepared enemy." 


"Exactly." The horned woman said with an anticipatory grin. "I've 
been looking forward to a pitched battle for some time now. It should 
be glorious." 


Ren'al would not exactly call it glorious, but with what she'd just 
learned, it would likely be a crippling defeat for the Goa'uld, which 
was always something to be celebrated. 


They System Lords were too used to fighting simply by throwing 
more soldiers or more ships into a fight and hoping to overwhelm 
their enemies. Even with the many battles they had lost against the 
Celestial Empire, this had not changed. The only one that had shown 
any sign of adapting at all had been Yu, but he clearly didn't really 
know how to adapt. He had always been one of the more 
strategically minded Goa'uld, but was obviously out of his depth this 
time. 


The Goa'uld would cobble together a massive and poorly organized 
armada and then descend on Erius in force, intending to overpower 
the Empire. It was a poor strategy, but it may have worked if the 


Empire's forces were ever cornered in a position where retreat was 
impossible. 


With the target being Erius, retreat was impossible, but was unlikely 
to be needed if a trap was being set. Naruto and Xanna had already 
proven themselves cunning enough to take maximum advantage of 
their defensive position. The Goa'uld would fly into a slaughter. 


She could not even be upset at the Tok'ra being used as the catalyst 
to spring the trap. It wasn't as if they had been put in any extra 
danger, they had merely been given a critical piece of information 
that might have eventually passed into enemy hands through them. 


"Do come back and tell us if you learn the specific time at which they 
intend to attack, otherwise we will have to guess." Xanna said, 
breaking into Ren‘al's thoughts. "| have something | need to get back 
to right now, but feel free to stay for a while." 


"Uhm, thank you." Ren'al replied, momentarily shocked at the 
sudden courtesy. 


Xanna turned around and went back into the room, leaving the two 
Tok'ra alone in the hallway. 


A few seconds ticked by before Zarin asked the question that was on 
her mind. 


"Do you also feel as if we keep interrupting something important?" 


"Who was it?" Naruto asked from his tied-to-the-bed position. 


"The Tok'ra." Xanna answered as she sauntered across the room. 
"They really do have terrible timing." 


"Yeah." Naruto agreed absently, his eyes glued to her ass. "Umm, 
Xanna?" 


"Yes husband?" 
"What are you going to do to me?" He asked with some trepidation. 


She'd been freaking him out ever since he'd ambushed her with the 
power negation and completely dominated her. 


It had gone as expected at first, with there being enough rage in her 
eyes to heat up the room. 


Then it had turned really weird. 
Towards the end she'd been acting almost docile. 
Xanna did not do docile. 


He would have been less disturbed if she'd been spitting hellfire right 
in his face. He had been seriously worried that he'd gone too far and 
had tried everything he could think of to get her to tell him what was 
wrong, to no avail. 


For months, things had been really creepy like that. 


He'd been relieved when she had ambushed him all of a sudden and 
tied him to the bed. Getting her revenge over with was infinitely 
better than wallowing in uncertainty as she answered every 
concerned inquiry with a sweet smile and an equally sweet 
assurance that everything was fine. 


Xanna did not do sweet. 


So here he now was, tied to the bed and glad that he was about to 
be tortured in some sexual way because it was better than having 
his wife acting nice and gentle. 


If Naruto were a different man, he might have wondered at how 
fucked up his life was. 


He focused back on her as she picked something up. 


"| must congratulate you Naruto." She began, her voice casual. 
"For what?" He asked. 


"For what you did to me. | honestly did not know how to retaliate 
appropriately for some time. | thought of locking you into a female 
form and returning the favor, but that would be so uninspired." 


Naruto bit his lip. Yes, that would have been uninspired and he might 
very well have enjoyed it. Even Naruto wasn't sure anymore where 
he had his boundaries. 


"It would also have been impractical, since | would need to wait for 
you to transform first." 


That was true, he admitted. He didn't spend a lot of time as a woman 
and she couldn't force him to. 


"For months | pondered what | could do that would properly 
demonstrate my feelings about what you did to me." 


Naruto was starting to get worried now. Xanna was monologuing and 
that was never a good thing. 


"Finally it occured to me that | did not need to be original, | merely 
needed to escalate. That was, after all, what you did." She finished, 
opening her palm and showing what she had picked up earlier. "For 
that purpose | have made this." 


It was a strip of some kind of flexible material in a beige, almost 
white color. 


"What is it?" He asked warily. 


"You will see soon enough." She assured and pressed it to his 
member, whereupon it stretched to go all the way around and 
connect together seamlessly. 


It was snug, but very far from the weirdest thing that had ever been 
on his penis. He didn't think it was as innocent as it seemed though. 


"It doesn't feel like much." He said without conviction. 
Xanna's answering chuckle was not very comforting. 


Naruto was still tense and wary even as she straddled him and took 
him inside with a pleased sigh. 


"Do relax husband, | am not going to hurt you." She said, sliding 
slowly back and forth on top of him. 


He didn't believe her for a second, but was not really in a position to 
do anything about it. His bindings were quite unbreakable and so 
was the bed. 


Seeing as he had no real options, he relaxed and did his best to 
enjoy being ridden without thinking about what the mysterious thing 
on his penis was supposed to be. 


Soon, her motions and the occasional sexy moan had him ready to 
burst and he knew that she was approaching her own orgasm as 
well. He feared for a moment that she would stop just before he 
climaxed, but she seemed to have no intention of getting off. 


Her inner muscles clenched and he felt himself going over the 
edge... only to hit what felt like a block that bottled up the pressure 
and prevented release. She continued to get tighter and tighter 
under the force of her orgasm and cried out in pleasure, but Naruto 
found himself desperately thrusting his hips and only serving to 
increase the pressure in his loins. 


"Mmmmmm." She rumbled salaciously, continuing to roll her hips to 
take maximum advantage of his frenzied attempts to thrust deeper 
into her. 


"What did you do?" He ground out through clenched teeth, his face 
red from exertion. 


"Hmm? Oh, that little band around your joystick will block your 
orgasm just as it is about to start, denying release but preserving the 
pressure." She explained. "This way you will stay nice and hard for 
my enjoyment, get punished for the way you humiliated me and you 
won't be making a mess. Everyone wins." 


"| don't feel like a winner." He ground out. 


"| know beloved." She said with false sympathy, starting to move her 
hips with more force and smiling evilly at the faces he was making as 
the pressure of a new orgasm started joining the first. "But take heart 
in the knowledge that | will probably get bored of this in a few days, 
two weeks at the most." 


Naruto held back a whimper. It was as he had suspected, he was 
seriously regretting the way he'd pissed her off by treating her like a 
tamed dog. 


"Of course, | could always get a substitute to fill in for me while | go 
take a bath or read a book." She mused. "What do you think 
husband? Do you think | should give Akitsu a turn as well? You did 
do the same to her as well after all, though she certainly didn't seem 
to mind." 


"Isn't this kind of dangerous?" He asked desperately. "What if my 
balls explode or something?" 


"Dangerous?" She asked archly. "Oh no, no, no Naruto. This is not 
dangerous. What you did to me, that was dangerous. This is is 
merely a consequence of your actions." 


Any reply Naruto might have made was cut off as she once again 
clenched her muscles as hard as possible and triggered another 
increase in the pressure in his loins. 


"Oh my." She sighed out in pleasure. "I should do this more often. I'd 
forgotten how much fun | used to have watching mortals squirm 
similar to what you are doing right now just before they died under 
me, though your continuous torment is much more enjoyable than 
the few moments they had before their weak hearts gave out. Did 
you know | started up a few legends on Succubi in my youth?" 


"Somehow, I'm not surprised." He groaned out, going for a different 
approach and trying to calm down. The words ‘death by Snu-Snu' 
currently going through his mind provided a convenient direction of 
focus that wasn't sex. 


"None of that now." She chided and began bouncing on him. "I really 
should thank you Naruto. If you hadn't humiliated me so badly, | 
might never have rediscovered my passion for the alternate uses of 
sex, and you are so much more... durable than my previous victims. 
| feel three thousand years younger." 


"Are you thankful enough to give me a break?" He asked hopefully. 


"Hmm..." She considered, slowing down her bouncing. "Maybe one 
break at the end of the day. | will allow you one orgasm. | wonder 
how strong it will be as you spill yourself into me in thick. Hard. 
Spurts." 


Naruto groaned again as the mental imagery and dirty talk pushed 
him right up to the edge again. 


Why did he have the feeling that he'd created a monster? Or woken 
it up as the case may be. 


Regardless of how logistically challenged the Goa'uld as a whole 
were, they did eventually manage to get their armada moving. Both 
the Tok'ra and the Empire knew about it almost instantly and 
calculations were made to ascertain as accurate a time of arrival as 
possible. 


They narrowed it down to a week, during which time all military 
assets of the Empire were at high alert and watching their entire star 
system for any sign of their appearance. 


Nobody was surprised when they showed up at the outer edges, that 
being the standard Goa'uld procedure when attacking a star system. 


The defenders tensed at the sight of nearly four hundred Ha'tak 
motherships exiting hyperspace and beginning their approach. They 
had foreknowledge of both the attack and the numbers arrayed 
against them, but they didn't like being so outnumbered. 


Sitting on the bridge of the Malleus, Naruto was one of the few 
people that were not at all worried. Instead he merely grinned widely. 


"It's about damn time." 


The System Lords knew instantly that Apophis’ information was 
correct. 


The star system was swarming with industry, so very different from a 
Goa'uld held system that might have a few Ha'tak or orbital defenses 
set up, but little more than that. 


There were certainly orbital defenses present, quite a few of them 
even. Relatively close to the sun, there were several vast structures 
that they guessed had to be factories of some sort, feeding on the 
star's power and producing the ships that had caused them so much 
trouble. 


A multitude of smaller, blockier ships were leaving the asteroid belts 
and moving inwards, no doubt fleeing from the might of their fleet. 
Probably mining ships. 


How quaint that the Empire was apparently so small that it had to 
resort to asteroid mining. 


The familiar military ships of the Empire were forming up, clearly 
having expected them. That was irritating, as the Goa'uld had been 
hoping to take them by surprise, but seeing as there only seemed to 
be just shy of a hundred and fifty ships it wouldn't matter. 


They had suspected that the Empire had far fewer ships than them 
for a long time and the confirmation was received with glee. 


With supreme confidence that the Empire wouldn't be able to run 
away this time, they started a leasurely approach, intending to cause 


intimidation with the size of their fleet in comparison to that of the 
Empire. 


"Just once, it would have been nice if the Goa'uld surprised me with 
a good decision." Naruto said with a sigh. 

"Heika?" His tactical officer questioned in a puzzled tone. 

"Just lamenting the poor quality of my enemies Johnson, don't mind 
me." The horned man replied. "How are the stealth ships doing with 
the repositioning of the mines?" 

"Making steady progress sir. Since the Goa'uld seem to be taking 
their time, we are estimating that we will be able to have 70% of 
them in their new positions before they come too close." 

"Are they making any indication of spreading out a bit?" 
"Negligible." 

"Right, of course. Why do | even ask?" Naruto muttered. 


"Why would you want them to spread out?" Zarin, who was there at 
Naruto's insistence, asked. 


"It's not that | want them to spread out really. | just feel like I'm 
fighting a war agains the mentally challenged here. The way they're 


clumped together is great for concentrating fire, but horrible for 
defense and maneuvering. If they go into the minefield with that 
formation, they'll suffer astronomical losses." Naruto explained. 


"They do not know the mines are there since you have equipped 
them with cloaking devices." Zarin pointed out reasonably. 


"That's not the point. They have no idea what kind of defenses we 
have and they're coming at us as if nothing can hurt them." Naruto 
countered. 


"This is the largest Goa'uld fleet assembled since the war against 

Anubis, over a third of the System Lords total military might. They 

likely do feel as if nothing can hurt them since they outnumber you 
so badly." 


"That's nice and all, but-" 


"Heika, incoming transmission." The communications officer 
interjected. 


"| guess they want to talk." Naruto mused. "Answer them and put my 
wife on the line too." 


The viewscreen changed to show a splitscreen view of every 
participant in the conversation, which meant all the System Lords as 
well as Naruto and Xanna. 


"Your defiance and blasphemy against the Goa'uld ends here at long 
last." Apophis proclaimed grandly, being allowed to take the lead 
since he had been the one to find the Empire. "Surrender and you 
will be allowed to live as slaves of the gods!" 


While every human who heard this fumed with palpable anger, 
Naruto started snickering. 


Xanna's lips twitched in amusement as well, then her shoulders 
started shaking. 


The snickering from Naruto turned into full blown laughter, which in 
turn set off Xanna, sending both of them into wheezing fits as they 
talked through their humor. 


"That's so adorable, he thinks they can win!" Xanna gasped. 


"| Know!" Naruto agreed through his chuckles. "it's like... like 
watching a baby trying to stand up for the first time." 


"Silence filth!" Bastet snapped. "You will suffer for your insolence and 
your world will burn." 


Contrary to her intentions, this just made them laugh harder. 


"Look at the little kitty roar!" Naruto howled, slapping the armrest on 
his chair. 


The System Lords were clearly enraged at not being taken seriously 
even now and cut the connection. 


"Attack! | want them destroyed!" Apophis bellowed, his face twisted 
with rage. 


Nearby, Teal'c, First Prime of Apophis, clenched his jaw and did his 
best to look angry. It wouldn't do to crack a smile right now. 


He might not like the Celestial Empire and what they were doing, but 
he hated the false gods and seeing someone get under Apophis' 
skin like that was terribly amusing. 


"Do not allow yourself to be goaded!" Yu snapped from his own ship. 
"You play into their hands by being provoked so easily." 


Unlike most of the other System Lords, Yu had cottoned on to the 
fact that the insults and mockery was a horrendously effective tactic. 
He had fallen prey to it himself and suffered bitter losses for it. The 


others had lost much more than him and had clearly not even 
realized that they were being played for fools. 


"Stay in formation, we will repay their insolence in due time." He 
continued more calmly. 


The others seethed in fury, but settled in to wait for their revenge, 
fantasizing about the tortures they would visit on the people of this 
world to make themselves feel better. 


"Are the artillery ships in position?" Naruto asked. 
"They are, Heika." 


"Excellent, have the carriers launch our bombers and have them 
ready to strafe the side that Xanna's flight isn't on." 


"| will take the left side." Xanna offered. 
"We're on ships, it's called the 'port' side." Naruto chided. 
"Which is another word for 'left'." She sniffed and cut the connection. 


Naruto rolled his eyes and adressed the officer in charge of the 
bomber squadrons. "You heard the lady, you've got the starboard 
side." 


"Would that be the 'right' side, Heika?" The man in question asked 
innocently. 


"Yes you cheeky bastard, that would be the ‘right’ side." He 
answered with yet another eyeroll. "Move us forward in a spearhead 
formation. Have the second wave follow us at half a million 
kilometers to make sure they stay off our backs." 


"Heika, the enemy has seen us launching bombers and are 
deploying their own support craft." The sensors officer warned. 


"Perfect." Naruto said dryly. "let's call up the Goa'uld again. Don't 
wait for them to accept though, just hack their comm gear and force 
a connection.” 


The Goa'uld were surprised when their respective viewscreens 
activated again to show the two horned people that they all hated. 


"In the interest of fairness, we will give you this one chance to 
surrender. Leave all of your ships and Jaffa here and fly away in an 
Al'kesh." Xanna offered graciously. 


The Goa'uld were first confused by the unbidden activation of the 
viewscreens, then they were stunned by the sheer audacity of the 
horned woman. That caused a small silence to form. 


They never got to voice their reply as Naruto inserted himself into the 
conversation. 


"Actually, FUCK THE OFFER OF SURRENDER AND FUCK YOU 
TOO!" He bellowed and smashed his fist on a rather out of place big 
red button, then he went into a strange pose that looked as if he was 
holding some large object with both hands and began wiggling his 
fingers. 


"MEEDLYMEEDLYMEEDLYMOWWWWWW"" 


Everyone that saw this - be they Jaffa, Goa'uld or Imperial - could 
only stare without comprehension, though the Imperials at least 
knew that he was doing an air guitar solo, however inappropriately 
timed it was. 


An important sounding beep on the sensors of the Goa'uld ships 
brought the Jaffa out of their stupor, only for their eyes to widen in 
alarm. 


"Objects decloaking, we are in the middle of a minefield!" 


"Fly us right into the middle!" Naruto commanded gleefully once he'd 
stopped air guitaring. "Begin strafing runs and have the artillery ships 
begin firing." 


"We are still outnumbered!" Zarin protested, wishing not for the first 
time that he hadn't insisted on bringing her along. 


He was clearly not mentally fit to be in command of a starship. 


"We'll be fine." He waved off her concerns. 


Teal'c frantically tried to make sense of the chaos that the Goa'uld 
formation had turned into as every ship seemed to be acting 
independently. 


Large numbers of the deployed death gliders and Al'kesh were either 
destroyed or damaged and the sensors were operating at less than 
optimal efficiency because of the interference generated by the 
mines. 


Close to a hundred Ha'tak had been either destroyed or damaged, 
including a few that carried System Lords. Svarog had apparently 
died an ignoble death and Camulus was already trying to retreat with 
his damaged ship. Any sense of order had disintegrated as the 
System Lords issued conflicting orders. 


Truth be told, Teal'c had been hoping that this attack would fail, but 
he had a family waiting for him and did not intend to die here. He just 
needed to convince Apophis that retreat would be a good idea. 


"Target the lead ship! If we destroy it, they will break and we will 
win!" The Goa'uld in question ordered, enraged beyond reason. 


Convincing Apophis to save his own skin was usually not a difficult 
thing to do, but it seemed he was currently too angry to remember 
that he was a coward at heart. 


As the forces of Apophis began attempting to restore some 
coherency and return fire at the advancing ships with the Malleus in 
the lead, an even dozen ships emerged from their hiding places in 
the asteroid belt that the Goa'uld fleet had passed a while ago. 


They were ungainly things, big and clumsy. Their engines were not 
powerful enough to have made them viable for the hit and run 
attacks that the Empire had been performing so far. 


Their weaponry consisted of a number of large mass accelerators 
that fired 6 meter long metal spikes at close to 60,000 kilometers per 
second, through magnetic propulsion and gravity manipulation. On 
the top of the ship was a much larger weapon called a gravity 
catapult that worked on a similar principle but fired appropriately 
sized asteroids at slightly lower speeds instead of pre-prepared 
metal spikes. 


These were weapons that had been developed with considerable 
help from the Asgard, though the grey aliens hadn't known the 
knowledge would be used for weapons development at the time. 


They had been quite appalled at the brutal and inelegant weapons 
that had been made with the knowledge, having never conceived of 
such a thing before. There was no denying their effectiveness 
though, as no Goa'uld shield could withstand that amount of kinetic 
energy being dumped into it in one go. 


Despite their effectiveness and speed however, they were still quite 
far from the actual fighting and would take a while to reach their 
targets. Fortunately that was not their main purpose, but rather to 
give the Goa'uld yet another thing to worry about. With six ships on 
each side of the battle and firing their projectiles in a criss-crossing 
pattern across the back of the Goa'uld formation, they would either 
have to move forward and crowd the others or move back and 
become ineffectual. They could also move up or down of course, but 
it would amount to the same thing, in addition to forcing them to 
waste time turning the ship in order to actually move it up or down. 


It was entirely possible that they might actually not notice all the crap 
being flung at them in light of everything else that was going on. 


"Fire until the guns glow, and then keep firing! " Naruto cackled, 
having entirely too much fun as his ship cleaved a path directly 
through the middle of the Goa'uld formation. 


After the sudden and instantly horrible losses inflicted by the 
minefield, followed by the three pronged frontal assault and the 
artillery ships throwing all sorts of crud at the Goa'uld's back, there 
wasn't even an approximation of organization present to their fleet 
anymore. It almost seemed like every Ha'tak was doing its' own 
thing. 


To the left, Xanna and her escort ships were ripping into that flank, 
her small-ish but very powerful and maneuverable ship outclassing 
the Goa'uld pyramid ships by a hilarious degree. She was having 
just as much fun as him, this he knew. He couldn't see her, but he 
could her the echo of her delighted laughter in his mind. 


On the right flank, masses of bombers were dumping their deadly 
payloads and causing damage that was quite disproportionate to 
their size. 


His own spearhead assault was taking the brunt of the enemy fire, 
though not nearly as much as it might have if not for the two flanking 
attacks and the reserves making sure that anything they missed 
couldn't take potshots at their back. 


"Shield strength dropping!" Someone warned. 


"Switch to secondary shield emitters and increase power to shields." 
Naruto ordered, his eyes glued to the lovely chaos of the battlefield. 
He was honestly stunned that the Goa'uld still hadn't figured out that 
shooting at his ship was stupid as hell, but he supposed that careful 
target selection was not a priority when their organization was so 


ruined that he had actually seen two Ha'tak crashing into each other. 
That had been funny, he would need to save that bit of video. 


"We don't have any more power to allocate!" 

“Overclock the reactors to 150% capacity." 

"Which one?" 

"All of them!" 

"But what if they blow?" The harried engineer protested. 

"They'll be fine, now do it already!" Naruto snapped, surreptitiously 
drawing away some of the heat from the reactors. The man hada 
point after all, overclocking all of them was pretty risky. 

Sitting next to him, Zarin kept a white knuckled grip on her chair and 
promised herself to never again let Naruto talk her into coming along 


with him when he was going into battle. 


She was a spy, not a starship officer! 


"My lord, we must retreat!" Teal'c shouted desperately, seeing the 
enemy ships carving a path towards them. They had already nearly 
been destroyed once, having saved themselves only because they 
had pulled back and let one of Cronus' Ha'tak get annihilated in their 
place. 


Teal'c had been all too pleased to leave that particular false god ina 
lurch, since Cronus had murdered his father. 


Apophis was nearly frothing at the mouth at the mockery that had 
been made of them yet again. 


Four hundred ships. Four hundred! Against a hundred and fifty and 
they were losing. 


They'd lost nearly a hundred to the minefield and the rest were 
dropping like flies as ship commanders panicked and did whatever 
seemed good at the time. 


He wanted to hurt these Imperials so badly that his eyes were 
glowing near constantly in his rage. Unfortunately, he knew that 
Teal'c was right. There would be no victory here. Several System 
Lords had already retreated and one had died, further diminishing 
their fighting force. 


With a shout of rage, he ordered the a retreat, but not before one 
final act of spite. There were several Ha'tak that were still combat 
able and now behind the enemy line. 


Those he ordered to move towards the planet and cause as much 
damage as possible before they were destroyed. Not all of them 
listened since they didn't all owe their loyalty to him, but enough did. 


Soon after Apophis left, the Goa'uld morale broke completely and a 
massed retreat started. Apophis was not the only one to issue the 
same spiteful order and a few dozen Ha'tak sped towards the planet 
on their suicidal mission. 


The defense platforms shot down most of them, but a handful got 
through those as well and made it to orbit. 


When they tried to fire on the cities nearest to them however, they 
found to their dismay that those were also shielded. 


And they had surface mounted defensive cannons as well, which 
made short work of the Ha'tak. 


Naruto had gotten a lot of criticism for his insistence that every 
population center above a certain size needed to have both a shield 
and surface-to-orbit cannons. People had whined and cited it as an 
unnecessary expenditure of resources and a blemish on the beauty 
of their cities, but he had refused to budge on the subject. 


Those same people would be suspiciously quiet from that point on 
when the same thing was being done on the colony worlds. 


It didn't prevent all the damage, as some of the Ha'tak's managed to 
fire off a few shots at smaller communities that weren't shielded, but 
the damage was miniscule compared to what it might have been. 


"The after battle report Heika." Kocho said, offering her computer 
pad to Naruto. 


"Give me a summary." He said with a sigh and waved off the 
computer, stretched out in a hot tub. 


"An estimated three hundred and fifteen of four hundred enemy 
capital ships along with assorted support craft have been destroyed 
or captured, nearly 79% casualties in other words." The Brain Sekirei 
reported dutifully. 


"And ours?" Xanna asked from a spot next to Naruto. 

"Thirteen capital ships destroyed, thirty more damaged. Twenty three 
bombers destroyed, fifty nine damaged. Two thousand 
crewmembers lost all together." 

"Not bad at all considering the odds." The horned woman mused. 
"Yes Heika." Kocho agreed. 

"| doubt we'll be able to dupe them so badly a second time though." 
Naruto said with a frown before moving to another topic. "What 


about the civilian casualties?" 


"Fifteen hundred injured, a few hundred dead. The resurrection 
chambers are working at full capacity to bring back those who can 
be brought back." Was the prompt answer. 


"Anything else?" Xanna asked. 


"| have scheduled Naruto-sama to give a speech three days from 
now to take advantage of the sudden swell of support to the Throne 
from the civilian population. | will provide you with the points you 
need to cover later today." 


They had discovered early on that Naruto was simply a better public 
speaker... Xanna tended to come off as a bit condescending at 
times. She did still make public appearances and do speeches 
occasionally, but not on every topic. 


Naruto could at least feign commiseration with the average person, 
whereas Xanna could never quite manage it. Her making a post 
battle soeech where people had died would more than likely be 
counter-productive. 


"| see you're on top of things as always Kocho, great work." Naruto 
complimented. 


"| am glad to be of service." The Brain Sekirei said with a smile. It 
was good to have her efforts and abilities appreciated. 


Still in transit back to his own territory, Apophis' rage had not cooled 
by any noticeable degree. 


This attack on the Empire had been an unmitigated disaster and had 
cost the Goa'uld as a whole close to a third of their military strength. 


It would take ages to recover from the loss and he had no illusions 
about the likelyhood of being able to convince the others to mount 
another attack. With the way they had been mauled, they would not 
agree to attack that system again unless something monumental 
changed. 


Perhaps worst of all, since he had been the one to find the 
information and push for the attack, he had lost a great deal of status 
among the System Lords, doubly so since he had demanded 
payment for it. 


The others would no doubt move to take back that payment now and 
might actually gang up on him if he tried to resist. 


What he needed was a new bit of leverage, or an advantage of some 
kind. 


Perhaps it was finally time to risk the plan of creating a Harcesis 
child with his mate Amaunet and using it as a host? The child would 
be human, but have a Goa'uld genetic memory. It was forbidden, but 
it wasn't as if anyone would know. 


One might wonder why Apophis would do this, and the answer to 
that lay in his age. He was every bit as old as his brother Ra and had 
been around since the time that the Goa'uld had still been a species 
not worth mentioning. His own genetic memory did him no good, 
because it contained very little useful knowledge. 


His mate Amaunet was much younger though and her line had 
produced several notable scientists. A Harcesis child would carry her 
genetic memory and give him the knowledge he needed without 
relying on potential traitors in the form of other Goa'uld. That way, he 
could grow stronger without risk. 


Yes, that was what he decided he would do. 
First thing's first though, Amaunet needed the proper host. 


He had been sending Jaffa to various planets in Ra's domain in his 
search already, some of them reachable and some of them not. So 
far, none of the females brought to his Queen had met her approval, 
but it was only a matter of time before the right one was found. 


There was one world that was prized above all others though. The 
First World. Apophis was one of the few Goa'uld still alive that 
remembered the symbols for that world and he knew that the bounty 
of slaves on it would be very useful. 


It might very well still be lost as it had been for all these millenia, but 
there was no harm in trying. 


Super fast update of ultimate boredom! 


Don't get spoiled by it though, I'm probably not gonna keep up 
this writing speed :P. 


Chapter 18 


Here we are once again. Boredom is a powerful force indeed. 


Teal'c was calm as he was led to the briefing room once again, 
reflecting on how much his life had changed recently. A mere few 
days ago, he had been the First Prime of Apophis, a position of great 
honor and prestige for a Jaffa. 


He had hated every moment of it. Ever since Master Bra'tac had 
opened his eyes to the truth of the Goa'uld, he had despised the 
monster that he had to serve. Many times he had been sorely 
tempted to wrap his hands around Apophis' neck and wring the life 
out of him. If he had not been certain that Apophis would be revived 
and he himself tortured and executed for it, he might have even done 
it. The only reason he continued to keep up the charade was to save 
as many people as he could from the System Lord, though it was 
always far too few. 


So it was that when a man who was obviously a warrior had called 
out to him and claimed with certainty that he could save the people 
he had been ordered to execute, he had taken the chance and 
betrayed Apophis, leaving behind his family in exchange for the 
chance of bringing down the Goa'uld. There was a bitter irony in the 
fact that he had abducted the wife of one of the men he would now 
fight alongside, another point of shame and regret to what was 
already a mountain of them. 


Daniel Jackson was a man of great wisdom and understanding and 
had forgiven him for his role in the loss of his wife, realizining that 
Teal'c had had no choice in the matter, something that he did not 
believe he would be able to do if the situation was reversed. 


He certainly would never forgive himself. 


Apophis may have ordered it, but it had been Teal'c who had 
selected her. It had made little difference at the time, she had been a 
captive like any other. He had chosen her because of her beauty and 
he had thought that if she were chosen as Amaunet's host that 
Apophis would perhaps spare the others. 


What cruel twists the hand of fate could give a man. Sha're had 
indeed been chosen as the host, but Apophis had not been feeling 
merciful. Teal'c had long since given up on thinking about 'what ifs’, 
but he sorely wished that he had chosen another woman then. 
Perhaps Daniel Jackson would have been able to save his wife if he 
had done so. 


They might still be able to do it, but Teal'c knew how difficult the task 
was even if they by some miracle located her, the failed attempt to 
remove the Goa'uld from the man known as Kawalsky attested to it. 
And that was not even mentioning how much damage the Goa'uld 
possession would have done to Sha're if they ever managed to save 
her. 


It didn't matter though, he would do everything in his power to help 
with that goal, as well as in the defense of this world from the 
Goa'uld. He had already sworn it on his honor and would fulfill that 
vow to the best of his ability. 


To begin with, that seemed to include a long series of interrogations 
on everything he knew about the parasites, which he provided freely. 
It was clearly not as much as they had hoped for, but they did not 
hold that against him, which was shockingly reasonable in 
comparison to the Goa'uld. 


Soon, he was once again seated on the rather comfortable chair and 
facing the people asking questions of him. 


Three of them were the team that he would now be part of, which 
they were calling SG-1. 


Colonel Jack O'Neill was to lead the team, as well as being the man 
who had convinced him that it was time to turn traitor. He had 
already shown himself both skilled and cunning... as well as having 
mannerisms that seemed decidedly odd to Teal'c. Regardless, he 
had already proven himself a stalwart comrade in the short time that 
they had known each other. 


Another thing that seemed odd to Teal'c was the next member of the 
team. Captain Samantha 'Sam' Carter. Very competent, very smart 
and very female. Even if Teal'c was a great deal more open minded 
than most Jaffa, a female warrior still threw him a bit. He made no 
mention of it though and buried his ingrained misgivings. If the Tau'ri 
allowed their women to fight, then that was their right and he would 
not insult them by insinuating there was something wrong with it. 
Indeed, with the way that the Celestial Empire was soundly beating 
the Goa'uld at every turn and they also had female warriors, he was 
more inclined to re-examine his own views on the subject. 


Daniel Jackson was the final member of the team and not really a 
warrior, but Teal'c would be the absolute last person to begrudge a 
man his desire to save his wife. He had some doubts as to the 
usefulness of a man skilled with languages in the treacherous and 
hostile galaxy, but he once again made no mention of it. It was 
entirely possible that they knew something he didn't and he may yet 
become a warrior besides. 


The last man in the room was the commander of the mountain 
fortress in which the Tau'ri kept their stargate, a General George 
Hammond. He was clearly a man long past his prime with a shiny 
bald head and a portly belly, but his eyes were shrewd and 
intelligent. 


"Alright let's gets this show on the road." The General said. "I know 
that we've been doing this for the past few days already Teal'c, but 
this should be the last time." 


Teal'c inclined his head in both agreement and as an indication to 
proceed. 


"You've already told us everything you knew about the Goa'uld 
military numbers and disposition..." 


And hadn't that been a frightening thing to hear . Hammond thought 
to himself grimly, now knowing for certain just how outgunned they 
were. 


"... as well as their social structure and the political landscape 
between the various System Lords, but now we'd like to hear if they 
have any enemies we could make contact with." 


"There are few that have not already been destroyed." Teal'c 
admitted after taking a moment to gather his thoughts. "Their only 
active enemy is the Celestial Empire." 


"Celestial Empire?" O'Neill repeated sarcastically. 


"Indeed." Teal'c confirmed, either oblivious to the sarcasm or 
ignoring it. 


"What can you tell us about them?" Hammond asked, giving the 
Colonel a warning look. 


"They have been a nuisance to the Goa'uld for centuries, but have 
only recently declared themselves openly." 


"But if they've been fighting the Goa'uld for hundreds of years, why 
hasn't one or the other been defeated yet?" Carter asked. 


"Because the Goa'uld did not know who the enemy was or from 
where they were striking." The big Jaffa explained. "According to 
legend, it began with one of Ra's worlds. Suddenly and without 
warning, all of its' people vanished, including the Jaffa and the Planet 
Lord assigned governance of it was killed." 


"Then what happened?" Daniel asked, curiousity distracting him 
slightly from his grief at the loss of Sha’'re. 


Teal'c obliged him and continued. "The attacks continued in the 
same pattern for many years. Worlds emptied of people with 
everything of worth stolen. Eventually, the perpetrator of these 
attacks became known as the World Eater." 


"Spooky." O'Neill commented, garnering another warning look from 
the General. 


"And the Goa'uld never found out who was doing it?" Carter asked. 
"No." Teal'c answered blandly. 


"Sounds like guerilla tactics. Attack with the element of surprise, then 
steal their stuff and hide before they can get you." The Colonel 
mused. 


"Please continue Teal'c." Hammond said to keep the conversation 
going. 


"A few years ago, the Empire began attacking openly, using powerful 
ships. Their leader named himself Naruto Uzumaki, the God- 
Emperor of the Celestial Empire." 


"Great, another 'god'." Jack said sarcastically and rolled his eyes. 


"This Emperor believes himself a god too?" Hammond asked with a 
frown. "Is there even a point in trying to contact them or are they just 
like the Goa'uld?" 


"That | cannot say, both he and the Empress seem to take delight in 
mocking the false gods. Many times has Apophis been so enraged 

by it that he ordered an attack, only to find that his forces had been 

lured into a trap." 


"The Empress goes to war too?" Daniel asked in surprise. 
"Yes." Teal'c confirmed. "She has never given her name and | have 


heard it said that her arrogance is even greater than that of the 
Goa'uld, but she too has done much damage to the false gods." 


"SO... not friendly neighbours?" O'Neill asked. 


Teal'c hesitated, both to parse the question and because he was 
honestly conflicted on the issue. "I cannot say. They have been 
attacking the Goa'uld relentlessly, both with ships and ground troops, 
but | do not know if they would do the same to any others." 


A momentary silence followed as everyone thought about that. The 
Goa'uld would definitely make a poor measuring stick for the 
disposition of a third party civilization, the parasites being the type to 
inspire even a saint to violence. 


"Uzumaki Naruto." Daniel said slowly, giving the words a distinctly 
Japanese inflection. "That's a Japanese name and even the modern 
day Emperor of Japan is supposed to have a divine heritage, but 
he's just a figurehead leader." 


Jack looked as if he was about to make a snarky comment about 
that but went into a strangled laugh when Teal'c continued. 


"| assure you Daniel Jackson, this Emperor is no mere head of 
figures." Teal'c asserted, ignoring the strange coughing sound O'Neill 
made. "Not long before Apophis came to Earth, the Goa'uld had 
finally learned the location of the Celestial Empire's home system 
and attacked it with a force of four hundred Ha'tak." 


There were sharp intakes of breath at that, none of them wanting to 
imagine the same thing happening to Earth. 


"Though the Empire fielded less than half that number of ships, they 
decimated the Goa'uld fleet at almost no cost to their own forces. 
The Emperor led from the front and commanded his armies with far 
greater skill than the Goa'uld. Indeed, | have come to suspect that 
they had long been prepared for discovery and set a trap that 
caused the false gods greater injury than any other event before it." 


"They sound like the type of allies we could use against the Goa'uld." 
Hammond said eventually, leaving 'we definitely don't want them as 


enemies' unsaid. "At the very least, a human nation would be more 
inclined towards peaceful relations than the Goa'uld." 


At those words Teal'c realized that he had failed to mention one 
crucial shred of information about the Celestial Empire. 


"General Hammond, though the rest of the Empire is human, the 
Emperor and Empress are not." 


"What are they then?" Hammond asked after a moment's pause. 


"That | Know not. They look similar to a human or a Jaffa, but their 
hands are clawed, their teeth sharp, their eyes unnaturally bright and 
slitted and great horns grow from their heads." 


"Oh for cryin’ out loud." O'Neill said in exasperation, complete with 
eyeroll. "Don't tell me we've got Mr. and Mrs. Satan running around, 
conquering the galaxy too?" 


Teal'c raised an eyebrow at the Air Force Colonel, clearly having no 
idea what the man was talking about. 


"Their species doesn't really change anything, we're still going to 
want to talk to them." General Hammond interjected after pushing 
aside his own surprise at the description Teal'c had given. "You 
wouldn't happen to know the gate address for their world, would you 
Teal'c?" 


"| would not." Teal'c denied. "I was leading warriors in a campaign 
against Heru'ur when Apophis learned it and he did not choose to 
share it with me." 


"Judging by the war you described being fought against the Goa'uld, 
we'll undoubtedly run into them eventually. Doctor Jackson, | want 
you to prepare a first contact protocol for either meeting, or 
requesting a meeting with the Emperor and Empress of a foreign 
nation. Dismissed." 


"Right, no pressure." Daniel muttered to himself. 


He supposed he could model it after the Japanese protocols for 
things like this, the only problem was that those tended to be 
wrapped up in so many societal rituals that he honestly doubted the 
ability of the average non-Japanese person to pull it off, much less 
military men. Sitting in seiza alone would probably be asking too 
much. 


He could only hope that Jack would somehow not be present for 
that, because he didn't see the flippant and sarcastic Colonel 
managing to get through a meeting with them without insulting what 
were probably two people who took their dignity very seriously. 


Zarin stood on one of the palace balconies that overlooked the royal 
garden and watched the spectacle unfolding below with 
bemusement. 


Naruto, Xanna and Akitsu were all running around naked and 
shooting at each other with cannons that fired scoops of ice cream. 
Whenever someone got hit, the other two would dogpile them and 
lick it off. 


Zarin couldn't say for certain, but it seemed to her as if Akitsu and 
occasionally Naruto let themselves get hit on purpose. 


Whose idea this had been, she didn't know, but it made her wonder 
how anyone acting so undignified could also be so incredibly 
dangerous. 


"Strange is it not?" 

Zarin jumped a little at the unexpected voice and turned around, 
seeing an unfamiliar auburn haired woman standing serenely behind 
her. 


"What is?" She asked, calming down. 


"Them." The newcomer gestured towards the trio below. "At times 
like this, one can almost forget how dangerous they are." 


"Yes." Zarin agreed, the words echoing her own thoughts from just a 
little earlier. 


"Who are you? | have not seen you before." The Tok'ra ambassador 
asked, noticing that the woman seemed rather comfortable walking 
about the palace. 


"| am Oma Desala." The woman introduced herself. "I am pleased to 
meet you, Zarin and Juliana of the Tok'ra." 


"How do you know us?" Zarin asked in surprise. Even though Naruto 
had not bothered keeping her nature secret, there weren't many 
people who knew Juliana's face. 


"| have known you for a long time." Oma said serenely and utterly 
unhelpfully. "I have watched all of the Tok'ra in the hope that you 
would succeed in the task that you set for yourselves." 


Zarin was now wary. She'd spent long enough around Naruto and 
Xanna at this point that various supernatural explanations were no 
longer out of the question. "What are you?" 


"| am one of the Ascended, though you would know me better as an 
Ancient." 


Zarin gasped in shock and stared with undisguised awe at the 
woman. Both Tok'ra and Goa'uld had thought that the race whose 
leftover technology had allowed their race to reach the stars was 
long vanished. To meet one of them was as close to a religious 
experience as any of them could get. 


Oma nearly frowned as she felt a thread of spiritual energy from the 
blended being latch onto her and pass a slow trickle of power from 
Tok'ra to Ascended. That was unwelcome and unfortunate, but she 


knew from experience that simply telling her to stop would be 
useless. 


That was not how it worked. 


The Tok'ra had always felt a low-key reverence for the Alterans, it 
had merely flared to life and been given focus now that Zarin and 
Juliana had a more tangible target for it. The whole process was 
entirely subsoncsicous, so the only way to end it was to convince 
them to abandon that reverence and that could not be done simply 
by telling them do to it. 


"Have you been helping Naruto and Xanna the whole time?" Zarin 
rushed to ask, but was too excited to wait for an answer. "It is no 
wonder that they have been so successful if one of the Ancient Ones 
has been helping them from the start!" 


"No." Oma said firmly, cutting the Tok'ra off. "You give me too much 
credit. They are far more powerful than | and would have managed 
without my aid. All | did was give advice on how to make their 
civilization more efficient. | wish to see the Goa'uld ended just as 
much as you and saw an opportunity in them." 


Zarin took a deep breath to calm down, desperately wanting to make 
a good impression. "My apologies, | was overwhelmed to be 
speaking with one such as you. What would you have of me?" 


Oma didn't bother holding back the sigh this time. The instantly 
deferential attitude was depressingly predictable. The reputation of 
the Alterans had been blown vastly out of proportion over time, but 
Oma wanted to see if it was possible to maintain some kind of 
contact with the lower planes without being turned into an object of 
worship and that couldn't be done with aloof distance. 


"You are plagued by doubts and indecision." She stated. 


Zarin fidgeted a bit in discomfort before answering, not even 
wondering how the other woman knew that. "Yes. The end of the 


Goa'uld finally seems to be in sight and | worry for what will become 
of my people when they are gone. The struggle against them is all 
we know." 


Oma stayed silent and merely stared serenely at the Tok'ra, refusing 
to comment. 


"We have been offered to become part of the Empire and | have 
seen that the offer is genuine, but the Tok'ra are a proud people, 
many will be unwilling to submit to a foreign authority." Zarin 
continued awkwardly. "I fear that they will find a reason to become 
enemies to the Empire. Naruto and Xanna's continued boasting of 
divinity is a point of contention that few have been able to 
overcome." 


"It is the same among the Ascended." Oma revealed. "We too have 
bad experiences with those claiming to be gods." 


"You have?" Zarin asked in surprise. 


"A story for another time perhaps. For now, take another look at 
them." 


The Tok'ra did as she was told, turning her eyes back to the garden 
below. 


Akitsu seemed to have gotten hit directly in the chest again and was 
now squirming, giggling and occasionally moaning as two tongues 
licked off the sticky mess. 


The lewd display would have once caused Zarin and Juliana to 
rapidly vacate the area in embarrassment, but the sheer amount of 
recreational pastimes that were done naked in the Empire had 
warped her sense of modesty enough that the sight before her didn't 
even seem all that strange anymore. 


"It is fortunate that there are two of them." Oma said, drawing Zarin's 
attention back to herself. 


"How so?" 


"Much of their more violent tendencies are focused on each other." 
The ascended woman explained, thinking of the progressively more 
demeaning sexual games they were playing with each other at the 
moment. It was not the first time they had done this, though it was 
more extreme than most. Eventually they would run out of ideas 
since there seemed to be some unspoken rule about not repeating 
the same thing, and the game would taper off until something 
kickstarted it again. 


"Had there been only one of them, they may have turned their darker 
appetites towards mortals." 


Naruto may well have lost what good still existed in him if he had to 
spend eternity alone. He would have become as detached as the 
Ascended, but he wasn't the type to hide himself away in some 
corner of the Astral Plane or an empty dimension of his own making. 
He would have continued to play games with mortals, but he could 
easily have lost sight of the fact that they were people too. 


As for Xanna... well, her opinion of humans and mortals in general 
was already plenty low enough. All it would take with her was a 
sufficient amount of boredom. Boredom that Naruto seemed quite 
adept at banishing. 


Signs of this kind of behavior were already evident with Akitsu. A 
better person would have tried to wean her away from the need to be 
claimed by someone. They hadn't done that. Instead they had gone 
along with it and now they owned her so completely that the Ice 
Sekirei would plummet into a suicidal depression if things ever 
changed. 


Zarin stayed silent for a while as she thought this over, seeing a lot 
of sense in Oma's words. Naruto and Xanna did always have that 
faintly disturbing air around them that never allowed a person to be 
completely at ease in their presence. You could get used to it, but 
every so often, something would happen to put you on edge. 


"Are you trying to tell me that it will be alright as long as they have 
each other?" She asked hesitantly. 


"| too had doubts when | began helping them. They are so very 
different from what my own people used to be and in many ways 
they are more ruthless than the Goa'uld. | feared that the galaxy 
ruled by them would be even worse, so | set out to attempt guiding 
them to a better path." Oma paused and sighed. "Foolish of me 
really, but then | have often been foolish. The mistake | made with 
Anubis is proof enough of that." 


"Anubis?" Zarin blurted out in shock, having definitely not expected 
the name of what was likely the absolute worst of the Goa'uld to 
come up. 


"Yes, he still lives. | will tell you of him later if you wish." 


If there was anything that would convince the Tok'ra that the 
Ascended were just as fallible as anyone else, it was hearing that 
she had helped Anubis ascend. If that didn't insert some reality into 
the Tok'ra view of the Ascended, then nothing would. 


Ironic that her greatest mistake would serve at least some good. 


Zarin meanwhile looked like she was fighting down the urge to rush 
towards the stargate and inform the council immediately. 


"You needn't concern yourself with Anubis." Oma said. "He will 
undoubtedly get in Naruto and Xanna's way and become their latest 
plaything.” 


"Is that all we are to them?" Zarin murmured after a long silence. 


"| am afraid so." Oma admitted. "I understand how damaging that is 
to one's pride, but there is no power | know of that would force them 
to treat it as anything other than a game. Still, people are generally 
benefiting from it and the galaxy has become a brighter place so | 
cannot complain. Whether your High Council chooses to accept the 


offer to join the Celestial Empire or keep their distance, | do not 
believe you will be harmed.” 


"Thank you Ancient One." Zarin murmured. The assurance did make 
her feel better, though the conversation itself had raised many 
questions. 


"Please, just call me Oma. After spending centuries in the company 
of Naruto, | find myself more comfortable in an informal setting." 


Later, when Oma was alone again, she received another visit from 
Ganos. 


This did not surprise her at all. Truth be told, she had expected 
something to happen long before now, but Ganos must have 
managed to convince the others not to act. 


"You are making it extremely difficult for me to Keep the others from 
acting." The other ascended woman noted. 


"I am honestly surprised you are managing." Oma admitted. "Do they 
object to my making contact with the Tok'ra?" 


"Of course they do, the Tok'ra will revere you as if you were a 
goddess even if they shy away from using the word." 


"| hope to lower their opinion of us sufficiently to put an end to that. 
Perhaps revealing that the Goa'uld are so strong due to our 
carelessness will do it? Or maybe that we could have ended them at 
any time but refused to out of some misguided self-justification about 
non-interference?" 


"Oma, you are dangerously close to exceeding the limits of their 
forbearance." Ganos warned. 


"| know, but is it because | am once again making contact with 
mortals, or because | am intending to reveal things that will throw dirt 


on the reputation of our race?" Oma mused. "At one point the 
answer would have been clear, but | am no longer certain." 


"It is because you are but a few steps away from becoming a 
goddess to the Tok'ra." Ganos said, becoming frustrated with her 
friend's obstinance. 


Oma's persistent meddling had once been subtle and something that 
the others were willing to overlook, but so much time spent around 
Naruto and Xanna had apparently emboldened her to be more open 
about it. 


"I am trying to save them. Despite what the Goa'uld have done, | do 
not want Naruto and Xanna to wipe out their entire species, which is 
exactly what will happen if the Tok'ra turn on them." 


"You know that the other Ascended will not care about that. If you 
continue with your attempts to direct the Tok'ra, they will inevitably 
come to see you as a goddess. We have seen it happen before. 
Every time that we have interacted with the lower planes, we were 
placed on a divine pedestal and worshiped." 


Oma was silent for a long while and Ganos almost hoped that she 
had managed to get through to the older ascended, but those hopes 
were dashed when she next spoke. 


"Even if that does happen, they will eventually grow out of it. 
Hopefully, my actions with Anubis will be enough to convince them 
that | am no goddess." 


If Ganos were an actual physical being at the moment, she might 
have considered tearing her hair out in frustration. Oma seemed to 
be forgetting how stubborn people could be when you tried to take 
away their gods, especially gods that they could actually see and 
who spoke to them. 


"The others will never let you do it, they would sooner banish you 
back to the physical plane with your memories wiped than allow you 


to become like the Ori." 


"It seems to me that our uncompromising atheism is just as much of 
a problem in this situation as the Ori's religious fanaticism." Oma 
noted. "One would see everyone on their knees and the other 
refuses to help people out of a desperate desire to not be calleda 
god." 


"Mortals should be given the opportunity to shape their own path 
without the influence of higher beings." Ganos said with a defeated 
sigh, seeing that she was not going to convince her friend to 
abandon this course. 


"| agree." Oma said with a nod. "Unfortunately, Naruto and Xanna 
could not care less about such things. All | want is to preserve as 
much as possible. The Tok'ra are old and skeptical of anyone that 
claims divinity. Naruto and Xanna will eventually leave and they may 
be instrumental in leading the Empire away from a reliance on divine 
guidance." 


Hathor, Goa'uld Queen, former mate to Ra and briefly a System Lord 
before Ra had deposed her and put her into stasis, was vexed. 


She had narrowly escaped the Tau'ri after her failed attempt to seize 
control of the facility housing the stargate and was none too pleased 
about it. She had managed to learn that Ra had been overthrown so 
long ago that he was not even remembered anymore by most people 
and she had thought it would be easy to seize control of the First 
World, or Earth as they called it now. 


That had proven to be a grievously wrong assumptions that she had 
nearly paid for with her life. The men had been easy to control with 
the pheromones she was able to emit, but the women and the traitor 
Jaffa had been her undoing. 


Now she found herself in an unenviable situation indeed. While she 
had learned that Ra was fortunately dead(at the hands of the Tau'ri 


no less), she was woefully ignorant of the state of the galaxy. 


She was going to have to risk going to some of the remote outposts 
that had once belonged to Ra and lure the Jaffa there to her service, 
perhaps even a minor Goa'uld or two. This was understandably 
dangerous since her knowledge was thousands of years out of date, 
but there was nothing else for it. The need to do it was particularly 
pressing because her sarcophagus had been destroyed and her 
current host was too old to live without it for long. She had become 
rather fond of it and would prefer not to switch to another one. For 
one thing, human females that were ideal for Goa'uld Queens were 
somewhat rare and she was loath to part with this one for that fact 
alone, nevermind that she had never seen another that had such a 
naturally vibrant red hair color. 


She spared but a moment to lament her overconfidence in not 
getting as much information from the Tau'ri as she could have. She 
had been assured of her success and had intended to ask about that 
once all the men in the mountain fortress were in her thrall and all 
the women had sworn allegiance or were disposed of, and now that 
she had failed it had left her clueless. 


But no matter, she was a Queen and a goddess and she fully 
intended to claim the throne of Supreme System Lord that the Tau'ri 
had so thoughtfully left vacant for her. After doing that and releasing 
her from stasis, she would have actually been quite kindly disposed 
to the Tau'ri, but that was before they had tried to kill her. 


Since the startup of Earth's efforts to explore the galaxy through the 
stargate, SG-1 had had themselves quite a few interesting 
adventures, including a couple of run-ins with Apophis or at least his 
Jaffa. 


This planet they were currently on however, was an oddity. 


The members of SG-1 looked at the obviously abandoned village 
with mild interest as they walked around. According to Teal'c, this 


was supposedly a world that Apophis favored for his slave raids due 
to the people frequently being ‘strong and beautiful’. 


"Guess nobody's home." O'Neill said unnecessarily. "Any idea what 
happened Teal'c?" 


"This looks to be the work of the Celestial Empire." The big Jaffa 
answered. "Though the people of this world would scatter to the 
winds at the first sign of the stargate activating, it has obviously been 
abandoned for some time." 


"The Empire takes native populations from their planets?" Daniel 
asked with a frown. 


"Indeed." Teal'c confirmed. "They have been doing so for centuries." 


"It looks like they were taken peacefully though," Carter pointed out, 
seeing not a single sign of weapons fire. 


Daniel pursed his lips in thought, having noticed the same thing. "If 
they were constantly being raided by the Goa'uld, someone could 
have convinced them to leave if they promised to protect them." 
"Then we've got nothing to do here, let's dial home." Jack ordered. 


Carter went to do it even as Daniel protested. 


"Jack, this might be the only thing left of a unique people, we should 
at least take a look around." 


"There will be nothing of worth left Daniel Jackson, The Celestial 
Empire will have taken everything." Teal'c offered, incidentally taking 
the wind out of Daniel's argument. 


"You heard the man, we're leaving." 
Daniel huffed, annoyed by Jack's eagerness to leave and 


determined to talk to General Hammond about sending an 
archeological team here. 


In a Universe where Naruto and Xanna had never showed up, Teal'c 
would have come face to face with a man whose father he had 
murdered on the orders of Apophis and been put on trial for it. 


Here, they encountered only ghosts. 


Hathor stepped confidently through the stargate, expecting to be 
greeted by the Jaffa of Heru'ur since the world she had come to 
belonged to him. 


Instead of the expected Jaffa guard, she encountered... nothing. 


Hathor frowned in confusion, having been certain that the planet was 
occupied. After somewhat blindly travelling from planet to planet in 
search of potential followers, she had finally gained some idea of 
which world was empty and which was not. She had stayed clear of 
strongholds and Jaffa worlds out of caution, but she had eventually 
stumbled upon a couple of outposts manned by either Serpent 
Guard or Horus Guard and seduced them to her service. One of her 
new Jaffa had known of this backwater outpost that was used as a 
sort of punishment by Heru'ur for Jaffa and underlings who had 
displeased him. 


They would be discontent and easy to convert, but the gate would 
naturally be guarded. No doubt she would be seized and brought 
before the Goa'uld assigned governance of this insignificant outpost, 
at which point she could begin to whisper promises of greatness into 
his ear and convince him to abandon Heru'ur. 


That had been the plan at any rate, but since the gate was 
unguarded for some reason, she would need to make her own way 
to the small-ish structure. 


As she continued walking, an ever greater sense of unease grew in 
her. Where were all the guards? 


A small distance away, a Black Clan assassin observed curiously. 


The red haired woman was dressed quite extravagantly and she 
moved with a self assured arrogance despite the obvious wariness in 
her stride. There was no need for the mask sensors to figure out that 
she was obviously a Goa'uld, but what was a solitary Goa'uld doing 
here? 


Even more oddly, those same sensors were picking up the energy 
signature of a Jaffa alteration device around her midsection. Those 
devices had long since fallen out of use and even then only Goa'uld 
Queens could use them. 


So, why was a Goa'uld Queen strolling around all by her lonesome 
on a planet whose only feature worth mentioning was the (now dead) 
underling of Heru'ur on it? 


The mission had been very easy, which was why it had been done 
solo instead of the usual three person team. The orders were the 
same as usual; go to the planet, assassinate the underling to deprive 
the System Lords of another henchman, retrieve any data crystals, 
keep Jaffa casualties to a minimum. 


The last one was a bit of PR that would eventually be used to argue 
that the Jaffa were not enemies of the Empire, only the Goa'uld. 
Defectors were always good. With that in mind, the Jaffa had been 
stunned and stashed somewhere out of the way. 


There were no orders regarding random Goa'uld Queens showing 
up though. 


Reiko decided to take her prisoner and let Naruto and Xanna decide 
what to do with her. 


Hathor's unease only grew when she remained unchallenged when 
entering the outpost. If she was not in such need of the sarcophagus 
that was supposed to be here, she would have already turned back. 


The reason for the seeming abandonment of the facility became 
obvious when she entered the command room. 


There were several Jaffa bodies lying on the ground, whether dead 
or unsconscious Hathor didn't really notice due to the far more eye- 
catching sight of the Goa'uld with his head blown off. There would be 
no resurrection for this one. 


The kill was obviously still fresh as the blood had not even dried yet 
and it was enough to convince Hathor that it was time to go, 
sarcophagus or not. 


Reiko was thankful for the sound suppressing nature of her mask as 
she snickered. 


The Goa'uld was obviously trying not to break into an undignified 
run, because that was unbefitting of the goddess image. Not that it 
would have helped, but it was still pretty dumb to be worrying about 
your image when you were fearing for your life. 


Since the target was going in the right direction anyway, Reiko 
decided to have a little fun and see if she couldn't force the Goa'uld 
to lose her composure. 


Hathor could feel the skin of her neck crawl unpleasantly with the 
certainty of being watched and from very closely at that. 


She spun around with her left hand raised threateningly, the jewel of 
the kara'kesh already glowing ominously, but the empty hallway 
remained unimpressed. 


Warily lowering her hand, she turned around and continued walking, 
still feeling the eyes on her. 


Several times she turned only to see nothing, yet the feeling did not 
abate. Every shadowed corner seemed threatening and she became 


excruciatingly aware of just how many hiding places there were 
among the pillars and various other architectural features of Goa'uld 
construction. 


She had thought the bland grey corridors of the Tau'ri to be dull and 
unimaginative, but right now she would have preferred them. The 
artificial lights and featureless walls made it impossible to hide, 
something that her current environs couldn't boast. It only now 
occured to her that that was likely the point. 


She was much relieved when she reached the exit and almost 
managed to convince herself that it had only been her imagination 
when the doors swished open again. 


Spinning around again, she saw nothing, but there was no denying 
it. The door would not have opened if there had been nobody there. 


Ashrak? She wondered. It was possible to be sure. The assassins 
for hire were the only ones known to have personal cloaking 
technology. Or to be more precise, it belonged to their master and 
trainer Selket. There had been some half-formed plans in her mind 
to acquire that technology for herself. 


The only problem with the Ashrak theory was that one would not 
have been sent against such an insignificant Goa'uld. 


"Reveal yourself!" Hathor demanded. 


Surprisingly, the invisible stalker actually did so, appearing a small 
distance in front of her. 


Hathor immediately tensed at the sight of it... her. 


The Jaffa she had gathered so far had told her what they knew of the 
Celestial Empire and all of it had been disturbing. Among the things 
that they knew had been these black clad assassins that roamed 
across Goa'uld territorry, slaying every Goa'uld they came across. 


Instinctively, she fired a blast of force from her kara'kesh. 


Much to her shock, the silent figure raised her own hand and did the 
same. The opposing force wave proved the stronger and sent Hathor 
sprawling backwards through the dirt. 


Before she could even regain her bearings, the silent female was 
already upon her and ripped the kara'kesh away without fanfare or 
gentleness. Hathor hissed in pain as the metal ribbon tore into her 
forearm and then squawked indignantly as the device wrapped 
around her midsection was ripped away equally roughly, without any 
effort put into it to preserve the cloth covering it. 


Both were thrown on the ground and the female assassin grabbed a 
weapon from her back and aimed it at the two devices. With a quiet 
whine, the weapon discharged a beam of bright red light and quickly 
turned the two devices to slag. 


Then her hand was unceremoniously grabbed and she was dragged 
towards the stargate. 


Hathor struggled, but was far outmatched even with her symbiote 
enhanced strength. 


"How dare you?!" She demanded. "Unhand me!" 


She was indeed unhanded, but had no time to appreciate it as a 
backhand struck her across the face hard enough for black spots to 
swarm her vision. She tasted blood in her mouth and more 
disgustingly, dirt. Apparently she had fallen face first into the ground. 


In what was quickly becoming a theme, she was given no time to 
recover as a hand grabbed her by the back of the neck and painfully 
hauled her back to her feet. 


This time Hathor did not say anything, even though she was fuming 
at the indignity and humiliation of being dragged along like a 


disobedient child. She had no doubt that the silent killer would not 
hesitate to hit her again if she uttered another word. 


Hathor was still silent as she was pushed on all fours before the 
immense dual throne and the two horned figures sitting on it, though 
this time was was a more general fear rather than just the fear of 
being struck. 


The transport to the palace had been quick and had only allowed her 
to see a small bit of the world she now found herself on, but it had 
been enough to sap all thought of resistance from her. She would 
never be able to escape this place on her own. 


The idea of contacting the Celestial Empire and either making an 
arrangement or attempting to subvert them had occured to her, but 
she had put it off for now. The main reason had been because she 
didn't know how to contact them, as well as her own weakness at the 
moment. 


She had intended contact between them to be made while she was 
surrounded by loyal warriors and garbed in splendor. 


Getting thrown in front of the rulers of the Celestial Empire bloodied, 
bruised, dirty and with her clothing ripped had certainly not been how 
she had imagined it. 


"Reiko, you shouldn't have! How did you know it was my birthday?" 
The horned man purred. 


"It's your birthday?" The silent killer whose name was apparently 
Reiko spoke for the first time since Hathor had laid eyes on her, 
whatever technology the scowling mask covering her face employed 
making the words sound a lot colder than the surprised inflection 
indicated they should be. 


"| don't actually know, but since you've brought presents it must be." 
He said brightly. "Now please do explain." 


"She's a Goa'uld Queen." Reiko explained casually, getting a few 
raised eyebrows. "I found her walking around like she had a purpose 
during my mission, so | thought I'd bring her to you." 


"Huh, go figure." Naruto said noncommittally, wondering at the 
randomness of events. "Thank you Reiko and well done, you're 
dismissed." 


Reiko gave a short bow and left the throne room. 
"Now, who are you?" Xanna asked, speaking for the first time. 


Hathor got to her feet and tried to face them with as much dignity as 
she could currently muster, which was understandably little with a 
bright purple bruise covering half her face and her jaw slightly 
swollen. 


"We are Hathor." She announced. 


"We?" The horned woman repeated sarcastically with an archly 
raised eyebrow. "I am seeing only one of you." 


Xanna knew full well that the Goa'uld was using the royal 'we', but 
considering the fact that she was all alone at the mercy of a foreign 
power that just sounded even more pretentious than it usually would. 


Hathor was a bit thrown at being called out on her speech patterns, 
but didn't dare react as she usually would have. That left something 
of an awkward silence in the wake of Xanna's comment. 


Seeing that his wife was enjoying seeing the Goa'uld squirm, Naruto 
decided to move things along. 


"What were you doing on that planet?" 
Hathor quickly considered spinning a lie, but decided not to. For one 


thing, she was unable to come up with anything believable and for 
another, the truth was nothing special. 


"We... | was looking to lure Heru'ur's underling and Jaffa to my own 
service." She said, correcting her use of plural to refer to herself, not 
wanting to annoy the people who held her life in their hands. 


"And how did a Goa'uld Queen find herself all alone to begin with." 
Xanna asked. 


So it was that Hathor found herself explaining everything from Ra 
putting her in stasis thousands of years ago to the recent incident on 
Earth. Of course she edited it to show herself in the best possible 
light. 


"So the Earthlings were the ones that killed Ra?" Xanna mused. 


"Precocious little bastards aren't they?" Naruto grinned, finding the 
method of Ra's death terribly amusing. He quickly turned his 
attention back to the Goa'uld though. "Now what are we going to do 
with you?" 


"If you would allow me, | would serve you my lord." Hathor said 
firmly, Keeping her anger at the idea hidden deep within. 


She did not want to serve anyone, but her current situation was not 
exactly ideal. She was going to need to ingratiate herself and fast if 
she even wanted to survive, much less realize her ambitions. With a 
little luck, she might even be able to usurp the Celestial Empire. 


"Now there's an idea." Naruto purred and gave her a blatantly 
lecherous once over. "I've got some ideas on how you could... 
serve... me." 


Hathor forced her fist to unclench and kept the fury out of her voice 
as she answered. "It would be my pleasure to serve you in any way 
you see fit." 


This is not the worst possibility. She told herself sternly. At least it will 
give me private access to him. 


If her pheromones worked on him, then she could very quickly begin 
taking control of the Empire and if they didn't, she would still have his 
ear after he was spent. In fact, as far as her ambitions went, it could 
hardly have gone any better. 


That didn't make her reduction in status to bed warmer any easier to 
bear. But she would endure. She had endured Ra until she had been 
strong enough to strike out on her own, she had endured the long 
years of stasis and she had endured being left ignorant and alone in 
a different time. She would endure this too. 


The horned man called a couple of servants to take her to her new 
accomodations and Hathor swore to herself that she would regain 
everything she had lost and more. 


"How long do you think it'll take her to notice that she's being taken 
to the labs?" 


"Hard to say, you were rather convincing in your Supposed desire to 
have her as your new penis sheath." 


"Hehehe, penis sheath." 


Apophis was - to put it mildly - pissed. 


Wasn't it enough that he had the Celestial Empire causing trouble all 
over the galaxy, now he had to put up with the Tau'ri too? 


He hadn't been intending to go back to their world after seeing how 
developed it was, it would have simply been more trouble than it was 
worth. At least at the moment, he definitely would have gone there 
later and blasted them back to a more appropriate level from orbit. 


The Tau'ri however seemed determined to stick their nose into 
everything. First they just walk right onto Chulak without so much as 
being challenged (a blunder for which his guards and the priests at 


the gate had already paid for dearly) while he was presenting his 
Queen in her new host, then they subvert his First Prime. 


A string of irritating events followed that clearly showed that they 
weren't going to stop. The fact that Teal'c was with them was alsoa 
constant source of rage. 


How dare the shol'va show his face after his betrayal?! And he 
looked proud of what he'd done on top of it! 


The Celestial Empire seemed to be focused on harrassing Yu at the 
moment, something that Apophis was not exactly displeased by 
since that particular System Lord had always annoyed him. This 
annoyance was especially pronounced as the others seemed ever 
more inclined to listen to the oldest living Goa'uld. Just because Yu 
was having marginally more success than the others in keeping the 
Empire at bay was no reason for them to act as if they wanted him to 
be the new Supreme System Lord when he - Apophis - was rightfully 
in line to take up that position after the death of his brother. 


It was no wonder that he was being left alone at the moment, as he 
was considerably weaker than he had been before that disastrous 
attack on Erius. The other System Lords had gleefully demanded a 
great deal of reparations from him for leading them there. He had 
once been among the strongest of the System Lords, but was now 
the weakest. Even the reclusive Nirrti had more military force than 
him now. 


The fact that he had still not managed to kill the blasted Tau'ri calling 
themselves SG-1 and his traitorous First Prime was rapidly turning 
him into a laughing stock among his peers. 


With his temper being so frayed, his pride so mauled and apparently 
being given a small reprieve from the ongoing war, Apophis made 
what was potentially a very bad decision. 


He decided to attack the First World and assuage at least that blight 
on his pride. With the recent advancements in hyperdrive 


technology, he could get there, bombard the world from orbit and get 
back quickly enough that his short absence wouldn't matter. He 
could send his son Klorel to do it alone, but he wanted to be there to 
see their world burn. 


"What do you mean ‘Apophis is going to attack Earth'?" Naruto 
asked in disbelief. 


"Exactly what | said, he is preparing two Ha'tak two travel there and 
destroy it." Ren'al repeated. "It would seem that the Tau'ri have 
caused him a fair bit of irritation." 


"He does recall that there is a war going on and that he is in a rather 
precarious position right now, doesn't he?" Xanna asked, just as 
perplexed as her husband. "Not to mention what happened the last 
time the Goa'uld ignored us in favor of squabbling amongst 
themselves." 


"| do not believe that any of the System Lords aside from possibly Yu 
have realized the magnitude of that mistake." Ren'al admitted. 


Naruto sighed in exasperation and palmed his face. Retards, they 
were fighting a war against retards. 


"Husband, you know of course that this cannot be borne." Xanna 
stated. 


"You're damn right it can't." He agreed. 
Like hell was he going to let Apophis ruin his fun with Earth. 


If the egomaniacal idiot destroyed it, there would be no more 
northern Europe to produce his favorite brand of music. And Lady 
Gaga would never even get the chance to become famous (he didn't 
actually like her music, but the parodies of her songs were hilarious). 


And what about all those bikini contests he was planning to organize 
in Saudi Arabia once he started taking over? That was fun on 
multiple levels and he was not letting some limp dick with an 
inferiority complex destroy it before he had a chance to railroad their 
culture. Burkas were practically blasphemy against the female form, 
but orbital bombardment was not the right way to fix it, nor was it the 
fun way. 


And the good old US of A, such a powder keg of potential 
amusement. That particular country never had any shortage of self- 
important morons in positions of power. He'd be willing to bet that 
they'd come across one of those within short order of making contact 
with Earth, especially since he knew the Americans had the gate. 


He wasn't entirely sure what kind of fun could be had with the 
majority of Europe, but he could probably squeeze in a few tasteless 
Nazi jokes at the very least. 


"So you will intercept Apophis?" Ren'al asked for the sake of clarity. 


"That, and we will also attack his Throne World." Xanna said 
casually. 


It was said in such an airy manner that it took Ren'al a moment to 
grasp that she had in fact heard correctly. 


"You cannot be serious." She stuttered. "Apophis may be weaker 
than he has ever been, but Acanthus is still heavily defended and 
within easy reach of reinforcements. It would be madness to attack 
it." 


"Madness?" Naruto asked grimly. "No, madness is putting sugar on 
pizza. Madness is putting a thirty second advertisement in the middle 
of a three minute YouTube video. Madness is thinking that your 
genitals need to have stuff cut off..." 


Ren'al was naturally quite baffled and only understood maybe half of 
what he was talking about and could only stare as Naruto worked 


himself up into a proper rant. 
"... SO you see my dear, this isn't madness. THIS. IS. SPARTAAAA!" 


"What does one of Cronus' slave worlds have to do with anything?" 
The Tok'ra asked faintly, feeling utterly confused and slightly 
intimidated by the inexplicable yelling. 


"Wait wait wait, Cronus has a slave world called Sparta?!" Naruto 
demanded, his attention instantly diverted. "Why did | not know 
this?" 


"Focus Naruto, you can kick someone off a ledge later." Xanna said. 


He took a deep breath and exhaled to calm down. "You're right of 
course, first we've got to show that motherfucker the price of ignoring 
us." 


"Indeed." Xanna agreed. "We can safely assume that his Throne 
World will have the largest concentration of underling Goa'uld. In 
other words, the perfect place to stage a slaughter." 


"His Queen will also be there." Ren'al offered, figuring that she might 
as well give them as much information as possible if they were 
determined to go through with this. It would be a powerful blow to the 
Goa'uld if they succeeded to be sure, she was merely unsure as to 
the wisdom of the attempt. 


"Well isn't that interesting.” Naruto grinned. 


Though Apophis had a head start in preparing for his attack, the 
feudal nature of the Goa'uld once again worked against him and 
allowed Naruto and Xanna to organize with far greater speed. They 
were well underway by the time that Apophis was prepared to take 
off. 


The original plan was for a very small task force to split off and 
pulverize the two Ha'tak before rejoining the main force for the attack 
on Acanthus. They would probably leave him alive just for the giggle 
value of his reaction when he realized that his Throne World had 
been trashed in his absence, but it largely depended on their mood 
at the time. 


However, a thing occured that altered those plans. 


Naruto and Xanna cocked their heads sideways almost 
simultaneously when the Ha'tak they were keeping a distant eye on 
suddenly had a subspace path connect to it. 


"How in the bloody fucking hell did those four get the address for that 
gate?" Naruto wondered, sensing the distinct presences of SG-1 
arrive on the Ha'tak that was carrying a stargate. He'd only paid 
peripheral attention to what Earth was doing after learning from 
Hathor that they had been the ones to off the former Supreme 
Douchebag, but he was familiar enough with their flagship team to 
easily distinguish their presences. 


It was a standard Goa'uld tactic to bring their own stargate on a ship 
and use it to dial out and block the use of the native gate. Nobody 
had ever thought that there was any danger of infiltrators using it to 
board the ship since the gate would only work in very close proximity 
to a planet, but apparently they should have. 


"Do you think it had anything to do with that dimensional ripple we 
felt a few days ago?" Xanna questioned. 


"Maybe." Naruto said absently. "| say we let them try to handle it on 
their own and go straight to Acanthus." 


"You know that they will likely fail." Xanna pointed out. 


"Yeah, but | wanna see if they can pull it off." He grinned. "I'll Keep an 
eye on them just in case, but they seem like a competent bunch." 


Xanna shrugged. Personally, she would have just gone ahead with 
the attack, but if Naruto wanted to see the precocious four mortals 

scurry about then that was fine too. If they failed then Apophis was 
going to fall prey to a mysterious and hitherto undocumented event 
called a 'hyperspace storm’. 


Very dangerous, very unpredictable and very made up. 


Acanthus System . 


As one might expect from a Goa'uld throne world, Acanthus was 
heavily fortified with both ships and orbital weapons platforms. In 
addition to that, it was also close enough to other strategic assets 
that reinforcements could get there within hours. The defenses were 
such that they had not been tested in centuries. 


While this sounded impressive, it also meant that getting a post in 
the planetary defense was seen as an easy and relaxing job. 
Another problem was that Naruto and Xanna had focused their 
attacks on nibbling away at the edges of Goa'uld space, which would 
extend the reaction time somewhat. 


A Cloaked scout ship stealthily prowled through the system, carefully 
marking enemy ships and other things of note. 


When enough information had been collected, the scout sent out the 
attack signal. Unlike the Goa'uld, the attack fleet of the Celestial 
Empire didn't exit hyperspace at the edge of the system and allow 
the defenders time to prepare. Instead it roared into realspace 
practically right next to the shocked defenders and began firing away 
immediately. 


To their credit, the defenders got their wits about them fairly quick, 
but the initiative was definitely not theirs. 


Naruto in the meanwhile had left the Malleus in the hands of Captain 
Darius. The man's continuous fantasizing about his meat sausage 


was rather distracting, but he was a capable ship commander and 
had the most experience in organizing a fleet next to him. 


Usually, he would have been doing that himself, but he had another 
job to do. 


So it was that he hurled himself out of the airlock and into an orbital 
skydive towards the planet's stargate. 


Though Acanthus was a big population center and the seat of 
Apophis’ power, the stargate didn't have a shield on it. After all, it 
would be quite a problem if his priests or Jaffa kept getting 
squashed. 


Attacking through the gate was still quite impossible though as there 
were no less than two dozen plasma cannons aimed at it, along with 
an even greater number of regularly armed Jaffa stationed around it. 
Considering what a bottleneck the gate was, that would be enough 
to hold off even an army trying to squeeze through it. 


And even if they managed that, there was still the matter of the 
space based defenses and the thousands of Jaffa in the immediate 
vicinity. 


In short, it would be an extremely risky proposition to attack through 
the gate and the Jaffa guarding it were certain that nobody would try 
it. It should be noted that the Jaffa posted here were generally not 
combat hardened and considered inferior to the ones that frequently 
went to war. 


The first sign that the gate was not as unassailable as many thought 
were the flashes in the sky that indicated a battle in orbit. The Jaffa 
exchanged incredulous and uneasy glances at that but were not 
overly alarmed. This was still the Throne of their god and they would 
prevail. 


The second sign that something was seriously wrong was a fast 
approaching object falling from the sky. 


"Is it an Al'kesh?" The Jaffa commander asked of his younger 
comrade, who was known to have the sharpest eyes. 


"| do not think so." The other answered. 
"A weapon?" 


"No, itis... itis..." The younger Jaffa's eyes widened as he saw what 
was coming at them. "It is a man!" 


The others aimed baffled looks at their comrade, wondering if he had 
had too much to drink last night. Their own shocked exclamations 
followed soon though, as the fireball came close enough for them too 
to see the features of a man within it. 


The Jaffa scattered to avoid the expected impact, but it never came. 
Instead, they were knocked to the floor by a blast of wind as the man 
stopped in the air. 


Picking themselves up, they stared in awe at the sight before them. 


The long gold hair and horns were familiar features to them by now, 
but the massive black feathered wings protruding from his back were 
not. The span of the coal black wings was greater than the stargate 
by a considerable margin and beat gently to keep him afloat. 


The Jaffa were placed into a shocked stupor by the sight, needing to 
brace themselves slightly to keep their footing against the periodic 
gusts of wind. 


The tense moment was broken as one of the men on the plasma 
cannons fired at the hovering winged man, only to be slapped aside 
as if it were a mere insect. 


Lips twisting into a snarl, Naruto swung his arm and a wave of fire 
stuck all the heavy weapon emplacements, destroying them ina 


rather spectacular fashion. 


Then he turned to face the remaining Jaffa, all of whom were holding 
onto their staves with white knuckled grips and clearly had no idea 
what to do. 


"| leave nothing but dust and darkness! " He boomed, his tone so 
deep and powerful that it rattled the bones of anyone hearing it. 


The Jaffa's courage broke and they fled. 


Naruto chuckled as he watched the Jaffa run, wondering if he had 
overdone it a bit. 


Nah, it's fine . 


In a coincidence that had really been more planned than 
coincidental, the setting sun just so happened to be directly behind 
and slightly above him, giving off an extremely messianic 
impression. Of course, the Jaffa had no concept of Angels or the 
symbolism of winged beings, but it was still a powerful image 
nonetheless. 


Combined with the reputation he'd acquired in the past five 
centuries, it had obviously been more than enough to convince the 
Jaffa that running away was a good idea. It helped that they were a 
superstitious sort. 


Banishing the wings, he sent out the subspace signal that would 
indicate that the gate was clear. 


Mere seconds later, the gate activated and the rank and file soldiers 
of the Empire started pouring out, bringing with them various speedy 
hovercraft and even a few mechs. 


It was going to be a quick in and out operation, so only the most 
mobile of equipment was brought with them. 


A sleek and elegant looking silver mech stomped next him and 
sketched a short bow. 


These particular machines were yet another thing that had the 
Asgard in a bit of a snit. The hairless naked aliens had taught them 
about some advanced metallurgical techniques, hydraulics and 
robotics in the belief that it would be used in factories, construction, 
repair and mining. 


To be fair, it was used for those things, but it had also been used to 
create things like the walking tank next to him. Naruto was 
personally perplexed as to why the frail Asgard had not built anything 
like it for themselves. 


"Hello there Setsuna." He greeted, amused as ever by how sillya 
bowing mech looked. "You ready for this?" 


"Always Heika." The voice of his High General boomed from the 
machine. 


"Good, good." He said with a nod. "Most of the enemy aircraft will 
probably be busy with our fleet in orbit, but if you do encounter any, 
do try to keep the fighting away from the civilians. Other than that, 
make for the Goa'uld sections of the city and start killing them. You 
can take prisoners if any of them surrender, but it's not a priority." 


"And the palace?" Setsuna asked. 


"I've got that covered." 


Naruto hummed a jaunty tune to himself as he walked up the stairs 
of the palace, the sounds of fire, explosions, murder and general 
bedlam going on around him as his soldiers kicked down doors and 
killed the Goa'uld living inside. 


Unlike the majority of Goa'uld held worlds, Acanthus was an actual 
cultural and religious center with a population of several million, most 


of them humans. 


For all that the Goa'uld thought themselves the end all and be all of 
sapient life, they had come across the dilemma of every petty tyrant 
to have ever lived. Namely, being a ruthless dictator was pretty 
pointless without people to oppress. 


Since they didn't want too much competition in the form of other 
Goa'uld and they needed the Jaffa to feel appreciated, that left 
humans. 


Throne Worlds like Acanthus tended to have a (comparatively) huge 
population of humans, a couple of thousand Goa'uld that acted as a 
sort of aristocracy and plenty of Jaffa to keep the tide of humanity 
from organizing a lynch mob. 


As one might expect, the humans were generally treated like slaves, 
either personal ones belonging to a specific Goa'uld or something 
else. In fact, Naruto was pretty sure that the worlds he had emptied 
over the centuries had often been refilled by humans taken from 
Throne Worlds. 


He wouldn't be able to take everyone away from here though. There 
were simply too many and this wasn't the only city on the planet by a 
long shot, merely the biggest one and that wasn't taking into account 
the reinforcements that would be arriving soon. A few of the soldiers 
would no doubt be overcome with sympathy and take the occasional 
slave with them when they left, children for the most part, but the 
vast majority would be left behind. 


It should turn out more or less alright in any case. The Goa'uld 
probably wouldn't last much longer than a few more years before 
their bloated and fractured empire collapsed, at which point he was 
going to come back here and turn this planet into a colony. 


A sense of dark lust from behind him brought Naruto out of his 
musings and he sighed in disappointment. Forming a metal spike in 
his hand, he hurled it with perfect accuracy into the skull of the 


soldier that had been about to rape a woman about seven hundred 
meters away. 


"Should have known better." He muttered and continued climbing the 
stairs. Someone like that slipped through the screening process 
everyone was required to pass before they were admitted into the 
army every so often, but it was a rare idiot that tried to act on those 
kinds of urges when he was present. 


Making a note to himself to recover the idiot's corpse later, he went 
back to humming. 


The doors were predictably closed and probably also barred, so 
Naruto didn't try to push them open. Instead, he pulled them open. 


It should be noted that the hinges were not designed to swing in that 
direction, so the doors came off the wall. 


He immediately came under fire from the Jaffa inside, which he 
decided to dodge in a fabulous display of flexibility and acrobatics 
while continuing his ambling walk forward. 


"Kill him!" The rather old lead Jaffa bellowed in desperation, 
apparently unaware that they were attempting to do that very thing. 


In response Naruto jumped through the air and performend a perfect 
split as he went, landing just behind the Jaffa. 


"Haters gonna hate." He stated with a grin and quickly disabled the 
Jaffa by smacking them over the head or tossing them into the walls. 


The minor obstruction dealt with, he tried to continue forward, only to 
have the stubborn commander grab hold of his leg. 


Giving him a peculiar look, Naruto shrugged and kept walking, 
dragging the Jaffa along with a shriek of metal against stone. 


"Stop demon!" The clingy Jaffa demanded. "Go no further! 


Naruto stopped and directed a frown at the prone Jaffa. "Why are 
you being so stubborn?" 


The man clamped his lips shut and held the horned man's leg even 
tighter, uncaring of his undignified position. 


Naruto hummed consideringly and narrowed his eyes. "You're 
protecting something." 


The Jaffa twitched violently in surprise, betraying himself rather 
obviously, but he stayed silent. 


"Must be this Goa'uld Queen I've heard is supposed to be here." 
Naruto guessed and kept walking even as he continued the one 
sided conversation. "Though why you'd bother protecting her | have 
no idea." 


Apparently deciding that keeping hold of his legs wasn't doing any 
good, the Jaffa got to his feet and tried to tug at his arm, to similar 
effect. 


"| will not allow you to harm her." The supremely stubborn old Jaffa 
declared, red faced with exertion as he pulled on Naruto's arm, his 
metal boots scrabbling on the stone floor. 


"Boy, this Queen must be something else if you're being this 
persistent." Naruto chuckled. "What's your name by the way?" 


"I am Ry'lok, and I will not allow you to harm her!" The old Jaffa 
huffed and puffed, grabbing hold of Naruto's haori in the hope that it 
would prove a better handhold, but all he succeeded in doing was 
looking like a strange imitation of a water skier. 


"Nice to meet you, I'm Naruto." The horned man replied and sped up 
a bit as he saw the door to the Queen's chambers. 


"Stop!" Ry'lok demanded desperately, still attempting to stop him. 


He was ignored as the doors were opened, but Naruto did stop once 
he caught sight of his quarry. 


She was a very pretty woman of Egyptian descent, with dark hair 
and eyes. It was easy to see why she might be wanted as a host, but 
that was not what captured Naruto's attention. 


No, that would be the visible bulge of an early stage pregnancy and 
the fact that he could easily sense that it was the host who was in 
control instead of the symbiote. 


He hadn't been aware that Queens could even have non-Goa'uld 
children. Upon closer examination of the fetus however, he noticed 
that it wasn't strictly human. It had a substantial amount of Goa'uld 
DNA in there. A hybrid then, human form with Goa'uld mind if the 
nascent thoughts he was sensing were anything to go by. 


"Well, this is new." He commented in bemusement, scratching at his 
cheek. 


The woman was obviously terrified of him and Ry'lok scrambled 
around him to use himself as a human shield. 


"Tell me Ry'lok, are you defending the Goa'uld or the host?" He 
asked. 


A bead of sweat rolled down the old Jaffa's face, but he refused to 
speak. 


"Your life hangs on the answer old man." Naruto warned. 
"Wait!" The woman cried. "He is defending me." 
"Is he now?" Naruto murmured. 


He could already see how that had happened. An old man with little 
left to look forward to and a sweet young woman that he had grown 
fond of. It wouldn't have taken much for the old Jaffa's loyalties to 


switch, especially as he could almost smell the good people vibes 
wafting off the girl. 


"Who are you, and how is it that you are in control of yourself?" He 
asked next. 


"| am Sha're and the demon sleeps while | am with child." She 
explained. "It cannot take control without harming it." 


"How interesting." He mused and stepped forward. 
"No!" Ry'lok yelled and rushed at the horned man. 


Naruto sidestepped and tripped him with an eyeroll. "Keep your 
pants on, I'm not going to hurt her." 


"You aren't?" Ry'lok asked in bafflement, but at least he wasn't trying 
to be a hero anymore. 


Naruto ignored him and stood in front of Sha're. The girl was 
trembling and wringing her hands, but she didn't break eye contact. 
After a few moments, he decided he liked her and gave her a soft 
smile that caused her to blink in surprise at seeing such a gentle 
expression on him. 


"Hold still now." He instructed quietly and placed his palm on the 
back of her neck. 


She tensed but didn't move aside from letting out a gasp as she felt 
the creature whose presence had been a constant dark taint in her 
mind since her abduction being pulled away. 


"Ugly thing isn't it?" Naruto asked rhetorically as he kept a firm grip 
on the squirming black serpent in his fist. 


Sha're flinched away from it, grateful beyond words that it was not 
inside her anymore and wanting to be as far away as possible. 


"Do you want to leave a little message behind for Apophis?" He 
asked her with a grin. 


"A message?" Sha're asked, confused. Why would she want to leave 
a message for that monster? 


The confusion was answered as the horned man produced a 
gleaming knife. It was an evil looking thing with a curved blade that 
was full of cruel hooks and jagged edges. Even someone that knew 
nothing of blades would be able to guess that getting stabbed with it 
would leave horrendous tissue damage. 


He passed it to her handle first and held the now desperately 
wriggling Goa'uld in front of a wall. "The blade is plenty sharp, so just 
aim true and nail it to the wall." 


Takehito would be annoyed that he'd executed a perfectly good 
Goa'uld Queen instead of giving it to him to study. The man had 
already taken Hathor apart and had asked for a few more to make 
comparisons. 


He'd get over it though and some closure for a cute girl was more 
important than the dubious benefits of Goa'uld Queen dissection. 


Sha’'re held the knife with both hands and hesitated for a moment 
before her face hardened and she drove the knife into the symbiote. 
The creature screeched and flailed in pain for a while before 
slumping in death, a slow drip of glowing blue blood leaking from it. 


"Well, that's one thing handled." Naruto said cheerfully and turned 
back to Sha're. "Now for that baby." 


This had the woman clutching her hands protectively over her 
stomach and backing away with wide eyes, Ry'lok also moved back 
to her side, once again ready to sacrifice his life even though he 
knew it would be useless. 


"Please don't." Sha're pleaded. "The child has done no wrong." 


"You do know that even if it looks like a human, it's going to be born 
with a demon's heart?" Naruto asked, using terminology that she 
would be familiar with. 


Sha're quieted, obviously aware of this. "Is there no way to save it?" 


Naruto could think of a few ways, but they involved performing a 
psychic lobotomy or teaching the kid to completely block off his 
subconscious for his entire life. By any definition, it was a product of 
rape and therefore a reminder of an extremely unpleasant period of 
Sha’'re's life. Even if she was probably a big enough person to get 
past that, someone like him, Oma or another ascended would need 
to raise it because Sha're simply wasn't qualified to do it. Not if she 
wanted it to be anything other than a megalomaniacal little monster 
since before it could walk(a rather amusing thought to have an evil 
toddler around but probably best avoided). 


All in all a huge headache and barely any better than killing it, so 
Naruto took the expedient solution. 


"No." He lied. "The evil is already part of it and would dominate its 
path forever." 


Sha're looked upset, but she nodded and took her hands away from 
her midsection. 


"Don't worry, it'll be quick and painless." Naruto assured and placed 
his palm over the slight bulge. 


A short pulse of energy and the impromptu abortion was finished. A 
little bit of healing directed to her insides put her body back to its pre- 
pregnancy state. Not a twinge of guilt passed through his head at 
doing this. He killed Goa'uld larva all the time and this was no 
different, except for the fact that it was a Goa'uld baby. 


Sha're grabbed his hand before he could remove it and looked at 
him with big doe eyes that she likely had no idea how effective they 
were at manipulating him. 


"Thank you." She said softly. "You have done so much for me, but 
could | ask one more thing of you?" 


"Of course you can." Naruto nodded, grinning down at her. 
"Could you take me back to my Dan'yel?" She asked. 


He had no idea who the hell that was, but a quick peek into her mind 
revealed the answer. 


Her husband, Daniel Jackson. 
How wonderfully convenient. 


He'd get the girl some therapy to help her come to terms with having 
been a Goa'uld host and all the things that she had done and had 
done to her during that time, then he'd bring her back to her hubby. 


A young and in love married couple would be reunited after their 
tragic parting, which was always nice to see even for an old bastard 
like him. As an added bonus, Naruto would be seen as a Really 
Good Guy, making it easier to sink his claws into Earth and start 
taking it over, which was a lot less nice but still good for an old 
bastard like him, albeit in an entirely different way. 


"Not a problem, but it'll take a little while to find him." He told her and 
placed his hand on the small of her back to lead her out. "Let's get 
you out of here." 


Sha're went willingly, but quietly, obviously a bit subdued by 
everything that had happened. 


Back in the room, Ry'lok remained standing there and looking lost. 
What was he supposed to do now? 


"Oi, Ry'lok. You coming or what?" Naruto called back. 


Given the choice between staying and getting blamed by Apophis for 
the death of his Queen or leaving with the horned man and the 


young woman he had grown fond of, Ry'lok's decision was not very 
difficult. 


There we go, another speedy update. I'm on a roll xD. 


To pre-emptively answer any questions on the subject. Yes, l 
know that Sha're was sent to Abydos by Apophis to wait out her 
pregnancy, but | believe that was done after he lost face by 
having his invasion of Earth foiled. Up to that point it would 
have made more sense to keep her prisoner somewhere more 
secure. 


Either way this is already AU enough that I can do whatever | 
want and still justify it xD. 


Chapter 19 


After being outmaneuvered during his attempted attack on Earth, 
Apophis and his son Klorel had very narrowly managed to use the 
onboard stargate to escape before their ships exploded. 


Both of them felt the sting of Bra'tac's betrayal, the old Jaffa Master 
having convinced them of his loyalty only so that he could 
doublecross them at the end. Apophis at least knew who had turned 
Teal'c against him now. The thought that both of his previous two 
First Primes had been traitors did not sit easy with him. How long 
had he been surrounded by traitors? How many more were left? 


The troubles of father and son did not end with their escape from 
their doomed ships however, as they returned to a Throne World that 
was not as they left it. That was clear as soon as they saw the 
shattered fortifications around the gate. 


As they stared around themselves with thinly veiled shock, several 
Jaffa walked up to them and fell to one knee. 


"My lords, we are relieved at your safe return." The leader said. 
"What has happened here?" Apophis demanded. 


"We were attacked my lord." Was the Jaffa's obvious answer. "While 
you were gone, the Celestial Empire came in force.” 


"Why did you not repel them?!" Klorel demanded angrily. 


"They could not be stopped." The Jaffa said plaintively, knowing that 
the two Goa'uld didn't want to hear it. "Their Empress broke our fleet 
in the skies and their Emperor descended down on us on wings of 
darkness. No weapon could touch them." 


"Where is Amaunet? Where is my Queen?" Apophis asked urgently, 
realizing what that would mean. 


The Jaffa bowed his head. "She is dead my lord." 


Apophis roared in rage and brought his kara'kesh to bear on the 
Jaffa. He was too angry to even use the slow execution function of 
the device and instead simply blasted the kneeling man into the 
ground, shattering his bones. 


"Take me to her!" He demanded, panting harshly in his anger. 


The remaining Jaffa hastened to obey and began to lead the two 
Goa'uld towards the palace. 


Everything they saw on the way only served to enrage them further. 


The temple was shattered and fallen, only a dismal ruin of it's 
previous glory. 


Countless pieces of destroyed gliders and Al'kesh littered the city, 
along with the bodies of Jaffa that nobody had had the time to clean 


up. 


In the inner city it was much worse. The streets were liberally 
bloodstained due to the many butchered Goa'uld. 


Had Apophis and Klorel not been so enraged that they could barely 
see Straight, they might have noticed the uneasy looks their Jaffa 
escort was giving to their surroundings. They might have noticed the 
humans that stared at them with angry and considering eyes from 
among the ruins. 


But they didn't notice. Accustomed as they were to ignoring the 
humans, their attention was firmly on their own rage. 


They still didn't notice that their escort gave the strangely quiet city 
nervous glances as they climbed the palace steps. The flag of the 
Celestial Empire that was sticking out of the stonework above the 
doors didn't help cool any tempers. 


Apophis easily recognized that they were being led to the private 
quarters in which he had kept Amaunet's host prisoner while his 
Queen was forced to sleep. The woman had threatened to kill the 
child she carried if he so much as approached her, so he had left her 
in the care of that old man Ry'lok. He had never been a particularly 
impressive warrior so a job as a nursemaid to a human would be 
good enough for him. 


He had been considering leaving her on some backwater planet until 
she brought it into the world, perhaps even her own homeworld, but 
that was all moot now. 


Any thoughts of the host fled as he saw what had become of his 
mate, speared to the wall like a fish and left to hang there. 


"Why did you not remove the knife?!" Apophis demanded furiously, 
further enraged by the disrespect. 


"We have tried my lord, it will not move." 

Apophis’ vision started developing spots, his fury so great that he 
wasn't even aware of the way he screamed and punched the Jaffa, 
breaking the man's neck under the force of his unrestrained strength. 


"Father..." Klorel tried to say, but was interrupted. 


"Leave me!" Apophis roared, swinging around and nearly hitting his 
son as well. 


Klorel left, and the Jaffa left with him. 


"My lord, we must leave this planet." 


"Why?" Klorel demanded, wondering at the urgency in the Jaffa's 
tone. 


Unlike Apophis, he felt nothing for Amaunet's loss. She wasn't the 
Queen who had spawned him(the old Queen had been replaced 
when Apophis had found himself enamoured with Amaunet) and it 
wouldn't have mattered even if she were since Goa'uld larva rarely 
felt any attachement to their mothers. 


No, Klorel was feeling the more standard Goa'uld rage at the notion 
that not everyone was rolling over for him and even dared strike 
back. 


"It is not safe." The Jaffa replied vaguely, not wanting to explicitly 
state that he and his fellows were honestly concerned over the 
possibility of a massed human rebellion. 


Fortunately, he didn't have to because Klorel's thoughts took him in 
another direction entirely. 


Despite being quite young(he had gotten a host at the same time as 
Amaunet and was in fact using Sha’'re's brother for the purpose), 
Klorel had a detailed knowledge of Goa'uld politics thanks to his 
genetic memory, which led him to what was in hindsight a very 
obvious conclusion. 


Apophis was finished. 


After this string of humiliations, he would not even be able to retain 
System Lord status. His rivals would tear him apart and even the 
Jaffa might abandon him. 


Klorel was in dire straits simply by association. There was no choice 
but to abandon his father if he wanted to survive. 


"You are right, we will leave." 


Having seen Apophis kill two loyal warriors for no wrong done on 
their part, the Jaffa decided to go with him without complaint. 


Apophis was aware of none of this, busy as he was staring at the 
body of his mate. 


He had tried to remove the knife, but as the Jaffa had said, it would 
not budge. If he wanted to remove Amaunet from the wall, he would 
need to pull her off the knife... which would split her in half. 


He had honestly fallen in love with his Queen and was now struck by 
grief at her death. 


She had been so very beautiful... well her host had been beautiful, 
but Apophis was a Goa'uld and didn't think of humans as beings 
worth consideration anyway. Once a Goa'uld took a host, it was 
largely considered that it ceased to exist as a separate entity. 


Unfamiliar as he was with the concept of grief, his thoughts quickly 
turned back to rage. Those horned monsters had gone too far this 
time! Attacking his Throne World like this and leaving his mate 
speared to the wall in a demonstration of power and cruelty. 


Apophis swore an oath to himself that he would do whatever was 
necessary to avenge his mate. 


The sound of footsteps penetrated his dark thoughts a few minutes 
later and he directed a furious gaze at the whoever had intruded 
upon him. His anger soared even higher when he saw that it was just 
some slaves. 


"How dare you approach me unbidden?!" He yelled at them. "Leave 
now or die!" 


But they didn't leave. In fact, more of them showed up by the second 
and they all looked quite angry. 


It was at this point that Apophis finally noticed that a lot of them were 
clutching improvised wooden clubs or chunks of stone. Some even 
had stolen staff weapons. 


Had it been Ra in this position, he would have immediately known 
the danger he was in. Ra had seen what being part of a mob could 
do to large crowds of humans once their anger became stronger 
than their fear, and seeing hundreds of Goa'uld dead in the streets 
had gone quite a long way towards dispelling their fear of the 
Supposed ‘gods’. 


But it wasn't Ra. 


Apophis was used to seeing humans cower before him and it had 
not yet dawned on him that the situation had changed. 


To be fair, it wouldn't have mattered either way since he was trapped 
in a room with only one exit. 


The last spark that was required to set fire to an already volatile 
Situation came when a young boy in his early teens threw the rock in 
his hands at the ruined System Lord's head. It was a good throw and 
hit Apophis right in the forehead. 


"You dare?!" Apophis exclaimed, as incredulous as he was angry, a 
thin trickle of blood running down his head from where the skin had 
broken. 


That was the last straw and the mob surged forward with an 
indistinguishable roar of many voices. Apophis only just managed to 
bring his arm into position when a wooden club crashed into his 
head and knocked him to the ground. This was followed by a frantic 
stomping of feet as everyone tried to get a kick in. 


Apophis was dead for quite a while already before they stopped. 


Looking down at the planet as he left in a Tel'tak cargo ship, Klorel 
could only watch in shock as an ever greater tide of humanity 
seemed to spill from every opening and flood the streets. From what 
he could see, they were running down any Jaffa, priest or priestess 
they could find and trampling them to death. 


Even more, he could already see large groups heading out of the city 
and going towards the other settlements. 


It was a full fledged uprising. 


Considering that there were at least two thousand humans for every 
Goa'uld or Jaffa still on the planet, it would have predictable results. 


Klorel knew that he could probably contain it with orbital 
bombardment, but what then? Not a single Goa'uld(himself included) 
would want to live on a planet where something like this had 
happened. What madman would want to live surrounded by humans 
who were only restrained from killing you if there were orbital 
weapons aimed at them? 


No, Acanthus was lost to the Goa'uld, at least for now. Klorel was 
going to need to lay low for a while if he wanted to survive his 
sudden loss in status and he didn't have time to even try pacifying 
the humans here. 


"Unscheduled offworld activation!" 


The familiar announcement had security teams tensing for action 
while General Hammond and SG-1 went into the control room to 
watch. The titanium iris closed to block any uninvited guests and 
then there was only tense silence as everyone waited for something 
to happen. 


"Receiving SG-1 IDC, an outdated one." The technician, one Walter 
Harriman, announced. 


The clearly present members of SG-1 looked at each other as if to 
make sure they were really all there and not elsewhere in the galaxy 
sending out old identification codes, before Carter offered a more 
reasonable explanation. 


"We left one GDO with Bra'tac." 


"Open the iris." Hammond ordered. 


The titanium iris receded like the shutter of a camera and the 
venerable Jaffa Master stepped through the gate shortly after. 


"Hammond of Texas, will you give me leave to enter your 
compound?" Bra'tac asked formally, this being his first time coming 
to Earth. 


"You have it Master Bra'tac." The old General said courteously, very 
curious to know the cause of this visit. 


A short time later, they were all in the briefing room and listening to 
Bra'tac's tale. 


"Before | say anything else, you should know that Apophis and Klorel 
survived the destruction of their ships." He was saying. 


"But how?" Carter asked, confused. 


"They must have used the stargate, just like | did." Daniel said in 
realization. 


"So the slimy snakehead is still alive? Figures." O'Neill grumbled, 
although he couldn't say he was upset that Skaara was still alive, 
even if it was as a host for Klorel. At least there was a chance to get 
him back. 

"He did not live long." Bra'tac interrjected with grim satisfaction. 
"Apophis is dead?" Teal'c asked, startled at the news. 


"Yes, though Klorel still lives." 


"But how did he die if he got off the ship before it was destroyed?" 
Hammond asked, taking control of the briefing again. 


"While we were saving your world, it seems that the Celestial Empire 
took the opportunity to attack Acanthus." Bra'tac explained. 


Teal'c was visibly shocked, though he mastered his expression 
quickly. 


"Okay, for those of us not skilled in galactic geography, what is 
Acanthus?" O'Neill prompted. 


"It is the Throne World of Apophis." Teal'c explained. 


"No more." Bra'tac refuted. "The Empire struck without mercy, 
devastating the defense fleet and launching a ground assault that 
saw hundreds of Goa'uld slaughtered." 


O'Neill whistled, impressed. 


Bra'tac ignored him and continued. "They did not take any humans 
with them this time, but Amaunet was left impaled to the wall of the 
palace with a knife." 


"Sha're..." Daniel said with a hollow tone, realizing that this must 
mean that his wife was dead as well. 


"You need not worry Daniel Jackson, only the Goa'uld was found." 
Bra'tac hastened to say. "Your wife was seen leaving Acanthus in the 
company of the Emperor." 


Daniel nodded and slumped with relief, his throat too choked to 
speak. He also felt an irrational burst of anger at Bra'tac for nearly 
giving him a heart attack. He was still worried about his wife, but at 
least she wasn't a host for a Goa'uld anymore and that was definitely 
an improvement. 


This just meant that making contact with the Celestial Empire had 
become his number one priority. 


"So how did Apophis die?" Hammond prompted again. 


"He arrived on Acanthus long after the attack had been finished, but 
it seems that the humans living there were emboldened by the many 
dead Goa'uld." Bra'tac explained with a smile. "Apophis was 
trampled to death, and his death sparked an uprising that is seeing 
every Goa'uld, Jaffa or priest that does not manage to escape killed. 
Last | heard, it had already spread across half the cities on the 
planet." 


"Just like on Earth." Daniel said softly. "The people rebelled and 
drove them off." 


"What happened to Klorel?" Carter asked. 


"He came to Chulak, but news had already reached us of what had 
happened and many Jaffa had lost faith in the Goa'uld. | was having 
remarkable success gathering support to attack him, but Klorel must 
have caught wind of it and fled before we could act." 


Everyone was looking contemplative at the information and Teal'c 
was actually smiling. 


"With Apophis having been so humiliated recently, Klorel will never 
manage to take the mantle of System Lord." Bra'tac continued 
without being prompted. "Usually, another System Lord - such as 
Heru'ur or Cronus given that they are the closest - would absorb the 
remnants of Apophis’ forces, but the Empire presses them hard... 
they may well be unable to spare the time to do so." 


Bra'tac was actually correct, though not perfectly so. 


The System Lords were having another meeting, this time in a 
specially prepared room aboard a Ha'tak, since going to the Hasara 
Space Station every time would have been too cumbersome. 


Heru'ur and Cronus had indeed bitched at each other over who 
would take over Apophis' territories and might have gone to war over 
it if it weren't for Yu snapping at them. 


After a great deal of arguing, it had been decided that the terriotory 
of the fallen System Lord would be divided among them. 


Which led to the current situation that one Yu-Huang Shang Ti found 
himself in. Namely, he somehow found himself acting as mediator 
while every other System Lord squabbled over who would get which 
parts of Apophis’ territory and how much of it, because he was the 
only one that didn't want it. 


He had already reminded them that laying claim to those territories 
would do them no good at the moment since they were decidedly on 
the defensive in the war against the Celestial Empire, but they 
insisted on doing it now to ‘avoid disputes in the future’. 


If it were not beneath his dignity, Yu would have rolled his eyes. He 
could not even recall the last time that the Goa'uld had managed to 
avoid a dispute about anything and he very much doubted they 
would do it this time. 


At this point he was just letting them argue in circles while he went 
over his own thoughts. 


The Goa'uld were losing. Slowly, but surely. That was the 
undisputable truth. 


The Empire never allowed itself to stay in ship to ship combat when 
the odds were against them, allowing them to preserve their forces 
while they steadily lost Ha'tak. 


Going up against them in ground based combat was an exercise in 
futility. The Empire's troops were simply so much better equipped 
that there was no contest. 


They had already lost so many naquadah mines that most System 
Lords were experiencing shortages. 


The constant stream of assassinations on their underlings was 
Causing massive organizational problems. 


He had no idea where the Tok'ra were in all this, but he strongly 
suspected that they were collaborating with the Celestial Empire and 
that could not possibly end well for them. The Tok'ra had never been 
more than a nuisance because they lacked the ability to do any 
tangible damage, but if they had allied with the Empire... 


Perhaps the most worrying of all, the last time that he had been 
attacked, the Empire had two Ha'tak among their own ships. 


That meant that the Emperor's occasional appeal to the Jaffa had 
broken through and they were getting defectors. This was quite 
possibly worse than everything else put together. If the Jaffa started 
turning their back on the Goa'uld, the System Lords might very well 
find themselves powerless. 


The only way to put an end to all this would be to destroy the home 
system of the Celestial Empire, but Yu could only shudder at the 
thought of assaulting that fortress again. No doubt it was even more 
fortified than it used to be. 


The other System Lords were still convinced that they would be able 
to defeat the Celestial Empire, but Yu was no longer certain after the 
disaster that had been their attempted invasion of Erius. In his 
Opinion, it was time to begin considering the idea of making a treaty 
of some sort. After all, they had done the same with the Asgard once 
it had become apparent that they would not be defeating the 
immensely powerful race. 


Convincing the others to sue for peace would be difficult though. The 
Asgard had not humiliated and insulted them at every turn. The 
warmongers of the group such as Heru'ur would be particularly 
resistant to the idea. In point of fact so would Bastet and Kali, who 
seemed to hate the Emperor and Empress more than most for 
reasons they refused to speak of. 


Yu was just ruminating on how to get this room full of bickering idiots 
to see that they would be best served attempting diplomacy since 
warfare was clearly not working when a pair of stoic Jaffa entered 


the room with a large communications sphere hovering between 
them. 


"What is the meaning of this?" Yu demanded, but any explanation by 
the Jaffa was pre-empted by the golden sphere activating to show 
someone wearing a deep hood. 


"How the mighty have fallen." Came the raspy voice from the 
shadows of the hood. "The Goa'uld System Lords, once so powerful, 
are now reduced petty squabbling while your enemies do as they 
please." 


"Sokar." Cronus growled, instantly remembering the voice and 
theatrics of the banished System Lord. 


"Yes, it is |." Sokar confirmed, raising his head so that his hood was 
displaced to show the heavily modified host. 


Bald, translucently pale, face riddled with blue veins, sickly yellow 
eyes. Sokar had gone to quite a bit of trouble to live up to his 
assumed persona as the original Egyptian precursor to Satan. He 
even had a somewhat glittery red robe. 


"You dare show your face again after your banishment?" Cronus 
demanded angrily. 


He didn't know how the ghoulish former System Lord had survived 
despite all odds, but he intended to make sure that he didn't survive 
for much longer. Sokar had made his last mistake by revealing that 
he still lived. 


"Did you truly believe that | would not return to reclaim what you 
stole from me?" Sokar rasped. "I have been gathering my strength 
ever since you banished me, intending to sweep away all before 
me." 


"You speak as though your plans have changed." Ba'al stated, 
cutting Sokar's melodrama short. 


"Indeed. | have only recently become aware of this Celestial Empire 
that has caused you so much trouble. For centuries now | have been 
preparing to attack Ra and the System Lords, only to have Ra die 
before | was ready to reveal myself and the rest of you embroiled in 
a losing war against an outside enemy." 


"Say what you intend to say Sokar, or else leave." Yu said stonily, his 
dislike for the other Goa'uld clear. 


Sokar was a Sadististic madman just a few steps down from Anubis 
and Yu was not at all pleased to learn that he had somehow 
managed to survive his banishment. 


"Very well." Sokar consented. "Accept me as Supreme System Lord 
and | will lend my armies to your aid." 


"Impudent swine." Heru'ur spat. "You think you can simply appear 
before us and make such demands?" 


"| did not come empty handed. My armies are vast and even more 
technologically advanced than what you took from Ra." Sokar 
warned. 


"While | would not agree to elevating Sokar to the status of Supreme 
System Lord, | would agree to acknowledge him as a System Lord." 
Ba'al interjected, his interest piqued by the mention of superior 
technology as much as by the possibility of bolstering the armies of 
the Goa'uld. 


Yu hid a frown as this suggestion seemed to meet with approval from 
many of those present. Cronus and Heru'ur seemed to be the only 
ones that were stubbornly refusing to budge on the matter, but that 
wouldn't be enough. 


"| would agree to that until the Celestial Empire is defeated." Sokar 
rasped. 


A vote was called, with everyone aside from Yu, Cronus and Heru'ur 
voting in favor. As the vote didn't have to be unanimous, it passed 
and Sokar was reinstated to System Lord status. 


Yu was not at all pleased about this even though their military 
strength had just increased considerably. Having more ships had not 
helped against the Empire so far and he doubted it would now. 


He knew better than to bring up the idea of making a treaty with the 
Empire now that everyone was so full of confidence that they would 
be able to win, even if it would be the perfect time to do it. The 
stronger they were, the better their bargaining position. He could 
only hope that they either managed to pull off a miraculous win or 
that they didn't lose too much before they were forced into 
negotiation. 


Sparta. 


Naruto strode past the intimidated Jaffa with a grin of epic 
proportions. There were no soldiers with him, no Black Clan, no 
invasion force whatsoever. 


Next to him, looking slightly exasperated, was Xanna. He'd badgered 
her into coming with him for this and she'd eventually caved even 
though she thought it was silly. 


The Jaffa obviously didn't know how to react to having the much 
feared rulers of the Celestial Empire showing up and taking a walk 
through a Goa'uld held planet as if they owned it. Strangely enough 
they didn't attack though. 


They walked right into the palace of Castor, who was the local 
Goa'uld overseer and had little trouble finding him. 


Much to Naruto's delight, the idiot was apparently feeling dramatic 
and had been waiting for them in the classic 'looking-across-my- 
domain-over-a-balcony-while-the-unstoppable-enemy-approaches' 


pose. That would save him from having to maneuver the Goa'uld into 
such a position. 


It wasn't a well, but the well in town was too small anyway. 


And Castor's host wasn't black, but that was fine since Persians 
generally weren't black either. 


Come to think of it, the movie 300 could be construed as being kind 
of racist. There seemed to be an awful lot of inexplicably black 
skinned Persians trying to kill the virtuous and gloriously buff white 
dudes in that movie. 


But enough about probably accidental racism, it was time to do what 
he'd come here to do. 


The Goa'uld turned and addressed them in strangely measured 
tones. 


"So you have come at last. Truth be told | did not expect a personal 
visit from one of you, much less both. | am honored." Castor said. 


Well what do you know, it was a polite Goa'uld! It seemed like at 
least one of them realized that crying about insolence wasn't a good 
idea when there was a deadly enemy in front of you. Or maybe he 
was just sucking up. 


"You're a rather strange Goa'uld aren't you?" Naruto quipped, his 
curiousity getting the better of him. 


"So | have been told." Castor agreed. "It must be why Cronus keeps 
me isolated on this backwater world." 


"Explain." Xanna demanded casually. 


"Even if they are slaves, | have never seen a reason to abuse the 
humans needlessly. Cronus claims that they would rebel otherwise, 
but | suspect he was more worried about me getting too powerful 
and usurping him." Castor explained. 


This is more shocking than that one time you shoved an electrified 
dildo up my ass. Naruto sent to his wife mentally. 


| wouldn't go that far, that was pretty shocking. Xanna replied 
humorously, recalling how out of hand their games had gotten. The 
electrified tentacles Naruto had retaliated with had been quite the... 
interesting... experience. 


"| surrender to you unconditionally and will not resist as you take my 
slaves and Jaffa." Castor said, unaware of the silent conversation. 


He was being so reasonable that Naruto would have been tempted 
to offer him a job in a different set of circumstances. 


It might have been an interesting project to see if a Goa'uld could be 
reformed. Giving him a blank human body wouldn't have been hard 
so that his current host could finally die. After that, He would have 
needed an attitude adjustment to break him off of the whole 'human 
equals slave' thing. 


"| also offer my services to you." 


There was only one thing standing in the way of taking up that 
project. 


The planet was called Sparta and Naruto's foot was itching 
something fierce with the desire to kick a motherfucker off a ledge. 
Seeing as Castor was the biggest motherfucker here, the shockingly 
reasonable Goa'uld was shit out of luck. 


He really should have picked another planet if he'd wanted to be 
taken seriously. 


"Rejected!" Naruto said with a grin, taking a threatening step closer 
to the Goa'uld. 


The Goa'uld's composed facade cracked, but he continued his 
attempts at diplomacy. 


"Surely you can see the benefit of having me serve you instead of 
killing me? Did you not take other minor Goa'uld with you in the 
past?" Castor pleaded. 


Ah, apparently he was thinking of all those Tok'ra that had been 
encountered over the years. From an outside perspective that 
definitely might have looked like he was letting minor Goa'uld live as 
long as they turned traitor. How cute, but so very wrong. 


"| don't feel like it, and you smell funny." 
Say it say it say it say it say it SAY IT! 


The facade cracked further, with Castor now backing up warily until 
his back hit the stone railing of the balcony. 


"Please be reasonable!" 


Naruto's eye twitched in irritation. Why was this asshole not saying 
it?! Was it not obvious enough that he was not a reasonable person? 


Clearly it was time to take things up a notch. 


"There is no reason! There is no mercy! I'm gonna kill all the Goa'uld, 
track them down to every hole, turn them inside out! Nobody can 
stop the pain train that will turn your species into a blue splatter 
across the tracks of humanity!" 


Castor now looked at him with the sort of horror that a helpless 
woman who had just inexplicably fallen and broken her ankle would 
give to a crazy axe murderer in a bloodied hockey mask. 


"This is madness!" He exclaimed, pressing up against the railing in 
terror. 


FINALLY! Naruto exclaimed inside his head jubilantly, but his face 
didn't show it. Instead, settled down a bit and slowly turned to look at 
his wife. 


Xanna visibly restrained herself from rolling her eyes and gave hima 
short nod instead. 


Putting herculean effort into keeping a grin from ruining his grim 
expression, he turned back to the Goa'uld. 


"Madness?" He repeated softly. 


" THIS! IS! SPARTAAAAA! " The thundering bellow was punctuated 
by the all-important Sparta Kick. 


Castor, being of frail slightly-above-normal human constitution, had 
his chest caved in by the kick, but he did also crash through the 
stone safety railing and plummeted to the ground. 

"Happy now?" Xanna asked wryly. 


"Yes." He answered with a satisfied sigh. 


"You've drawn a crowd." She noted, looking at the humans and Jaffa 
gathering around the mangled corpse of Castor. 


"Perfect." He grinned and stepped fully onto the balcony. 


"SPARTANS!" He yelled out to get their attention, holding back 
another grin. 


"The tyrant that has opressed you is no more and you are free!" 


A shocked moment followed before the humans erupted into cheers. 
Apparently Castor hadn't been well liked even if he was more 
reasonable than most Goa'uld, but that tends to be what you get if 
you treat people as slaves. 


"But you are not yet safe. " Naruto interrupted the cheering. "More 
like him will come and try to make slaves of you again, but it does 
not have to be this way! Come with me through the stargate and you 
will never be slaves again!" 


Slowly, the cheers restarted, interspersed with pledging to come with 
him. 


A bit further back, Xanna smirked. Centuries of public speaking had 
refined Naruto's raw charisma into an incredible skill with oration. He 
was able to put so much force into his words now and pitch his voice 
just so that it was almost as good as a compulsion. 


"And you Jaffa!" He continued with the same force. "Will you wait for 
another Goa'uld to come and tell you he is a god before which you 
should kneel? Will you obey the commands of liars as they tell you to 
stain your honor with innocent blood? | know you are better than 
that, so | offer you the chance to fight with me and make this galaxy 
a better place!" 


He waited for a moment and then finished. "For those of you who 
wish to come with us, prepare your things and gather at the 
stargate." 


"Good speech." Xanna complimented ovet the shouts of agreement. 
"| thought so too." He smirked and swept her into a kiss. 


She chuckled against his lips and broke contact after a few seconds. 
"What has you so excited?" 


"| just feel like making love to my wife on a planet that we haven't 
done it on yet." He answered and carried her pushed her up agaist a 
wall, both of their clothes vanishing in the process. 


"There are a lot of those." She noted, wrapping her legs around him. 


"All the more reason to make it one less." He argued and pushed 
himself into her with a pleased grunt. 


"You were right." Ren‘al stated with dignity. "Sokar has returned." 
"We told you he would." Xanna said smugly. 


Ren‘al's jaw clenched at the tone before she forced herself to relax. 
The Tok'ra hadn't believed Naruto and Xanna when they had told 
them that Sokar was still alive and plotting his return, making for 
quite the embarrassment now that he had actually returned. 


"One Goa'uld is the same as any other." Xanna dismissed with a 
wave of her hand. 


"The forces Sokar commands are considerable and what little we 
have managed to uncover thus far indicates that his technology is 
superior to what the other Goa'uld possess." 


"Well of course it is, otherwise he wouldn't have showed his face 
yet." Naruto agreed. "But Soaky isn't going to share his toys because 
he wants the coveted title of Supreme Douchebag and making his 
future enemies stronger would be counter-productive to that." 


"Even so, he is not someone to be dismissed lightly." Ren'al warned. 


"Don't you worry, there's only room for one Satan impersonator in 
this galaxy." The horned man grinned. "And I'm a lot more qualified." 


After Oma had gone to talk to Zarin, the Tok'ra ambassador had 
pushed the High Council to pursue closer relations with the Empire. 
They had dragged their feet at first, but when Zarin had revealed that 
Oma had encouraged it and who exactly Oma was, things had 
turned around quite sharply. 


They still weren't willing to just dive in and allow themselves to be 
absorbed into the Empire, but they had begun acting more like a spy 
agency instead of as a distant ally that would sometimes share 
information. 


Now being in something of a position to direct their efforts, Naruto 
and Xanna had asked that the Tok'ra focus their efforts on military 
movements rather than on relations between the System Lords. 
Thanks to having an outside enemy, the Goa'uld had banded 
together in a flimsy sort of alliance which wasn't likely to change for 
as long as the situation remained the way it was. They already had 
the spy satellite network, but it wasn't perfect. 


One could be forgiven for assuming that this would be an increase in 
the difficulty of their missions, but it was actually not the case. With 
the cumbersome nature of Goa'uld organization and their obsession 
with being thought of as gods, it left a truly massive security 
loophole. 


Being feudal, the Goa'uld often needed to collate resources from 
numerous planets in order to make any significant movements. This 
required a lot of manpower, both human and Jaffa manpower. 


In short, most any Tok'ra could simply walk up to a Jaffa or human 
and demand information, and they would be left no choice but to 
answer since a 'god' was doing the demanding. They wouldn't even 
think it strange actually, since that was often exactly what the 
Goa'uld did. 


In comparison to keeping tabs on the various Goa'uld 
alliances(which had to be done with the actual Goa'uld), it was 
beyond easy. 


It was due to this sudden lessening in difficulty for the Tok'ra that 
Cronus never learned that the somewhat infamous Tok'ra known as 
Jolinar of Malkshur had infiltrated his ranks. 


Since he never learned that bit of information, he did not hire an 
Ashrak to kill her. 


Jolinar was never forced to abandon Rosha, her current host. 


She did not go into hiding on the planet of Nasya and her temporary 
host never got injured. 


Captain Samantha Carter of SG-1 never attempted CPR on the 
wounded man and Jolinar did not take her as a host in an act of 
desperation. 


Unlike as it would have happened without Naruto and Xanna 
throwing a wrench into the regular timeline, the SGC missed out on 
their first contact with the Tok'ra, poorly executed and in unfortunate 
circumstances though it would have been. 


Not everything turns out dramatic and exciting. 


Garshaw had not been looking forward to this conversation, but she 
felt it necessary. Ren'al could have delivered this request all the 
same, but she wanted to make sure that the annoying horned man 
understood the importance of the situation. 


",... Saroosh can barely stand and will soon be bedridden. Selmak is 
in desperate need of a new host and we have been unable to find 
one." The Tok'ra councilor finished, inordinately pleased that he was 
actually listening instead of diverting the conversation as Zarin had 
told her he had a propensity for doing. 


Naruto hummed and rubbed his chin, doing something on his 
computer before looking at her. 


"Any preferrence on gender?" 


Garshaw blinked in shock. That sounded suspiciously like an 
agreement to find a host. Hadn't he said that no such thing would be 


permitted when he had taken Zarin in as an ambassador? When had 
that changed? 


"No, Selmak has never cared for the gender of the host." 


Naruto briefly redirected his attention to the computer before 
returning his attention to her. 


"Any preferrence on age aside from the obvious?" 


"Err, no." Garshaw anwered awkwardly, not wanting to ask what he 
considered obvious. Probably an adult that was not near death from 
old age. 


She could only watch with a sort of numb bafflement as he continued 
inputing something into his computer. Why was he asking all this? 


"Alright, we're done." He announced suddenly, making Garshaw 
jump slightly at the suddenness of it. "Take a look." 


She approached cautiously as he beckoned her over to look at the 
holographic screen and stared without comprehension at the 
displayed information. 


Selmak, member of the Tok'a High Council seeking new host. 


Aged 20-60, gender irrelevant, no previous training/schooling 
required. Non-Saisei users only. 


Benefits include everything provided by Saisei, plus a considerable 
increase in strength and healing speed. 


Interested parties should send applications and résumés's to 
Ambassador Zarin/Juliana. 


Interviews will be held in the Imperial Palace - room 356, a month 
from now. 


Applicants should note that a blending constitutes as joining the 
Tok'ra and they may be required to embark on missions for them. 
Details negotiable during interview. 


It is strongly suggested that interested parties thoroughly educate 
themselves on the Tok'ra and the Goa'uld-Tok'ra divide before 
sending applications. 


As Selmak's current host - Saroosh - has little time remaining, prank 
applications will be considered as adding difficulty to a life 
threatening situation(class 7 criminal offense). 


"What do you think?" Naruto asked once a minute has passed 
without Garshaw saying anything. 


"What... what is this?" The councilor asked faintly. 


"It's an advertisement." Naruto told her, talking slowly as if she was a 
bit dim. "It lets people know that Selmak is looking for a new host so 
that people interested in blending know about it." 


"And you think people will just... volunteer?" Garshaw asked, staring 
at him dubiously. 


Sure, the Tok'ra only took willing hosts, but it often took a great deal 
of persuasion before they became willing. More often than not, the 
humans in question were suffering from a deadly disease of some 
sort and agreed to a blending for the healing, only to later discover 
that it was not as terrible as they had feared. 


The idea of being able to simply send out word that a Tok'ra needed 
a host and have people volunteer was something that simply did not 
seem possible. 


Of course, Naruto was more than happy to provide a justification for 
his belief that there would be plenty of volunteers. 


"Sweetcheeks, there are well over a billion people living in the 
Empire right now. Some of those people get their jollies by having 
other people piss on them. Trust me, there will be volunteers." 


Naruto chuckled to himself once Garshaw was gone. The councilor 
probably had no idea that she was surrendering the Tok'ra to the 
Celestial Empire bit by bit, at least not yet. 


A normal Tok'ra host would be all too glad to go with them and leave 
his or her old life behind, but one from the Empire would not. They 
wouldn't want to give up all the comforts they had and live in caves. 
He didn't even need to manipulate the host selection or influence 
whoever got chosen. No matter which host Selmak eventually chose, 
he or she would become a subversive element in the Tok'ra that 
would push for them to accept the offer to join them. That Selmak 
was a member of the High Council would only make it more 
pronounced. 


Zarin and Juliana had been the control subjects that proved this 
method would work. 


They might have been a bit skittish at first, but they had gotten used 
to living on Erius. More to the point, they /iked it. They liked the 
entertainment, which the Tok'ra lacked almost entirely. They liked 
being able to shower, bathe or even swim whenever they wanted to, 
which they couldn't really do among the Tok'ra because water was 
precious and had to be carefully rationed. They liked a lot of things 
that they simply could not have among the Tok'ra. 


There were a lot of luxuries available to them that they didn't have 
even when pretending to be a Goa'uld, and without the downsides to 
boot. 


Even Ren'al, who only came by every so often, had obviously taken 
a liking to certain aspects of life in the Empire. She always tended to 
stay a few hours longer than strictly necessary these days. 


There was no need to be violent with the Tok'ra. Their inescapable 
need for hosts would see them absorbed into the Empire soon 
enough. 


Oma's meddling helped too of course, even if it was for her own 
purposes. Neither he nor Xanna were exactly sure what she was 
hoping to accomplish and they didn't care enough to find out. The 
fact that she was meddling was far more interesting and they'd find 
out eventually anyway. 


True to Naruto's prediction, the Tok'ra embassy received plenty of 
applications for the blending, the sorting of which he had 
unceremoniously dumped on Zarin/Juliana's shoulders. 


He had also strongarmed the Tok'ra into moving Selmak/Saroosh to 
the palace instead of whichever planet they had them stashed in, 
citing greater safety and superior healthcare. 


At first Zarin, Garshaw(who had elected to stay on Erius to keep an 
eye on things) and Selmak were more than slightly overwhelmed at 
the sudden abundance of choice they had with hosts, but they got 
their stride soon enough. 


Selmak and Saroosh in particular seemed to find the process of 
safely interviewing potential hosts a pleasantly relaxing novelty in 
comparison to having to take desperate and often terrified hosts. 


The two of them had eventually taken a liking to a young man of 
twenty-six by the name of Hiro. Despite his Japanese name, he was 
actually rather swarthy in his skin tone and had barely any Asian 
features except for his straight black hair. He had admitted to having 
applied due to his poor social skills and lack of purpose in life, both 
of which he hoped that blending with Selmak would help him with. 


"Alright, before we go ahead with body jumping, there's just one 
thing more to do." Naruto announced on the day of the transfer. 


"What more is there to do?" Garshaw asked. 


"Why, we're going to inject Hiro with nanites that will allow him to 
forcibly take control of his body from Selmak of course." The horned 
man explained cheerfully. 


"You made no mention of this before." Garshaw said with clear 
disapproval in her tone. 


Naruto looked at her in confusion, as if she had just said something 
that made no sense. "We've got all this technology available and you 
didn't think we'd develop a way for the host to protect himself from 
being subdued?" 


Garshaw hesitated, obviously unsure of how to reply to that. "But... 
there is no need." 


"Even if you say that, what's stopping some Tok'ra from just 
pretending to let the host have control while they're actually 
suppressing them?" Naruto pointed out. 


Not to mention what a shame it would be to let that bit of tech gather 
dust after deliberately infesting all those criminals with Goa'uld and 
experimenting on them to create it. 


"No true Tok'ra would do such a thing!" Garshaw stated passionately, 
obviously incensed at his insinuation. 


"Note to self: talk to Garshaw about the No True Scotsman Fallacy 
later." Naruto muttered to himself just loud enough to be heard, 
drawing much confusion from everyone in the room. 


"Heika, there is no need for this. | have faith in Selmak's honor." Hiro 
interjected softly, wanting to defuse the argument. 


"That's nice Hiro, but what if you're on a mission and get captured 
and the Goa'uld decide to stick one of their symbiotes into you?" The 
horned man argued back. 


"There is no need to argue about this." Selmak tossed in. "I would 
actually prefer it if Hiro accepted this." 


"Selmak, are you sure of this?" Garshaw asked carefully. 


Selmak firmly nodded. "Yes Garshaw, this will be good for us. 
Emperor Uzumaki is not the first to bring up the possibility that we 
merely pretend to share control with the hosts while secretly 
suppressing them. With these nanites making the relationship 
between host and symbiote truly equal, none will be able to dispute 
our honor." 


Garshaw frowned a bit and nodded grudgingly. It wasn't that she had 
any particular objection to the technology itself, merely to the 
message of distrust it seemed to carry against the Tok'ra. 


"Very well then, but explain to me how it works first." 


"Fair enough." Naruto nodded and began explaining. "Being different 
species, humans have a very different neural signature than a 
symbiote. the nanites will imprint on the host's neural signature, 
allowing him to trigger their function even while the symbiote is in 
control. When triggered, they will emit a carefully modulate electrical 
pulse to specific parts of the brain that will disrupt the control of the 
symbiote. If the symbiote continues attempting to keep control, the 
electrical pulse will quickly become painful, but have no effect if it 
remains passive." 


"And you are certain that this technology works as it is Supposed to, 
that it will not malfunction and do harm to either the host or the 
symbiote?" Garshaw asked warily. 


"No need to worry, we've tested it quite thoroughly and worked out 
all the bugs." Naruto assured. 


"But who could you have tested it on if Selmak is the first Tok'ra to..." 
Garshaw trailed off at the wry look Naruto was giving her, figuring out 
the obvious answer. "... oh." 


"May | return another day to ask you some more questions?" Anise 
asked hopefully. 


"Certainly." Oma agreed easily. "I would suggest you ask Naruto if he 
could arrange a home nearby for you so that you do not need to 
travel between planets to do so." 


Anise hesitated. 
Home . 


The concept was so foreign to the nomadic Tok'ra that she had no 
idea how to feel about it. 


On the other hand, she knew exactly how she felt about the thought 
of being able to speak with Oma Desala again. Aside from being a 
scientist, Anise was also a historian - something that her host Freya 
also shared a passion for - and the opportunity to learn about the 
Ancients was more temptation than they could withstand. 


They had learned so much already in a single conversation, much 
more than thousands of years of scavenging through the pieces of 
their vanished civilization had ever told them. The knowledge that 
members of the mighty race were still out there, fully capable of 
ending the Goa'uld but choosing not to was a bitter pill to swallow. 


Like all Tok'ra, Anise had had a somewhat idealistic image of the 
Alterans and the things that Oma had told her did a lot of damage to 
that image. She could understand their desire to avoid being 
worshiped, but it wasn't as if it would have been hard to destroy the 
Goa'uld without revealing themselves. 


A side effect of this conversation was also the knowledge that these 
Ascended Ancients were afraid of Naruto and Xanna's powers. More 
than anything that made it sink in just how horribly they had 
underestimated them. Anise had felt equal amounts of terror and 
relief when she'd learned that. 


Terror, because there was literally nothing they could do to stop them 
from taking whatever they wanted, whenever they wanted. 


Relief, because they seemed content to play games and pretend 
they were less powerful than they actually were. 


"Thank you, | will speak to him." Anise finally said and left with a final 
respectful bow to Oma. 


"I wonder if she will still bow to me once | tell her about Anubis?" 
Oma mused once she was alone. 


"No one will be bowing to you anymore Oma Desala." A voice from 
behind her said. 


Oma smiled mirthlessly. Apparently she had finally pushed the 
others too far. She didn't know which specific Ascended this was, but 
it hardly mattered. Most of them had become so similar to each other 
over the years that they may as well be clones of each other. She 
couldn't even tell what gender this one used to be. 


"That would be ideal, but | doubt it will be that easy." She continued 
in the same musing tone, deliberately misinterpreting the intruder's 
words. 


She didn't know if Naruto or Xanna would come help her and she 
was prepared for the possibility of them not coming. She was simply 
tired of passively watching things happen when she had the ability to 
help. 


The other Ascended didn't bother speaking any further and simply 
began trying to forcibly descend her. 


Oma wasn't willing to go quietly though and fought back, but the 
other had the support of many while she was alone. She was near 
defeat when the pressure was suddenly lifted. 


Or to be more accurate, a new pressure appeared that was not 
aimed at her. 


"Someone seems to have forgotten their limitations." Xanna purred, 
her presence stifling any thought of fighting back. "Have our 
warnings not been clear enough? Did you think you could simply 
enter our playground and do as you please?" 


"This does not concern you Outsider." The unnamed Ascended 
asserted. "Oma Desala has repeatedly broken the Law of Non- 
Interference and must be punished." 


"Does not concern me?" Xanna repeated dangerously. "You come to 
my planet, sticking your nose into my interests and now you say it 
does not concern me?" 


"We must police our own." The Ascended argued. 


"She too is mine." The horned woman said coldly. "And since you 
saw fit to come here uninvited, so are you." 


Before anything more could be said, Xanna started draining the 
power from the intruding Ascended. It tried to fight back just like 
Oma had done earlier, but with far less success. In short order, all 
that remained of the previously powerful being was an impotent 
ghost. 


"There, you are now uniquely suited to following your policy of non- 
interference." Xanna said with a malicious sort of humor. "You were 
not using your power anyway." 


The now powerless Ascended didn't answer, on account of no longer 
being able to speak. Xanna released it and allowed it to flutter away. 


Oma watched this happen impassively, knowing that she couldn't do 
anything for her fellow Ascended and not really feeling inclined to. 
Xanna's entitled words grated against the ego, but she knew it was 


mostly harmless as long as you didn't do anything to meddle with her 
affairs. 


She doubted that the others would be willing to attempt something 
like this again in a hurry, but there would likely be ‘hell to pay' as the 
expression goes once Naruto and Xanna were gone. It was alright 


though, Oma intended to accomplish what she'd set out to do before 
that happened. 


With a final speculative glance that Oma couldn't decipher, Xanna 
left her alone once again. 


Meanwhile. 


"Oma Desala has suggested that | ask you if you could arrange a 
home for me close to her own." Anise was saying to Naruto. 


"No problem." He said with a grin. "Would you like some help 
breaking in the bed?" 


"Ah, um, no thank you Emperor." Anise stammered and fidgeted. 


Naruto frowned, wondering where this sudden meekness had come 
from. 


"What's with the stuttering?" He asked. "You were never this 
distracted by my chest before." 


"It is nothing." The Tok'ra scientist said a bit too quickly. 


Naruto frowned again when he smelled some fear coming from her 
and decided to take a peek at her recent memories. 


Ah, she'd been talking to Oma and was now scared of his power. 
How unfortunate. 


"I'll have Kocho handle it all for you. Come see her tomorrow and 
she'll direct you to it." 


Anise thanked him and made a hasty exit, leaving Naruto to sigh in 
disappointment. 


"| bet Roxie wouldn't have been scared." He muttered to himself. 
"Your new host sucks, and not in the fun way." 


"Unscheduled offworld activation!" 


The announcement blaring through the PA system of the SGC was 
as good as a dinner bell at a homeless shelter in the way it had 
General Hammond and SG-1 rushing into the control room to see 
what was up this time. 


They settled into the familiar tense anticipation as the wormhole was 
established, wondering what the galaxy was going to throw at them 
next. 


"Receiving video transmission." Walter announced, a note of 
surprise leaking through his professionalism. 


Everyone else was equally surprised. They hadn't really met anyone 
so far that might send a video transmission except for maybe the 
Tollan, and that particular nation was highly unlikely to contact them 
this way. 


"Who is it from?" Hammond asked. 


"One moment sir, there seem to be a few compatibility issues on our 
end that they need to compensate for." Walter informed. 


All of them were a bit startled to see the familiar symbol of tha 
Celestial Empire suddenly appear on the screen. They'd been 
looking to make contact with them for quite a while(Daniel had been 
especially transparent in his hope that every mission they went on 
would lead to a meeting), so just being contacted out of the blue like 
this was a bit of a shock. 


The symbol didn't take up the screen for more than a few seconds 
before it was replaced by a close-up of a toothy, fanged grin. 


"Knock, knock bitches!" The mouth articulated and then the camera 
panned out and the SGC got its first view of the Celestial Emperor. 


Tealc's description did not come close to doing him justice. 


Despite repeatedly telling Jack not to refer to him as Satan in the 
event of a meeting, it was easy to see how anyone's first thought 
upon seeing him would be that they were looking at the Devil. The 
vertically slit eyes that burned like twin fires in his sockets combined 
with the sharp teeth and grooves on his cheeks made him look so 
incredibly predatory that it would be hard to think of anything else. 
The horns and impossibly bright gold hair certainly didn't help either. 
Even his openly displayed chest reinforced the image. 


The image was a bit ruined by his opening words though. 


General Hammond was the first to get his wits about him and 
respond. 


"Greetings from Earth, we've been looking forward to meeting you 
for some time Emperor UZumaki." He said formally. 


"I'm sure you have." Naruto agreed. "Especially since I've got 
something, or to be more precise some one, of yours." 


"Sha're." Daniel breathed. 


"That'd be her." The horned man confirmed. "I'll just leave you our 
gate address so you can come and get her." 


"Wait!" Daniel exclaimed, but it was too late. The connection had 
already been cut. 


Tealc, Sam and Jack exchanged bemused looks(or a bemused 
eyebrow in the case of Teal'c), at the extremely casual way that this 


Supposed Emperor had spoken. He'd all but ignored Hammond in 
favor of telling Daniel 'I've got your wife, come get her’. 


"We've received a gate address sir." Walter said into the short 
silence. 


"General we have to go there." Daniel said insistently. 


"| sympathise with your situation Doctor Jackson, but you know that 
this could be a trap?." Hammond said with a frown, playing devil's 
advocate. It didn't feel like a trap and he couldn't think of any reason 
for it to be one, but someone had to say it. 


"We'll send a MALP through first anyway and I'm willing to risk it." 


The other three members of SG-1 stepped closer to the 
archaeologist in a gesture of silent support 


Seeing this, Hammond gave in and approved the mission. Finding 
his wife was the main reason that Jackson had even joined the SGC 
and denying him this chance was likely to result in the archaeologist 
ignoring him and finding a way to go anyway. Given how tight-knit 
SG-1 was, the other three would likely help him. 


He could only hope that finally finding his wife wouldn't mean that 
Daniel would leave SG-1. He had been an invaluable asset so far. 
Another fairly speedy update, even though it does come with an 


attached cliffhanger. 


I'll try and get the next one written soon, but no promises xD. 


Chapter 20 


And I am returned with a new chapter. 


This one was a bit harder to write than the last few for various 
reasons, which was the cause of it taking so much longer. 
There is also the fact that | played through the first two 
Assassin's Creed games during this time. 


Sorry to keep you all waiting, but I did warn you not to get too 
used to the super fast updates xD. 


SG-1 walked out of the stargate on Erius and were almost 
immediately baffled. 


Naruto was standing nearby, arms crossed and looking a lot bigger 
and more intimidating than he'd been on video. Aside from the 
absurd lack of concern that the ruler of a sovereign nation had for his 
own safety, this wasn't all that strange. 


The MALP they'd sent through was sitting a short distance away. 
This was normal. What wasn't normal was the garish sex toy pink 
color of it. 


"Did you paint our MALP pink?!" Jack asked incredulously. 

"No." Naruto denied smoothly. "It was like that when it got here." 
The blatant lie brought SG-1 up short. They most certainly had not 
sent through a pink MALP, but they weren't sure if calling bullshit on 


the Emperor of a technologically advanced nation was an altogether 
good idea. 


When in doubt, Jack defaulted to sarcasm. 


"Ah yes, don't you just hate it when the stargate randomly dyes stuff 
pink?" He asked, ignoring the look he got from Daniel for it. 


"If you think that's bad, then you don't want to be around when the 
pattern buffer malfunctions and starts fusing things together. On an 
unrelated note, don't try having sex while going through the gate." 


Two members of SG-1 cringed at the thought and one raised an 
eyebrow. Carter was the only one that was reasonably sure that 
something like that couldn't happen, but was once again unwilling to 
call him on it. 


"It's an honor to meet you in person Emperor Uzumaki." Daniel said 
formally, deciding to go through the introductions instead of dwelling 
on that disturbing thought. "Allow me to introduce us; our team 
leader is Colonel Jack O'Neill... :" 

"Howdy." Jack interjected jauntily. 


"Obviously also the team smartass." Naruto deduced, smirking at the 
look O'Neill gave him. 


"Samantha Carter, theoretical astrophysicist and captain in the 
United States Air Force." 


"A smart blue-eyed blonde that can kick ass, how very master race 
of you." The horned man commented, bringing the introduction to a 
screeching halt. 


"Did you just call me a Nazi?!" Carter asked, both incredulous and 
offended. 


"What's a Nazi?" Naruto asked innocently. 


Sam settled into a sort of confused irritation, realizing that the horned 
man couldn't possibly know what a Nazi was. 


... could he? 


Meanwhile, Jack was beginning to suspect that Daniel was barking 
up the wrong tree with his diplomatic approach. 


"Next we have Teal'c." Daniel hastened to say, wanting to avoid any 
diplomatic incidents. 


"The former First Prime of Apophis." Naruto interrupted yet again. 
"The last time | saw you was when you were running for your life 
away from my ship." 


Teal'c's face became stony at what he perceived as an accusation of 
cowardice. 


Much frazzled by now, Daniel nevertheless still tried to be diplomatic. 
"And I'm doctor Daniel Jackson." 


"And I'm Naruto Uzumaki. | would say it's nice to meet you, but I'm 
actually pretty mad at you." 


All of SG-1 stiffened. 

"What did we ever do to you?" O'Neill asked cautiously. 

"Me? Nothing.” Naruto dismissed. "But you killed Ra." 

"Are you not at war with the System Lords?" Teal'c asked pointedly. 


"That's not the point. The point is that I've spent five hundred years 
making that dickhead angry and then you just waltz up and blow up 
a nuke in his face. You basically ruined a prank I've spent centuries 
setting up." 


"Sorry?" Jack said/asked in a confused tone. He'd never expected to 
be apologizing for killing Ra of all people, or any Goa'uld for that 
matter. 


"You brought a hot blonde with you, so | guess we're good." The 
horned man shrugged, easily dismissing a matter that he had 
previously made out to be a big deal. 


Sam was grinding her teeth at the sexist insinuation but didn't say 
anything. She had more self-control than that. 


Daniel looked very flustered over the way this conversation was 
going. He'd expected that if anyone was going to offend someone, it 
would be Jack. Having to deal with someone who was not an enemy 
but also didn't care who he offended was a new experience for him 
and he wasn't a trained diplomat to begin with. 


Ironically, it was Jack who came to the rescue. 


"Well this has been some great banter, but maybe we could do what 
we came here to do?" The colonel prompted. 


"Right this way then." Naruto grinned toothily and gestured with his 
arm. 


They all fell into step behind him, exchanging looks. 


No guards, no demand to disarm, not even a second look at the 
variety of weapons on their person... he was even showing his back 
to them! Either the horned man was absolutely certain that they 
wouldn't try anything, or else he was absolutely certain that they 
would fail even if they did. 


Perhaps even more odd, why was Naruto doing this himself? It 
wasn't exactly normal for Emperors to be playing tour guide and he 
undoubtedly had people who could do it for him. They occasionally 
passed by groups of soldiers and they didn't look surprised by it, so 
this must not be that strange of an occurence. 


Jack was wary of questioning their guide on this though. No matter 
how much he played the fool, he was plenty smart and knew how to 
use tact even if he normally didn't bother. He actually found himself 
liking the horned man so far, mostly because he had demonstrated a 
sense of humor. 


Jack didn't trust people who lacked a sense of humor. 


Everything was still a bit too easy though. Missions through the gate 
thus far had been a string of events that proved the validity of the 
phrase 'no plan survives contact with the enemy’. He was more or 
less waiting for the other shoe to drop and the best way to figure out 
the catch was to get a handle on Naruto. 


He wasn't sure how much he could push though and going too far 
might have bigger consequences than a verbal reprimand like he 
would get back on Earth. 


With that in mind, he chose a safe venue of questioning. 
"So, how did you find yourself saving Danny's wife?" 


"| was actually intending to kill her and leave her corpse behind for 
Apophis to find." Naruto admitted. "But she was pregnant at the time 
and the Goa'uld couldn't keep control without killing the baby, so | 
decided to take her with me." 


"Sha're was pregnant?" Daniel asked, startled. 


"Yep." Naruto nodded. "Seems like Apophis got it in his head to 
make a Harcesis baby to use as his new host." 


"Harcesis?" Sam questioned the unfamiliar term. 


"A Harcesis is a child born from the union of two Goa'uld." Teal'c 
explained. "Such a child would possess the genetic memory of the 
Goa'uld. It has long been forbidden and would have made Apophis 
many enemies had the other System Lords heard of it." 


"What happened to it?" Daniel asked, trying to keep down his anger 
at the thought of Apophis so much as touching his wife. 


"I killed it." 


SG-1 was a bit taken aback by the complete lack of shame or 
hesitation in that admission. Killing unborn children was not really 
something most people would like to admit to doing. 


"What's with the looks?" Naruto asked quizzically. "It's not as if you 
guys haven't killed plenty of Goa'uld larva yourselves." 


That brought them up short again, surprised at having Goa'uld larva 
and a Harcesis child equated. It made sense, but they'd 
automatically classified the Harcesis as being more innocent 
somehow. 


Sam had gotten stuck on a different subject though. 


"But if you can safely extract Goa'uld symbiotes, why would you kill 
the host?" 


Naruto snorted. "Because the hosts usually go insane soon after 
being possessed and there's no point in trying to save them. | wasn't 
going to contact you yet, but Sha're begged me to and her therapy 
has been going well, so | gave in." 


"Therapy?" Daniel asked in surprise. 


"You didn't think she'd be fine after going through that did you?" 
Naruto asked back, amused. "She had plenty of issues. Things like a 
seriously damaged sense of self worth, physical and mental 
violation, guilt over what her body had been used to do, even some 
misplaced grief for the baby she let me kill." 


"Oh." Daniel said quietly. 


He hadn't thought of that... or to be more accurate, he hadn't wanted 
to think of it. 


"Thank you for taking care of her." He continued sincerely. 


Naruto merely nodded and they lapsed into silence. Jack took this 
time to assess what he'd seen so far. 


The stargate was in a heavily fortified facility that would see any 
attempted invasion through it becoming a slaughter. 


The few soldiers they had passed in the halls carried obviously 
advanced weapons and looked well trained. 


Their horned guide had so far been friendly enough, if a bit of a dick. 
This actually put him more at ease than if he had been too nice. 


All in all, Jack was getting a tentatively positive impression despite 
the whole 'God-Emperor' thing. He was still leery of that issue, 
having formed a poor opinion of dictatorships before he'd ever heard 
of the stargate and meeting the Goa'uld had certainly not helped. 
Other than that, he was seeing all the signs of a nation that he would 
very much like to have on their side. 


It was unfortunate that Daniel seemed to be too lost in thought about 
his wife to ask his usual stream of questions. That had so far always 
been a good way to learn things and gauge the people they met 
without needing revealing his own interest, leaving him free to play 
dumb. 


"| have noticed that you have Jaffa in your service." Teal'c suddenly 
commented in a neutral tone, but his teammates could easily detect 
his disapproval. 


The rest of SG-1 had noticed the same thing. The occasional man or 
woman with the concentric spiral of the Celestial Empire tattooed on 
their foreheads. 


"The ones with the forehead tattoos?" Naruto asked rhetorically. "Not 
all of them are Jaffa." 


That seemed to surprise Teal'c a bit and prompted him to ask his 
next question. "For what purpose are they marked with your symbol 
then?" 


"Because they're stupid kids and thought it would be cool to have 

forehead tattoos." The horned man answered with a snort. "They'll 
probably start regretting it in a few years and have them removed. 
That's what happens with most of them at any rate." 


“Teenage rebellion?" Jack asked wryly. 


"Pretty much." Naruto confirmed. "Speaking of which... Teal'c, would 
you like that thing on your forehead removed?" 


Teal'c was once more surprised. "You are able to remove it?" 
"Easily." 


The former First Prime considered that for a moment. The golden 
symbol on his forehead was a sign of his servitude to Apophis, but 
he was not certain that he wanted to be rid of it for as long as his 
fellow Jaffa remained bonded to their Goa'uld masters. 


"I thank you for your offer." He finally said with a small bow. "But | 
shall keep it until all my Jaffa brothers and sisters are free." 


"Alright then." Naruto shrugged. 


The silence that followed this time was shorter than before because 
they exited the military compound holding the gate right after this 
was said. Naruto led them to the transport shuttle without a word. 


Naruto was silent as the flying vehicle lifted off, his mind distracted. 
Normally, he would have been more chatty and would have probably 
played word games with his guests, maybe even made some lewd 
insinuations about what he'd been doing with Sha're just to rile up 
the archaeologist. 


He was more interested in the woman of the group than Daniel 
Jackson though, so the man was unknowingly spared some mild 
mental anguish born of Naruto's propensity for using misleading 
language. 

Captain Samantha Carter. Smart, pretty, strong-willed, opinionated. 


He wanted her. Wanted to hear her scream. 


Not in pain mind you, that was for morons with inadequacy issues. 
The screams he wanted to hear were decidedly more pleasant in 
origin. 


Not because she was any great beauty or anything of the sort. There 
were plenty of women more beautiful than her around him on any 
given day and there wasn't a woman in existence that could 
compare to Xanna in the looks department anyway. 


It wasn't really because of any outstanding personality traits either. 


No, he wanted her because he knew that she would be highly 
resistant to the idea of spreading her legs for him. He'd already 
made a bad first impression on her(on purpose) and her American 
upbringing would no doubt have made her a great deal more prudish 
than the vast majority of the women in the Empire. 


He had considered trying the same thing with Hathor, but there had 
been two problems with that. The first being that the Goa'uld Queen 
was perfectly willing(if not happy) to whore herself out in exchange 

for survival and/or power. That sucked all the fun out of it. 


The second was that Hathor's host was not willing. The woman had 
been nothing more than a vegetable at that point and it would have 
felt like raping a coma patient. There were no words descriptive 
enough to express how utterly pathetic that was. 


There were no such issues with Carter though. He'd already peeked 
into her mind enough to see that she was unattached, since he 
generally tried to avoid seducing other people's women... most of 
the time. Well, if it was a guy at any rate, because he would try to go 
for a threesome if it was a woman. If he didn't dislike the other guy 
too much that was... 


Point was, Samantha Carter was free game but not easy game. 


It would be a challenge. Naruto liked challenges. 


He wouldn't have a lot of access to his fellow blonde and even less 
private access. He would have to work fast, but not too fast lest he 
risk turning her completely against the idea. She was a sciency type 
so maybe a conversation about sciency stuff would loosen her up. 
Maybe a private tour by yours truly around some of the more 
interesting gizmos? 


He'd need to separate her from her team first though, otherwise they 
would probably enact a quasi big brother type of interferrence. 


Daniel would be easy. Sha're would be keeping him far too occupied 
to get in the way. 


Teal'c was suspicious and distrustful. No doubt influenced by the 
negative image of him that the Goa'uld had propagated despite his 
hatred of the snakes. He would want to make sure that nothing 
untoward was happening with the Jaffa who defected to him or were 
taken captive. Directing him towards the Jaffa communities in the 
Empire and the education centers where they were disabused of the 
various falsehoods under which they lived their lives would do the 
trick. 


It was O'Neill that was going to be the real problem. No immediately 
obvious way to distract him while Naruto was getting into his 
subordinate's panties presented itself. 


Ah well, he'd think of something, he'd just need to get a better handle 
of the colonel first. He'd yet to find a woman that he hadn't been able 
to seduce and he wasn't intending to fail now. 


Well there was Oma, but she was a special case. Naruto wasn't 
willing to count a woman that hadn't even had a cunt for over fifteen 
thousand years - much less used it - in his scoreboard. 


And it had nothing to do with being unwilling to admit to failure either. 
That was ridiculous, because Uzumaki Naruto did not fail, so there 
was obviously nothing to admit to. He had simply decided to do 
something else with her. 


"If you don't mind me asking your majesty, why did you meet us 
yourself?" Daniel asked hesitantly and formally, snapping Naruto out 
of his ruminations. "It seems strange for someone in your position to 
greet newcomers personally." 


The horned man looked at the nervous archaeologist. Obviously the 
man was uneasy with the silence, having no idea that Naruto had 
been concoting a plot to screw his female teammate into next week. 


"Usually | don't." Naruto admitted easily. "I only did it this time 
because watching you squirm and try to be polite was hilarious." 


"You did it as a practical joke?" Sam asked in disbelief. It was like the 
President showing up at the SGC just to make people 
uncomfortable. 


"Oh yes." Naruto confirmed with a grin. "Daniel was especially funny 
with his ultra polite approach because he was afraid | would decide 
to kick you out and keep Sha're for myself." 


Daniel flushed and stumbled over a denial, quite possibly having not 
been aware of that little fear himself. 


There was a short silence, but Sam spoke up before it could get 
awkward again. "What kind of propulsion is this shuttle using?" 


Naruto grinned widely as he answered. He had been hoping she 
would give him an opening that would make it easier to get into her 
opening. 


He had to choke down a lewd chuckle at the thought. 

"It's a gravitic drive similar to what a Goa'uld death glider uses, but 
much more refined. If you'd like | can give you a more detailed 
explanation later, maybe even show you a few things." 


Sam was surprised for a moment before a smile broke out on her 
face. Based on previous experience with the Tollan, she had 


expected that the Celestial Empire would be just as reluctant to 
share anything with them because they were less advanced, so the 
offer was a very nice surprise. It even soothed the mild irritation 
she'd felt towards the horned man earlier. 


"I'd like that." She quickly said. 


"What's that?" Daniel asked soon after, pointing at a massive 
structure in the distance. 


"That's where we're going, the Imperial Palace." Naruto explained. 
"Otherwise known as 'my place’." 


"Not bad." O'Neill said nonchalantly. "Not as good as my cabin in 
Minnesota, but not bad." 


"You'll have to invite me over to this magnificent cabin of yours one 
day then, I'd love to see it." Naruto shot back. 


"Cool, the neighbours will be so jealous when they hear that I've 
gone fishing with an Emperor." The colonel responded with faux 
cheer, knowing that he could not possibly invite the horned 
juggernaut over without exposing things to the public that the US 
government fervently did not want exposed. 


"As well they should be." Naruto stated pompously. 


"Do we really have to climb all those stairs?" Jack asked uncertainly 
as he stared at the massive staircase leading up to the even more 
massive palace. "I've got this bad knee..." 


"Don't worry about it old man, | wouldn't make a geezer like you bust 
a hip trying to walk up some stairs." Naruto assured. 


"Old man? Geezer?" O'Neill repeated with an affronted tone. 


"Yeah, just step on the senior citizen teleporter over there." The 
horned man continued blithely, pointing at the transporters off to the 
side. 


"Excuse me?" The colonel demanded. "Aren't you like... hundreds of 
years old? Where do you get off calling me old?" 


"Ah, but there is old and then there's old ." Naruto riposted sagely. "I 
am the ageless type of old, while you are the geriatric type of old." 


The other three members of SG-1 didn't bother to conceal their 
amusement. 


The two of them had been making thinly veiled sarcastic jibes at 
each other for the past few minutes and seemed to be getting along 
famously. Truth be told, they were all more than a little stunned that 
their team leader's penchant for sarcasm was proving to be a 
diplomatic boon for a change instead of something that Daniel had to 
work around. 


Despite Jack's grumbling over the senior citizen digs, they used the 
teleporters to spare themselves the journey up the stairway. 


Of course, this brought them within sight of the huge statues that 
framed the entrance to the palace and Jack was simply unable to 
help himself from commenting. 


"Gee, you think those are big enough?" 


"That's actually something that my wife was wondering when we had 
them made." Naruto admitted. "She wanted them to properly convey 
our stature, but sometimes you have to work within the limits of 
physics." 


"She sounds like quite the... uh... visionary." Jack said awkwardly. 


He was confident by now in his assessment of Naruto to be fairly 
certain that the horned man had very thick skin and wasn't likely to 


react badly to a little ribbing. He seemed to be enjoying it as much as 
Jack himself was in fact. Not at all what he'd expected an Emperor to 
be like, but Jack had never been one to look a gift horse in the 
mouth. Well alright that was a lie, he would take a gift horse to the 
dentist in most situations, but a laid back ruler of a foreign nation 
was a lot better than an uptight one. 


However comfortable he might now feel trading barbs with their new 
aquaintance though, he knew better than to make comments on the 
man's wife. That was always a situation that you only found out if the 
ice was too thin once it broke under your feet. Better to play it safe 
for now. 


Fortunately, Naruto merely chuckled at the weak response and led 
them inside. 


The busy lobby was something of a surprise since it looked more like 
the ground floor of a corporate headquarters than a palace. Similarly 
surprising, people did not freeze or start bowing at the sight of their 
Emperor, though there were many respectful greetings and they 
were given a wide berth. 


And then they were making their way through the far more empty 
hallways of the upper palace. These were not as brightly lit as any 
area they had passed through so far and it revealed a little fact about 
Naruto that they hadn't noticed thus far. 


He was glowing ever so slightly. It wasn't much, mostly his hair and a 
barely noticeable emission of light around his body that was only 
visible because of the gloom, but he was definitely glowing. 


"T, you got any idea why he's glowing?" O'Neill murmured quietly in 
Teal'c's ear while Daniel was distracting the horned man with a 
question on the age of the palace. 


"| do not O'Neill." Teal'c answered quietly. 


"I'm glowing because I'm a god." Naruto suddenly spoke up, his 
voice full of amusement. 


Jack ruthlessly suppressed the instinctive guilty look he might have 
developed over literally talking about someone behind their back. 


Of course, Jack being Jack, he covered for it with sarcasm. 
"I've got a lamp that does the same thing." 


Even Teal'c looked at him askance for that one, as if finding it hard to 
believe that he had just compared the horned man to a household 
object. 


"Oh?" Naruto inquired mildly. "Did you buy this magical lamp of yours 
at Walmart? Does a genie come out if you rub it hard enough?" 


Jack, Sam and Daniel almost tripped over their own feet in shock at 
hearing him mention two facets of Earth culture that he had no 
business knowing. The fairytale of Aladdin he could have maybe 
known through some bizzare extenuating circumstance since it was 
pretty old, but there was no conceivable way for him to know about 
Walmart. A 6'7" horned man was not exactly something that would 
have blended in, not even in Walmart. 


"Have you been to Earth before?" Daniel asked with a great amount 
of interest. 


"| have and yet | have not." Naruto replied vaguely, affecting the 
serene mannerisms of a monk that liked to speak in riddles... or 
perhaps a cracked old mystic living in a cave somewhere. 


He was even speaking the truth. He had been to Earth before, it just 
hadn't been this Earth. 


O'Neill had never been much for cryptic though and had every 
intention of getting right to the point. "He's obviously been to Earth or 


he wouldn't know about Walmart, what I'd like to Know is when he 
was on Earth." 


"| know many things," Naruto interjected cryptically and completely 
ignored the last part of the sentence. "Things that were, things that 
are and some things... that have not yet come to pass." 


"Are you quoting the Lord of the Rings?" Daniel asked in shock, 
remembering the passage spoken by Galadriel from the book that he 
had read back in high school. 


"| don't know, am I?" Naruto asked back with a smirk. "Maybe | can 
simply see the future." 


"And what future do you see, oh wise oracle?" Jack asked 
sarcastically, miffed at having his pointed hint ignored. He wasn't in 
any position to push the issue at the moment, but that didn't mean 
he liked it. 


"There are terrible things in Earth's future." Naruto said portentously. 
"The Rise of the Kardashians in the year 2007 and the Great Selfie 
Epidemic of 2013 are but two of the terrible events that will cause 
untold amounts of damage to your civilization." 


"| know of no group of Goa'uld called the Kardashians." Teal'c 
interjected. 


Despite Naruto's best efforts to keep a grave expression on his face, 
he couldn't help the strangled giggle that escaped him at the Jaffa's 
proclamation. It wouldn't have been half as funny if Teal'c hadn't said 
it so damn stoically. 


"Let's just say that you should never underestimate what a grabby 
whore can do if she has good connections and a clever enough PR 
agent.” He finally managed after getting his humor back under 
control. He was going to have to tell Xanna about this one later, no 
doubt she'd get a kick out of it too. 


"Good advice if ever there was any." Jack agreed, having no idea 
whatsoever what the horned man was talking about but at least that 
last part sounded reasonable. The name ‘Kardashian’ was vaguely 
familiar for some reason, but he couldn't for the life of him figure out 
why. 


Due to cultural differences, SG-1 missed the fact that Naruto had 
actually meant that as a compliment. Managing to get rich when you 
had substandard intelligence and no particular skill at anything was 
quite the achievement after all. 


Nobody was quite sure how to continue the conversation after that, 
but they fortunately didn't need to as Naruto led them into a large 
room with various comfortable furniture scattered about. It was 
currently occupied by only two young women. 


The first one was pale and brown haired, her most eyecatching 
features being an intricate bird tattoo on her forehead and a very 
large set of breasts. 


The second one was much more familiar. She was wearing a 
Japanese style silk kimono instead of the roughspun robes they 
were used to seeing her in, but she was quite unmistakable. 


"Dan'yel!" Sha're exclaimed happily and rushed at her husband, not 
even giving him a chance to respond in her eagerness to kiss him. 


Akitsu approached at a much more sedate pace and cuddled into 
Naruto's side, drawing a few curious glances from the rest of SG-1, 
who knew that this was definitely not the Empress. 


"This is so sweet that it could make a man's teeth rot." Naruto 
commented with a grin as he looked at the passionate lip lock. 


His words seemed to register as Sha're reluctantly ended the kiss, 
leaving Daniel looking a bit dazed. 


Much to everyone's surprise, she turned to give the horned mana 
hug. 


"Thank you." The Abydonian woman said with quiet sincerity and 
broke off the hug, wasting no time in grabbing Daniel's hand and 
drawing him out of the room. 


"We won't be seeing those two for a while." Naruto said into the 
silence that followed. 


"Indeed." Teal'c agreed, knowing how it was like to be separated 
from one's woman for long periods of time. 


Jack might normally have objected to having a member of his team 
dragged off like this, but he didn't have the heart to stop Daniel from 
getting reacquainted with his wife. Besides, if what he'd seen so far 
was any indication, there was no need for subterfuge if the Celestial 
Empire was planning treachery. There was also the fact that they still 
had their guns in the presence of the Emperor, that had to be worth 
something. 


Sidequest of reuniting Sha're with her husband complete, Naruto 
decided to do the introductions. 


"Akitsu, these are colonel Jack O'Neill, captain Samantha Carter and 
Teal'c." 


"Hi." The Ice Sekirei said quietly with a little wave of her hand, still 
pressing herself into the horned man's side. 


"And this cutie is Akitsu." 


The present members of SG-1 were wondering who or what the 
sleepy looking woman with the forehead tattoo actually was to be so 
familiar with the horned man. Their curiousity was shortlived as she 
spoke again. 


"I'm a sex slave." Akitsu said with understated happiness, invoking a 
reflexive anger in the three off-worlders that was tinged with severe 
confusion at Akitsu's apparent enjoyment of what should be a terrible 
thing. 


"What?" Jack finally said, eloquent as ever. 


"Master is very kind." Akitsu informed him. "He only rapes me twice a 
day." 


While Naruto was definitely enjoying their confused outrage, he 
didn't want to lose out on the chance to get into Carter's panties over 
a misunderstanding, even a deliberate one. 


"Stop teasing the mortals Akitsu, it's not very nice." He chided gently. 
"But you do it all the time." The Ice Sekirei pouted. 


"I'm not a very nice man." Naruto admitted and then frowned slightly. 
"Where's Xanna?" 


"Ah..." Akitsu exclaimed quietly, as if just remembering something. 
"Mistress got bored and went to the Nexus." 


"Did something come up?" He asked. 


"Nuh uh." She denied, rubbing her cheek against his bare chest in a 
kitten-ish manner and giving the distinct impression that she wasn't 
really paying attention. 


"| guess we should go there then." Naruto mused, absently rubbing 
Akitsu's head. 


An absentmindedness that Akitsu took advantage off to grab hold of 
the waistband of his pants and dump a large amount of crushed ice 
into them. 


In spite his godhood, that was still a very unpleasant sensation that 
caused Naruto to jump and hiss in surprise. It didn't help that he'd 


been unprepared and Akitsu's ice was a lot colder than the regular 
kind. 


"Why you cheeky little... !" He trailed off as the Ice Sekirei made a 
giggly retreat. 


"So..." Jack started, keeping a smirk off his face as the horned man 
shook ice out of of his pant legs. "Not a sex slave?" 


"It's complicated." Naruto grumbled, kicking his legs out an extra few 
times to get the last few ice chunks out of there. 


"Where did all that ice come from?" Carter wondered. 
"Akitsu made it." He answered airily. 


"But where did she hide it?" Carter persisted. "She couldn't have 
kept that much ice in her sleeves." 


"When | say she made it, | mean that she conjured it out of thin air." 
Naruto elaborated. 


"That's impossible." The Air Force captain stated flatly. 
Naruto gave her a wry look. 
"| can already tell that you're going to be loads of fun." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Carter asked, not liking that 
sentence for some reason that she couldn't pinpoint. 


"Never you mind." He dismissed. "For now, let us be off to the 
Nexus!" 


"Yeah, about that..." Jack started slowly. "What is the Nexus." 
"It's basically just a massively powerful supercomputer with 


holographic projectors that we use to keep track of everything that 
goes on in the Empire." 


"Cool, but can it play Pong?" 


"It can even play 3D multiplayer Pong, but I'm sure we can load up 
the old version if something that newfangled is too much for a 
grampa like you." 


Jack frowned at this most recent dig at his age. 


"How do you even know about Pong?" Carter asked in slight 
frustration. Even if he had been to Earth before, something like Pong 
was such a useless bit of trivia that there was no conceivable reason 
for him to know about it. 


"I'm a god." Naruto replied with a careless shrug, as if that explained 
everything. 


To be fair, it would explain everything if anyone bothered to take his 
word for it. Alas, the present members of SG-1 each displayed their 
lack of belief in their own way. Jack rolled his eyes, Carter looked 
vaguely annoyed at what she probably perceived as an evasion and 
Teal'c raised an eyebrow with a very unimpressed look on his face. 


Xanna had indeed become bored of waiting for her husband to bring 
the Earthlings along so that they could both play with them. He had 
always been greedy about such things. Not that she was any 
different... she was merely less easily amused. 


That's was why she had retired to the Nexus and the various 
projects she had going on at the moment. 


In the old days, before computing technology had become 
sufficiently widespread and sophisticated, Naruto and she had 
guided the Empire they had built by casting out their minds and 
influencing people this way and that. They still did so occasionally, 
but the Nexus Supercomputer allowed so much more precision 
without the potential danger of turning people into drooling 
vegetables if they pushed too hard. 


Seeing as her husband seemed to be having such a good time 
trading sarcasm with the leader Earth's vanguard into the galactic 
stage and plotting ways to bed the female on the team, Xanna 
decided to busy herself with other things. 


Construction plans for the expansion of the only settlement on 
Praazal-E, the fourth and most recent colony of the Celestial Empire 
was one of these things. The population there was growing with 
unexpected speed, in no small part due to the vast natural beauty of 
the planet and it was an interesting challenge to make a place for 
human habitation without despoiling the wilderness there too badly. 
Most of the people there were young and hungry for adventure. The 
fifth planet of the Praazal System was all but bursting at the seams 
with both flora and fauna and drew many curious minds eager to 
unravel its mysteries. That Praazal was a blue giant type star no 
doubt contributed to the exotic nature of the planet. 


Of course, it was not without its difficulties either. 


Thanks to the great distance of the planet from its mother star and its 
negligible axial tilt, Praazal-E had no true seasons to speak off. This 
caused the formation of fixed temperature bands to form over the 
planet along with some fairly odd weather patterns to go along with 
it. AS a result, the flora and fauna could afford to be more specialized 
than most planets would allow. Add in the mostly unknown effects of 
blue sun radiation on the evolutionary process and there were plenty 
of people clamoring to live there, heedless of potential dangers such 
a man sized insects that thrived in the high oxygen environment. 


Xanna was pleased. 


Praazal-E was not an old Alteran terraforming project but a naturally 
evolved world. It did not even have a stargate before they had 
brought one there. 


The Alterans tended to stick to yellow suns and and making planets 
that were similar to Earth in their biosphere because they knew 
humans could live there. That was very dull and Xanna had been 


pleased when the relatively nearby Praazal system had been 
discovered. It would be very interesting to see what became of the 
humans living there. Would they fall prey to the wildlife? Would 
Praazal's radiation cause them to die in hitherto unimagined ways? 
Perhaps they would stumble upon some deadly virus that found 
humans particularly good hosts? Would they decide that trying to live 
there was actually a bad idea and move elsewhere? Would they 
somehow manage to adapt despite the odds and make a permanent 
home there? 


So many interesting possibilities and the humans she ruled were 
practically tripping over themselves in their desire to risk life and limb 
for her amusement in spite of Knowing full well that it would be 
dangerous. This benevolent approach to ruling was definitely a lot 
more effective than her previous tyrannical attempts. Who knew that 
being a fair and just Empress would make people so eager to do 
stupid-but-interesting things instead being plainly stupid and trying to 
rebel? 


She was just putting the finishing touches on the placement of the 
new buildings when the door swished open to admit someone. 


"Lucy, I'm home!" Naruto called out as he entered. 


"Oh for cryin’ out loud." Protested O'Neill. "You're making references 
to'/ love Lucy ' now?" 


"I'm sure | have no idea what you're talking about." Naruto assured 
him in a tone that contradicted his words completely. "But enough 
about that. The lovely tailed lady who is ignoring you as if you're 
unworthy of her attention is my wife Xanna. Say hi." 


The present members of SG-1 were a bit stunned at the tall woman 
with shining white hair and ten great tails extending behind her. As 
had been the case with Naruto, Teal'c's description simply didn't do 
her justice by a long shot. 


"Charmed." O'Neill said. 
"Hi." Carter chimed in. 
"I am honored." Teal'c finished. 


Xanna didn't even bother turning around, merely waved her tails in 
their general direction and kept her focus on the hologram in front of 
her. 


"You'll have to excuse her, my darling wife doesn't take well to 
interruptions. Especially when it's done by people she feels are 
beneath her, which is pretty rude even if she's right." Naruto said into 
the awkward silence that followed, coincidentally not making it any 
less awkward. 


"You are a fine one to talk about rudeness husband." Xanna spoke 
up, finally turning around. "Have you not been planning to seduce 
the woman almost since the moment you saw her?" 


Jack was momentarily stunned by the sheer beauty of the horned 
woman. For a while there he almost felt like he was in danger of 
stammering like a flustered teenager. The rather revealing get up 
she was wearing didn't help and he had to struggle not to ogle at the 
mostly exposed legs or the swell of her breasts. 


Teal'c was possessed of greater self control, but even he had to 
admit that he'd never seen a more beautiful woman. 


They almost simultaneously decided to focus on the sinister red glow 
of her eyes or the points of her sharp fangs that were revealed by a 
smirk. Disturbing though those features were in their unnaturalness, 
it was much safer than being caught staring. 


Unnoticed, Xanna's smirk widened minutely. It was always nice to 
have confirmation that her appearance had the effect it had been 
designed for. After all, if she hadn't wanted people to stare in awe at 


her magnificence she would have picked a less eye-catching 
appearance. 


Carter was a bit stunned herself, but being a firmly heterosexual 
woman it was not as much as the men of her team. She was actually 
more stunned about the claim that Naruto had been planning to 
seduce her. 


"What?" She asked, confused. 


"There's nothing rude about trying to boink someone and you know 
it." Naruto sniffed, ignoring Sam's question. 


"It might be if you treat visiting women like walking vaginas." Xanna 
sniffed back. 


"Well technically..." 


"Hey! What's this about trying to seduce me?" Carter interjected, her 
voice now tinged with irritation. 


"| really want to know what you sound like when screaming in 
pleasure." He told her honestly. 


The Air Force captain was taken aback at the bluntness of the reply 
and was left floundering for a response with blood rushing to her 
face. 


"Aren't you two married?" Jack asked, taking pity on his 
embarrassed subordinate. 


"So?" Xanna asked him. "I do not own his sexuality just as he does 
not own mine, however much he had managed to convince himself 
otherwise for close to five hundred years." 


"You're never going to let that go, are you?" Naruto asked irritably. 


"Not for at least a thousand years." She confirmed. "You were 
adorable with your belief that you could stop me from taking another 


man to my bed if | had wanted to." 
"| blame my residual humanity." He huffed and crossed his arms. 


"A pesky thing to be sure." Xanna agreed, though inwardly she had 
to wonder if he'd only gotten over that little complex because she 
had never deigned to actually take any other man to her bed. 


"Are you claiming to have once been human, Emperor Uzumaki?" 
Teal'c asked. 


"Once, back in the days of yore." The horned man confirmed. 


"So how did you become... actually what are you?" Jack asked with 
a lack of tact that would have Daniel cringing had he been present. 


"I'm a god." Naruto answered airily, taking no offense. "And | became 
like this by eating the Divine Shinju Fruit in the Garden of the Gods, 
thereby transcending mortal boundaries and becoming an unlimited 
being." 


SG-1 once again displayed subtle(and some not so subtle) signs of 
disbelief, which was really too bad because it was the truth. Okay, so 
‘Garden of the Gods' was maybe too fancy a name for the random 
stretch of forest where Xanna had given him the Shinju Fruit, but it 
wasn't wrong . 


"Gee, that sounds familiar." Jack said sarcastically, recognizing a 
heavily edited Adam and Eve reference when he heard one. 


"You don't sssay?" Xanna asked with a sibilant hiss, a forked tongue 
flicking briefly from between her teeth. 


SG-1 was stunned into silence by the sight, much to the amusement 
of the horned duo. 


After a minute of enjoying the uncomfortable silence, Naruto clapped 
his hands together and spoke in a jovial tone. "Well, I'd let you play 


with the Nexus for a bit, but that might be irresponsible of me since it 
has unlimited access to everything in the Empire." 


"| thought you said there would be Pong?" 
"| lied, welcome to the real world jackass." 


Despite being a bit crestfallen at being unable to try out the 
fascinating looking holographic interface, Sam couldn't help smiling 
at the surprised and affronted look on Jack's face. He obviously 
hadn't been expecting that kind of response despite the constant 
sarcastic banter between him and Naruto. 


"Anyway, there are some consolation prizes in lieu of a riveting game 
of Pong." Naruto continued, affecting the mannerisms of a game 
show host. 


"For you Jack - whom | judge to be a simple man of simple tastes - | 
give the option between using your status as an exotic curiousity 
from humanity's homeworld to get laid or taking one of our 
spaceships for a joyride and blowing up some asteroids." 


"I'll take the spaceship ride." O'Neill said dryly, inwardly very excited 
at the prospect. 


"Are you sure?" Naruto asked dubiously. "A man of your advanced 
age can't have long before he can't get it up anymore and | wouldn't 
want you to have any regrets." 


"Yes I'm sure." The colonel growled, seeing even Teal'c's lips 
twitching slightly. 


"Next up, the lovely captain Carter." The horned man continued 
flirtatiously, gaining him a wary look from said woman. "I promised 
you a tour, but you've got some options available to you on that 
score. We can go to a civilian location, my personal warship or to a 
Star Forge." 


Sam was momentarily undecided. Civilian locations could cover any 
number of things that she'd have loved to see. The Emperor's 
personal ship would no doubt be fascinating on many levels, but she 
was still wary due to his stated intentions of seducing her and was 
thus reluctant to go to his personal anything. A Star Forge though... 
that sounded impressive enough to instantly catch her interest and if 
it was what she suspected it was, then she absolutely had to see it. 


"What's a Star Forge?" She asked. 


"That would be telling." He teased. "Besides, I'm sure you can 
guess." 


"Teal'c will undoubtedly wish to see what we do with the Jaffa." 
Xanna interjected, pushing the conversation ahead before the 
blonde scientist could protest Naruto's evasions. 


The former First Prime inclined his head in agreement. He was 
indeed interested in seeing what became of his people once they 
were taken by the Empire. 


Teal'c had not expected the Empress to be the one that would show 
him to his fellow Jaffa. The horned woman had seemed far too aloof 
and distant to busy herself with such things personally, yet it was 
happening. 


He was informed that newcomers - be they human or Jaffa - were 
kept separated from the general population and from each other for 
safety reasons. That seemed reasonable enough to Teal'c, knowing 
that the culture of the Celestial Empire was vastly different from that 
of the Jaffa and would be rather overwhelming if experienced all at 
once. Earth had been utterly baffling to him the few times that O'Neill 
had taken him outside of Cheyenne Mountain. Having large numbers 
of confused Jaffa running around would not be good for anyone. 


To his minor surprise, they arrived there by way of matter transporter 
instead of a vehicle. Teal'c thought it unlikely that the base housing 


the stargate was not equipped with such a device, leading him to 
assume that the Emperor had purposely prolonged the journey for 
his own amusement. That would fit with what he had learned of the 
horned man so far. 


Teal'c had not really been sure what to expect. The Jaffa were 
technically enemies of the Empire, so even prison camps would not 
have surprised him. Instead of that there was an isolated community 
that was actually quite pleasant at first glance. 


The only thing required of the Jaffa there was that they attend 
lectures where they were taught the truth about the Goa'uld and how 
to better function in the wider Empire, which was hardly something 
that he could object to. Other than that, they were mostly free to do 
as they pleased as long as it was within the limits of the Empire's 
laws, which were fairly lenient as far as he could see. Some things 
needed adaptation, such as Jaffa oaths of vengeance, but by and 
large there were no attempts to change what the Jaffa were. 


There were some things that surprised him though. The first thing 
being that all of them had unmarked foreheads. Xana had explained 
that the forehead markings - aside from being a brand of ownership - 
had served to create division where there should be none and were 
thus removed, which made sense to Teal'c. He had come to this 
conclusion himself many years ago. 


Another thing was the sight of women practicing with Bashaak 
training staves. 


"You teach the women to fight as well?" He asked, not entirely sure 
how he felt about that. 


"If they wish to learn." Xanna said noncommittally. "Keep in mind that 
some of them are former Bast Guard, or Moloc's priestesses in the 
case of the tall blonde one over there." 


Teal'c quite easily spotted the female Jaffa that the horned woman 
was indicating. An unusually tall and beautiful woman with dark 


blonde hair that was at the moment easily besting a young male 
warrior. 


"| had not known that Moloc's priestesses were such formidable 
warriors." He commented, knowing nothing of the minor Goa'uld 
aside from his name. 


"They are usually not. Ishta was his High Priestess before we 
defeated him and was charged with burning all the female Jaffa 
newborns in Moloc's domain. She decided to save them instead and 
learned to be a warrior in the process, joining us willingly when we 
invaded." 


Teal'c was long used to the atrocities done by the Goa'uld, but 
burning infants was a new low even for them. He wasn't even going 
to ask why the monster thought that was a good idea. Undoubtedly it 
had something to do with Moloc's ego. 


"She and her sisters have proved an unexpected boon to us." Xanna 
continued. "Many Jaffa seem to tend towards belligerence and it has 
helped to have a charismatic female Jaffa to beat some sense into 
them. She has no outstanding male counterpart unfortunately." 


Teal'c was well aware that the horned woman meant that literally. He 
had needed to do the same sometimes. 


"What do you do with them once their faith in the Goa'uld is broken?" 
He asked. 


"At that point their education is shifted completely towards 
acclimating them into the Empire so that they might eventually fit in." 
She explained. 


"And what if they do not wish to fit in?" The former First Prime asked, 
getting to what he was really interested in. 


"There are places both on Erius and on one of our colonies for 
those. We maintain a minimal presence and insist only that their 


children attend schooling alongside all the other children in the 
Empire. If even that is not to their liking then they will be allowed to 
settle on a planet of their choice once the Goa'uld are all gone." 


"You would keep them here against their will until the Goa'uld are 

defeated?" Teal'c asked, a note of confusion in his tone. The Jaffa 
were obviously not prisoners, but they were equally obviously not 

exactly free either. 


"Of course." The horned woman said, as if the reasoning for this was 
obvious. "We can hardly let them go back to the Goa'uld or even to 
some undefended world where they may find themselves attacked 
and forced back into service." 


That was sensible enough, Teal'c had to admit. He didn't like it, but 
you had to make compromises in war and it was a better solution 
than many others. 


"This is also the reason that we go to undefended slave or Jaffa 
worlds, to deny the Goa'uld as many resources as possible. We are 
in fact planning one such campaign to the Jaffa world of Chulak in 
the near future." 


Teal'c went tense as the name of his world was mentioned. Despite 
his general positive impression of the Empire so far, he did not want 
them anywhere near Chulak. 


Xanna was aware of this. It was in fact the entire reason she had 
mentioned it. Other people's moral dilemmas were so very amusing. 


"For what purpose would you go to Chulak?" Teal'c asked. "The Jaffa 
there owe allegiance to no Goa'uld now that Apophis is dead." 


Xanna looked down at the former First Prime with a certain amount 
of condescension. "And you think that will last? They have been too 
busy with us so far, but eventually some other Goa'uld will want to 
claim those Jaffa for himself. Most likely it will be Sokar." 


"Sokar?" Teal'c asked, startled. "Was he not slain long ago?" 
"No, only banished and now he has returned in force." 


Teal'c frowned as he thought the problem over. He may not want the 
Celestial Empire going to Chulak and displacing his people, but 
Sokar going there and demanding their service was not something to 
be coveted either. The once banished System Lord had an extremely 
dark reputation even among Goa'uld and probably with good reason. 


"| assume they will be allowed to return once the Goa'uld are 
defeated?" He finally asked, the reluctance obvious in his tone. 


"If they wish." Xanna said indifferently. "I could include you in the 
expedition if it would make you feel better. They are your people and 
would be more at ease if a familiar face was there to assure them 
that all will be well. We often have to resort to threats of violence 
otherwise." 


She did not mention that this would also ensure that they would be 
that much less likely to want to secede once the option became 
available. Even if they did, the Celestial Empire had spent over five 
centuries honing its technique for integrating newcomers, even those 
who had been taken by force. They had become very good at 
spreading about a massed version of Stockholm Syndrome that 
would convince a significant portion of them to stay. Thanks to 
Naruto, there was a substantial warrior subculture in the Empire that 
appealed to Jaffa sensibilities. As for the rest... well, there would be 
enough seeds planted that the sparse culture of the Jaffa would 
inevitably be less appealing to their young than that of the Empire. 


Teal'c frowned thoughtfully at the offer. He was not a fool and knew 
perfectly well that he would be serving the interests of the Celestial 
Empire if he agreed to this. On the other hand, he knew that there 
were very few Jaffa that would willingly leave their homeworld and 
did not want his family being herded through the stargate at 
gunpoint. 


And since he could not prevent either Sokar or the Empire from 
going to Chulak, his choices essentially boiled down to being there 
or not being there. 


"Strange that you would force them to come here and then allow 
them to leave." He said, deliberately not giving an answer yet. 


"You would know better than anyone how stubborn Jaffa can be." 
She said, smirking. "The Goa'uld have taught you to resist beyond all 
reason because it flatters their ego to have warriors fighting to the 
bitter end in their name. Had we the time we would extend a hand in 
friendship and wait for them to take it, but as things stand we must 
force their compliance lest they die in a hopeless battle against us." 


Not exactly a high opinion of the Jaffa, but Teal'c had to admit it was 
not an incorrect one either. 


"Promise me that you will allow them to return to Chulak once the 
Goa'uld have fallen and | will speak to them." He said heavily. 


"Beyond military convenience, we have no interest in forcing anyone 
to stay in Empire if they do not wish to." Xanna replied, indifferent but 
truthful. A smirk pulled at her lips at the waves of uncertainty and 
even guilt that he was putting off. Clearly the former First Prime was 
feeling like a traitor to his people for agreeing to this. "The people of 
Chulak will be allowed to return to Chulak once the Goa'uld are no 
longer an issue." 


Of course, Xanna fully intended for them to return to Chulak with the 
intent of making it part of the Celestial Empire. Their culture would 
be so warped by their stay on Erius that it was highly unlikely for an 
independent Jaffa nation to spring up there and it would remain 
highly susceptible even if it did. 


Perhaps it was not as instantly gratifying as having the entire System 
Lord collective bowing and scraping at her feet within two days of 
their arrival in this dimension, but putting people into lose-lose 
situations was so much more fun in the long term. 


Jack O'Neill was grinning widely as he used the energy weapons of 
the ship he was currently piloting to blow apart another asteroid. 


He hadn't expected to be actually allowed to fly it himself, yet here 
he was. The controls were intuitive enough that he could manage 
well enough despite a lack of training, something that he was very 
pleased about. He wouldn't be winning any awards for fancy flying, 
but he could move the ship around without blowing it up. 


"Are you done yet?" Came the exasperated question of the ship's 
usual pilot. 


She was a pretty young woman with very bizzare bubblegum pink 
hair that would have been considered stupendously non-regulation in 
any Earth military but seemed perfectly fine in the Empire. She went 
by the name of Tsubura and was clearly annoyed at having her ship 
used to entetain a guest. Jack had no idea what the deal was with 
the hair color, but he had the distinct suspicion that it was somehow 
natural. 


"No." He replied petulantly. "You get to fly this baby every day and | 
might never have another chance, so | have to take make full use of 
it." 

Tsubura sighed irritably. "How many rocks can you blow up before it 
stops being fun anyway?" 


"As many as it takes." He stated with dignity, garnering another sigh 
from the pink haired woman. 


"Say... the Emperor wouldn't happen to be willing to loan us a few of 
these would he?" Jack asked hopefully a minute later, not really 
expecting it to be possible. 


"Nice try." Tsubura snorted. "Naruto might be generous, but he's not 
that generous." 


Jack raised an eyebrow at the familiarity with which she was 
referring to the horned man. "You sound like you know him 
personally." 


"He's a friend of my mother and keeps insisting that | call him big 
brother." She sighed with a hint of fondness. 


"He must like you." Jack commented. 


"I'm sure he does, just like he likes the several dozen other women 
that he calls little sister." Tsubura replied wryly. 


"Several... dozen?" Jack repeated, looking at her oddly. 
"Don't ask." 
"O... Kay." 


Several minutes passed in silence as Jack tried to find another 
asteroid to blow up in order to take his mind off the fact that the 
eccentric-but-otherwise-friendly Emperor apparently had a little sister 
fetish. 


He was a bit worried for Carter, who was even now off on her own 
private tour of one of these 'Star Forges’ with the horned man who 
had blatantly admitted to his intentions of seducing her, but not too 
worried. Carter was a big girl and could take care of herself and if 
Naruto was so upfront about his intentions then he almost certainly 
wasn't going to try forcing her. Jack was well aware of how badly 
disadvantaged they were right now as far as the balance of power 
went and couldn't hope to fight back if things went south, but he had 
a feeling that nothing of the sort would happen. That was a 
surprising departure from the norm but not an unwelcome one. 


"Hey, what's this button do?" 
"It fires a fusion torpedo, don't touch that." 


"But there's nothing around here, can't | fire off just one?" 


"No, we do not set off fusion bombs in our own star systems without 
a very good reason." 


Samantha Carter was not having fun in quite the same way as her 
team leader, but she was having a good time nonetheless. Or she 
had been having a good time at any rate. 


As she had suspected, the so called 'Star Forge' was a space based 
factory of sorts, one of three actually. 


It was an impressive construction, far more massive than would be 
practical on the surface of a planet and powered by extremely 
efficient solar collectors. Given that all three Star Forges were 
situated as close as was Safe to the system's star and had their vast 
banks of solar collectors exposed to the sunlight at all times, this 
provided plenty of power. 


That was all great and the fact that Naruto didn't seem to have any 
problems showing her everything from the construction of space 
ships to explaining interesting scientific principles of sublight and 
faster-than-light propulsion, energy weapons and shielding or some 
other things was even better. Clearly not someone overly concerned 
about hoarding knowledge. 


There was just one tiny problem with the whole thing. 


When Sam had first learned that the horned man was trying to 
seduce her, she had been a bit shocked for a number of reasons, but 
she refused to be put off from taking advantage of the opportunity 
that contact with such an advanced civilization presented over his 
libido. Sure, it was uncomfortable knowing that, but he wasn't being 
pushy or creepy about it so it was easy enough to ignore. 


At first. 


While she had some proclivities for speed and adrenaline inducing 
activity, Sam was not really the type for one night stands or casual 


sex. She appreciated a chiseled chest with good pecs and well 
defined abs as much as any hot blooded woman and Naruto 
certainly had those(wasn't shy about flaunting them either), she 
wasn't just going to drop her panties because of them either. The 
definite animal magnetism he had going for him was also something 
that she could look past. 


No, what was really wrecking havoc on her composure was the 
voice. That damnable purring undertone to his speech that had 
started to feel like it was taking a detour around the rest of her body 
before finally deciding to go into her ears. 


And she couldn't even tell him to cut it out or anything of the sort 
because he wasn't actually doing anything in particular. He did make 
the occasional flirtatious comment, jibe or innuendo, but most of the 
time he was staying on subjects that were quite far removed from 
anything at all sexual. 


Sam supposed that she could ask him to stop using that tone of 
voice, but that would require admitting that he was getting to her, 
which she was not ready to do. 


How the hell does someone make hyperspace theory arousing 
anyway’? In spite of the many jokes about geeks being turned on by 
science, high level physics did not usually result in wet panties or 
even bulges. 


By the time that she was having trouble paying attention to his words 
and had to force herself to think of a naked general Hammond just to 
keep her thoughts from wandering into the gutter, Carter was ready 

to admit(to herself) that she may have underestimated him just a bit. 


She would almost have suspected him of using something similar to 
the pheromones Hathor had used to brainwash the SGC's male 
population, if not for the fact that her mind was obviously still her own 
and she couldn't think of any particular reason why the subterfuge 
would be required anyway. Any one of the larger space craft she was 
seeing here could demolish all of Earth's military strength with 


contemptuous ease and they didn't have anything else that might be 
of use to the Celestial Empire. 


So, in the absence of a sudden overwhelming desire to jump his 
bones in the middle of the corridor or a foggy sense of obedience, 
Sam was forced to concede that he was simply such a skilled 
womanizer that he was managing to get her turned on just by 
pitching his voice in a certain way and talking about anything at all. 


".. am? Sam? Samaaantha?" 


Sam jerked slightly as she felt his hand settle on her shoulder and 
turned to look up at him, instantly finding his wry grin and 
questioningly raised eyebrow both infuriating and sexy. 


"Are you alright? You're looking a bit... flushed." 


Of course she was looking a bit flushed. The smug bastard hadn't 
stopped doing that strange purr since the minute they'd been alone. 


"I'm fine." She said, somehow managing to not sound either 
breathless or annoyed. 


"I'm not boring you am |?" 


Sam almost felt like laughing at the absurdity of it all. Here she was, 
having the opportunity of a lifetime to discuss science and advanced 
technology with the leader of an interstellar empire that also 
happened to be knowledgeable on the subject and she couldn't keep 
her attention from wandering to what else he could do with his 
mouth. 


She might have laughed if she didn't know that he was perfectly 
aware of what he was doing and was deliberately playing dumb for 
his own amusement. She was actually still a bit miffed at him for the 
‘master race’ crack he'd used during the introductions. If he knew 
about Walmart, Pong and / love Lucy, then he couldn't possibly have 
remained ignorant about the Nazis. 


"No, but can you stop doing that?" She asked, deciding to dispense 
with the games. 


"Doing what?" He asked back in that same innocent tone that she 
was rapidly learning not to trust. Frankly, she was starting to doubt 
that the horned man had ever been innocent of anything. 


"That, that... thing with your voice." She said, not Knowing how to 
describe it. 


"But Samantha," He replied, huskily rolling her full name off his 
tongue like it was a delicacy and coincidentally setting off a 
squirming sensation in the bottom of her abdominal region. "I'm 
trying to seduce you. Why would | want to stop doing something that 
gets me what | want?" 


That was a perfectly reasonable question, but it did not make Sam 
any less irritated about his continued attempts to get into her pants. 


"| don't want to sleep with you!" 


"Of course you don't, if you did then the seduction would have been 
unnecessary." 


"Are you trying to get me into bed with logic ?!" 
"Is it working?" 


An amused snort escaped her at that one despite everything. Some 
of her irritation dispelled by the short burst of humor, she used her 
hand to sweep her hair back and sighed. 


"Look, um, Emperor..." She started, suddenly realizing that she had 
no idea how to address him properly. 


"Please call me Naruto." He was more than happy to provide. 


"Right, Naruto. I'm sure you're very nice, but | have no interest in 
sleeping with you." She said evenly. There was a lot that she was 


willing to do to ensure the safety of Earth, but letting every interested 
party that could help them bed her was not one of them. 


Fortunately, Naruto did not look offended. In fact, he looked very 
amused. 


"That sentence is completely false." He informed her. 


"What?" She asked in bafflement, having no idea what he was on 
about. 


"Firstly, | am not a nice man. The pretty waitresses at my favorite 
restaurants are nice people. My favorite volleyball team are nice 
people. Most of the people working on this Star Forge are nice 
people. Nice people are generally friendly but keep their noses out of 
other people's business. l'm a manipulative old warlord with plans to 
unite the galaxy under my rule because I'm convinced that everyone 
is going to be better off that way." 


"Nice of you to be so open about it." Carter said, still stunned at his 
bluntness despite having gotten a taste of it already. 


"That is nice of me, I'l admit." He conceded. 


"Now as | was saying, the second part of your previous statement is 
also false. You are interested in sleeping with me. | can smell your 
arousal. | can hear it in your accelerated heartbeat and in your 
deeper breathing. You are very interested in having sex with me, you 
are merely choosing not to for some reason." 


"Has it occurred to you that | just don't want to have sex with 
someone I've barely met?" She asked in frustration. 


"Of course it has, but I'm not asking for your hand in marriage here. 
All I'm looking for is a bit of fun for the both of us. | get to sleep with 
an interesting and pretty woman and you get the best sex of your 
life." 


"Isn't your wife enough for you?" She asked pointedly, not even 
bothering to respond to his claims of sexual prowess. She had a 
feeling he would defend those as insistently as colonel O'Neill 
defended the Simpsons. 


"Of course she is." He scoffed. "She's a goddess and no mortal 
woman can hope to be worth a fraction of what she is." 


"Why chase after other women then?" Carter asked, ignoring the 
slight sting to her pride at the words. It was nice to hear a man 
having such a high opinion of his wife even if his womanizing 
seemed to contradict it utterly. Then again it was a different culture 
so the same standards need not apply. 


Of course, that statement also implied that she wasn't worth much as 
far as he was concerned, which was the cause of the sting to her 
pride. 


"Because Samantha,” Naruto purred and stepped forward until her 
back hit a wall and he was crowding her personal space. "I want to 
know what you taste like. | want to find out what you sound like when 
you gasp and groan. | want to see how much it takes to make you 
scream." 


Sam instinctively brought her hands up to defend herself but ended 
up pushing against his chest. The earlier arousal that had simmered 
down during the last few minutes of conversation came roaring back 
with a vengeance. 


"You can't hide that you find me attractive." He continued in the 
same purring tone, caressing her cheek with a clawed hand. "Your 
culture is so silly with its' sexual repression, especially of the women. 
A man that can bed many women is a stud while a woman doing the 
same is a slut and both are considered something to be looked down 
upon by ‘polite’ society. Where is the harm in consenting adults 
taking pleasure in each others bodies? Is there something noble 
about not using your genitals until they get crusty?" 


Sam swallowed thickly, a distant part of her wondering about the 
widespread female proclivity for dangerous, powerful men and if that 
was the reason why the unnatural intensity of Naruto's vertically slit 
eyes and sharp teeth was making her underwear damp. 


"Get off me." She finally whispered, seriously wondering if he was 
going to do as she said and if she even wanted him to. 


The question would remain unanswered as an attention grabbing 
chime sounded right before a holographic representation of a silver 
haired woman with an impressive set of breasts appeared. 


"Heika, | apologize for the disturbance, but an urgent message has 
come through for captain Carter." She said without delay. 


Naruto stepped back and turned towards his assistant. "Really? Very 
well then Koch6o, let's hear it." 


Kocho turned towards the frazzled Air Force captain and relayed the 
message, clearly unphased by what had been going on just a 
moment earlier. "Captain, you are being recalled to Earth. Your 
father's condition has taken a turn for the worse." 


All thought of the horny-in-more-ways-than-one blonde next to her 
vanished from her mind when Sam heard that. 


"| have to go back." She said and immediately started walking back 
towards the spot where they had boarded the Star Forge. 


Naruto shrugged and went with her, giving Kocho a brief nod of 
thanks. 


"What's wrong with your father?" he asked. 
"He has lymphatic cancer. He was hospitalized recently, but | didn't 


think he was this bad off." She answered worriedly, looking as if she 
was having trouble restraining herself from breaking into a run. 


"It's too bad you're so hung up on keeping the stargate a secret or 
you could have brought him here for treatment." Naruto commented 
idly. 


Sam could have slapped him for the complete lack of sympathy in 
his tone, but she was far too focused on the actual words to notice 
the tone. 


"You can heal lymphoma?" 


"Sure." He shrugged in an infuriatingly casual way for her tastes 
given the subject matter. "Cancer isn't a very common ailment in the 
Empire for various reasons, but we can heal it just fine.” 


"My father is a general in the Air Force and a personal friend of 
general Hammond." Sam said determinedly. "We can get him the 
clearance he needs to know about the stargate and bring him here." 


"You do that. My doctors spend too much time fixing up drunk idiots 
or overenthusiastic martial artists instead of sick people anyway." 
Naruto agreed flippantly. 


After that there was silence for a while except for the quick stomp of 
Carter's combat boots and the gentle slap of Naruto's bare feet on 
the metal ground. 


Sam's thoughts were focused entirely on her worry for her father, but 
if she had paid attention, she might have heard a quiet mutter from 
the horned man walking next to her. 

"30,000 light years away and parents still manage to have terrible 
timing, it's uncanny." 

Alright, that's chapter 20 done. 


I've recently(yesterday) acquired the urge to play Skyrim again, 
so I'm gonna go do that now. I'm probably going to get bored of 


it pretty quickly since this is the fourth time I've installed it, so 
no need to be too alarmed that I'll stop writing for a month or 
so. 


That's the theory anyway :P. 


On another note. For those of you that have actually read the 
Lord of the Rings books, yes I know that Galadriel does not say 
that particular phrase in the book, but I really wanted to use it 
and the LOTR movies hadn't been out yet during the time that 
this is happening. 


Chapter 21 


Review responses: 


WTF: ‘Established pairing’? What established pairing are you 
talking about exactly? In the entirety of the Stargate series, the 
whole Jack O'Neill-Sam Carter pairing is never established. It's 
hinted at about as subtly as a sledgehammer to the face, I'll give 
you that, but it's definitely not established. Even then, this is 
fairly close to the start of the series and likely before any 
feelings have developed between those two. And I'm not writing 
this for the sake of my own fantasies(I'm partial to dark haired 
women, not blondes), I'm writing this because my version of 
Naruto is exactly the type to try screwing every woman he has 
even a passing interest in. This should have been obvious by 
now 


On another note, oh noes | didn't conform to your headcanon 
ideas of a fictional romance between fictional people ina 
fictional world and now you're going to stop reading. Oh the 
humanity! However will I live if a dude(or dudette) that can't 
separate his/her own preferrences from my work stops reading 
my stuff? Surely my plans to commit suicide before | hit 40 will 
have to be accelerated by at least 10 years if that happens. 


Sarcasm aside, if it offends you that much then by all means, 
stop reading. 


After Jacob Carter had been briefed and brought to Erius, SG-1 had 
ended up spending the night. Sam had wanted to stay close to her 
father out of concern for his health, but had been assured that there 
was no need to worry. Despite the advanced stage of his lymphoma 
there was no danger of him dying, though he would be spending a 
day or so confined to a bed. 


Since the palace apparently had a small inbuilt medical clinic where 
Jacob was being treated, Sam had allowed herself to be convinced 
that there was no need to hover right next to him. 


Naruto had been strangely absent during the whole thing, either fed 
up with playing tour guide or some other reason entirely. It was hard 
to Say. 


The morning after, they had all trickled into a comfortable common 
room that was apparently made specifically for guests and had an 
attached kitchen of sorts with a fully stocked pantry and fridge. The 
first thing to happen was Teal'c issuing a formal apology to Sha're for 
his part in her abduction and being forgiven, after which they had 
proceeded to the breakfast. 


Some of the food was distinctly unrecognizable to them, but Sha're 
was able to identify it for them since she'd been eating it for quite a 
while. That had eventually led to the surprising revelation of the 
Celestial Empire's vegan tendencies, which in turn sparked a 
conversation about their similarity to the Tollan in this regard. 


Though the Tollan had gone vegan more as a consequence of 
driving most of their animal population extinct rather than choice, but 
that was semantics. 


Jack didn't really participate in this except for the the occasional 
snarky comment, but he was glad to see that Carter wasn't looking 
so withdrawn anymore. Jack had also learned that Sha're had 
already asked Naruto if he could save Skaara the same way that he 
had saved her, which was something to be happy about at least. 


That discussion had happened some time ago now though and 
things were starting to get a bit dull. They'd already exchanged 
stories of what each had seen on their respective tours and Carter 
had helped Jack find a game of Pong that he had rather petulantly 
insisted on playing. Now they were just listening to Sha're and Daniel 
talk about her time as a guest of the Celestial Empire and Jack was 
starting to get restless. 


They hadn't been restricted from wandering the palace a bit and the 
colonel was debating the merits of asking Teal'c or Carter to 
accompany him while he went snooping. In spite of his liking for 
Naruto's laid back personality and the generous offer of treatment for 
Carter's dad, Jack was still waiting for the other shoe to drop. It just 
wasn't in him to take good things happening at face value, especially 
not when meeting a friendly technologically advanced nation. He 
was almost positive that there was a serious downside to all this 
even if they were clearly more civilized than the Goa'uld. 


That was about the time that Xanna imperiously swept into the room, 
all ten tails waving behind her. 


There had been so discussion on that too and all had unanimously 
agreed that those tails were simply impossible. Neither Carter nor 
Daniel were biologists, but they knew enough to know that evolution 
would have never allowed for such a thing. Even Jack had enough 
scientific inclinations to realize that it made no sense that out of two 
people of the same species, one would have tails and the other 
would not. All this was compounded by Sha’re's contribution that the 
horned woman did not always have the tails and sometimes 
appeared without them. 


"Good morning." She greeted as she made way for an almost 
throne-like armchair and settled into it, resting on her own tails as if 
they were cushions. 


Their return greetings trailed off into shocked silence as a glass flew 
into her hand from the kitchen, followed by a stream of red liquid 
flowing into it that they recognized as a fruit juice of some sort. 


"How are you doing that?" Carter asked, sounding both awed and 
fascinated. The forked tongue trick from the previous day had been 
subtle enough that it had left them all wondering if they had just 
imagined it, but there was no denying that this was happening. 


"A minor feat of psychokinesis, certainly nothing to get excited over." 
Xanna purred, looking entirely too pleased with herself. 


"Are you like the Nox?" Daniel asked with utter fascination. "They 
could do some pretty amazing things too." 


"The Nox?" Xanna repeated in a tone of slight surprise. 


"The Nox are these little guys living in a-" Jack made to answer only 
to get cut off. 


"| Know who the Nox are." The horned woman cut him off with a 
scoff. "| was merely surprised that he would have the nerve to 
compare one such as | to those pathetic forest trolls." 


"Oh." Jack responded eloquently. He wondered if Xanna was being 
extra arrogant to compensate for her husband. Even the Goa'uld 
couldn't quite manage to exude this kind of superiority. 


"What is your grievance with the Nox?" Teal'c asked, voicing the 
question that was on the minds of all the members of SG-1. None of 
them could fathom where this hostility towards what was probably 
the most peaceful race in the galaxy was coming from. 


"| have no grievance with them, they do not even know | exist." She 
stated, placidly sipping at her fruit juice. "I merely consider them 
pathetic because they are capable of so much, yet spend their lives 
licking tree sap and being generally useless." 


Jack had to privately admit to having been frustrated by the Nox and 
their extreme pacifism himself. Respect for life was all well and good, 
but what about respect for all the life that the Goa'uld were 
destroying? 


"But if you're not like the Nox, then how do you have those... 
powers?" Sam asked carefully. 


"| am a goddess. Has my husband not explained this to you?" 


Jack resisted the urge to clench his jaw at the 'why are you idiots still 
not getting this?’ tone being used and he could see his team having 


similar reactions. Only Sha're seemed unaffected, which would make 
sense since she'd probably had months to get used to it. He 
Supposed it was better than the typical Goa'uld reaction to people 
not believing their 'I am a god' spiel, but damn was it annoying to be 
talked down to like that. 


"Speaking of your husband, where is he?" He asked, keeping his 
tone carefully light. Without knowing how volatile the horned 
woman's good humor was, he wasn't willing to risk antagonizing her 
by mocking her claims of divinity. She was a lot harder to get a read 
on than Naruto and it just wasn't worth the potential backlash... Not 
to mention that general Hammond had made it clear that they were 
to make friends with the Celestial Empire if at all possible. The bean 
counters in Washington were annoying enough already because of 
the expenses of the SGC and might very well shut them down if they 
messed up a potential alliance as beneficial as this one could be. 


"He is probably violating Akitsu right now." Xanna said witha 
chuckle, ignoring the way their eyes snapped towards her. "Usually | 
would be joining him, but I've already spent the past few hours 
tormenting her with an electrical prod." 


"If you don't mind me asking, what is Akitsu's position?" Daniel 
asked warily, rather disturbed by what he'd just heard. 


"Oh? Did Sha're not tell you?" She asked back, giving the woman in 
question a warning look when it looked as if she was about to say 
something. 


Say nothing! | am playing a game with Naruto. 


The words echoed in Sha're's mind and she subsided, knowing 
better than to get in the way of one of their games. She didn't like 
keeping secrets from her husband, but she doubted it was anything 
important and it wasn't likely to last more than a few days anyway. 


"We, um, didn't spend a lot of time talking yet." The archaeologist 
admitted uncomfortably. Even he had been surprised by his wife's 


amorousness once they were alone. 


"No, | Suppose you did not." Xanna said with a knowing smirk. "But 
to answer your question, Akitsu has no position. She belongs to me 
and Naruto and that is all." 


"| was under the impression that slavery was illegal in the Empire." 
O'Neill commented with some bite to his tone. 


"Congratulations." The horned woman sneered "You have just 
managed to be simultaneously both right and wrong. " 


"How so?" Daniel asked quickly, not wanting Jack to escalate things. 
He somehow doubted that Xanna would be as tolerant of his quirks 
as Naruto had been. 


"Slavery is indeed illegal and anyone caught practicing it faces 
execution or worse, but Akitsu is not a slave." 


"But you said that you own her." Sam interjected, surprised but still 
frowning disapprovingly. She was also wondering what exactly could 
be worse than execution. 


"| said that she belongs to us." Xanna corrected. "That hardly makes 
her a slave." 


"That doesn't make any sense." Jack protested. 


"It makes perfect sense, you are merely being too obtuse to consider 
the implications." Xanna chuckled and drank the last of her fruit 
juice, spinning the empty glass around in her hand and wondering if 
she should have some more. 


The members of SG-1 were only mildly annoyed by the backhanded 
insult this time and trying to figure out what the horned woman was 
getting at instead. How was someone not a slave if another claimed 
ownership of them? 


It was a that point that Naruto barged into the room and interrupted 
the increasingly heated conversation. 


"Done already?" Xanna questioned with a raised eyebrow. 


"You must have really tired her out, she passed out on me." He 
answered and then paused thoughtfully. "Or under me to be more 
precise.” 


It was at this point that Naruto noticed the looks he was getting from 
everyone. 


SG-1 looked as if they were trying not to glare at him, Sha're was 
biting her lip slightly as if something was making her uncomfortable 
and Xanna was definitely smug. 


"What?" 


"This is amazing, they even fixed my artritis!" Jacob Carter said, 
gleefully bending every joint he could just for the sake of 
experiencing how easy and painless it was. "And you meet people 
like this all the time?" 


"No, this is actually the first time we've met an advanced civilization 
that was this open to us." Sam replied, smiling at her exuberant 
father and hiding her newly acquired unease. 


It had been bad enough for her once the rush of worry for her father 
had passed and she'd realized that she'd been very close to giving in 
to the Naruto's seduction attempt. That had already been enough to 
leave her feeling disturbed, but then Xanna had revealed that the 
woman with the tattoo of a bird on her forehead was essentially a 
slave of some sort... well she just wasn't sure what to think anymore. 


Xanna might have denied it and called them too stupid to 
understand, but she really couldn't see what else Akitsu could be if 


she 'belonged' to them. An awkward conversation with Sha're on the 
subject had only served to confuse her some more. 


Akitsu had apparently been with them from the start as some sort of 
concubine. That was a practice that she had always loathed and 
Daniel's weak defense that it was fairly common for rulers to have 
more than just one did nothing to cool her temper. 


"You okay Sam?" Jacob asked, breaking her out of her thoughts. 


"Yeah dad, I'm fine." She said quickly, not really wanting to talk about 
it. Despite her personal distaste, she knew that they would be 
pushing for an alliance with the Celestial Empire and she really didn't 
want to tell her father what had been going on just before she'd 
received the message about his failing health. 


At least she hadn't actually slept with Naruto. That would have been 
both akward and humiliating now that she knew about Akitsu. 


As if summoned by her thoughts, the man in question appeared. 


And not through the door, but in a swirl of fire in the middle of the 
room that somehow seemed to darken rather than illuminate it. 


" Samantha Carter! " He boomed, still surrounded by fire and 
darkness. " Your father is healed, are you ready to pay the price 
as agreed upon in our bargain? " 


Both father and daughter jumped away with a yelped out curse, 
Jacob instinctively stepping in front of Sam. 


A few seconds passed in shocked silence, the only sounds being the 
crackle of the still burning flames that let off no smoke. 


Sam at least knew who he was, but Jacob had only her descriptions 
to go on since Naruto had deliberately not met him like he'd done 
with SG-1. That was why Sam got her wits about her first. 


"What bargain?" She asked, taking deep breaths to calm down her 
racing heart. "We didn't make any bargains." 


In response, an ancient and tattered looking scroll appeared in 
Naruto's hand and he unrolled it. " As dictated by law, any favors 
owed to the God-Emperor of the Celestial Empire shall be 
repaid by a night in my bed- from dusk till dawn -, either by the 
debtor or a female relative of my choosing if the debtor is male. 


"You can't be serious!" Sam protested in outrage. "I didn't even know 
about any stupid law like that and I'm not part of your Empire." 


" Irrelevant, you were in the sovereign territory of the Empire 
when you accepted my help, so the law applies. " He dismissed 
contemptuously and offered her the scroll. " Read it for yourself. " 


Sam snatched the scroll from him furiously and began to read, 
ignoring her father's confusion for now. 


"This is a recipe for noodle soup." She said flatly as soon as she got 
past the first few lines. 


The fire and darkness dispered and Naruto's serious look dissolved 
into laughter. "Bahahaha, the looks on your faces!" He trailed off with 
a sigh. "Aaah, good times." 

"It was just a joke?!" She asked incredulously. 


"Of course it was a joke sugar panties. When you sleep with me it's 
going to be because you want to, not because of made up laws." 


"I'm not going to sleep with you." Sam asserted angrily. 


"You say that now, but the future is uncertain." He smirked before 
looking at Jacob. "Hey there pops, how you feeling?" 


"Uh, pretty good | guess." Jacob replied faintly, more than a bit 
overwhelmed at the moment. "I might have had a minor heart attack 


just now, but otherwise fine." 


"Good, because the annual festival celebrating the liberation of Erius 
from Zeus is tomorrow and you're coming. | already talked to O'Neill 
and your general Hammond about it and they agreed." He informed 
them, not mentioning that he hadn't really given them the option of 
disagreeing. One did not simply say 'no' to an Emperor if he invited 
you to a social event, and he was not just any Emperor. 


"But-" Sam tried to protest, only to have the horned man talk over 
her. 


"You can't really come there in your BDU's and tactical vests, or 
carrying P90's and grenades for that matter, so I've had appropriate 
clothing delivered to your rooms. Pick anything you like and don't 
worry about formalities, it's not that kind of party. | look forward to 
seeing you there." 


Naruto vanished in the same swirl of fire that had heralded his 
arrival, giving the two Carters no chance to reply. 


"Sam....what just happened? How did he do that with the fire and 
what did he mean about sleeping with you?" 


Sam groaned, knowing that she was now going to have to explain 
things to her father that she really didn't want to explain. Then she 
jumped again as Naruto reappeared in another swirl of fire. 


"You can keep the noodle soup recipe by the way, it's a good one." 
He informed and vanished again. 


Sam resisted the urge to hurl the scroll at the spot where he'd just 
been. 


Sam collapsed into a conveniently placed bench with a satisfied 
groan as the weight was taken off her feet. 


Initially, she had fully intended to not enjoy herself at this festival that 
she'd been basically press ganged into attending, but things had not 
gone as planned. 


It had all started with the clothes that Naruto had said would be 
provided for her. She had expected that it would be 
something....well, skanky to be honest. 


To be fair, there had been things in there that she wouldn't be caught 
dead wearing, including a red latex dominatrix outfit that she figured 
was the horned man's notion of a joke. There had also been plenty 
of rather nice things in there too though, ranging from dresses to 
more casual wear. In the end she'd picked a fairly conservative 
blouse, pants and a long coat made of an extremely comfortable 
faux leather that she suspected would have cost her more thana 
month's pay back on Earth. 


Though relieved that making them wear local clothing wasn't some 
ridiculous ploy to get her into something with too much cleavage, she 
had still been put out enough about the forced attendance that she 
had planned to just wait it out until they could go back home. 


She hadn't been the only one with similar thoughts either. 


Teal'c had been plainly uncomfortable since Jaffa tended not to have 
celebrations like these. Colonel O'Neill and her father had been 
ambivalent for various reasons. In fact, the only one who had been 
looking forward to it had been Daniel. Not unexpected since even 
Sam knew that celebrations were prime events to get a feel for a 
culture, not to mention that Sha're seemed excited to go and the 
archaeologist had barely moved two feet away from her since they'd 
been reunited. 


The plan had started disintegrating almost as soon as they arrived to 
the place where the event was taking place. 


The first thing that they noticed was that calling it a festival was 
something of a misnomer. It had long since grown past its' roots as a 


celebration of being liberated from the Goa'uld, to the point where 
they had purpose built an area to host it and it had grown further 
since then. Nowadays it was almost like a miniature city whose only 
purpose was to accommodate the whole thing for the two weeks that 
it would go on. 


Tens, possibly even hundreds of millions of people would pass 
through it in that time, arriving from both Erius and the other four 
colonies of the Celestial Empire. Despite not being in the best of 
moods, Sam had to admit to being impressed by the level of 
organization that implied. 


Naruto, Xanna and Akitsu had escorted them that far, given them 
each a wrist mounted device that would call a transport if they 
needed one and then left them to do their own thing. 


Initially, the six of them(that being SG-1 plus Sha're and the senior 
Carter) had intended to stick together, but didn't manage to do that 
for more than about half an hour. 


Teal'c had noticed that there were traditional Jaffa events and had 
immediately wanted to go see. 


The fact that those were just one part of the cultural section had 
drawn Daniel's attention and the archaeologist had already been on 
the move even as he explained his intentions to O'Neill. Sha're had 
gone along with him, but based on a few things she'd said 
beforehand, Sam suspected that Daniel was going to find himself 
dragged out of there and into more fun oriented areas eventually. 


Sam's interest was caught when she noticed that there was a 
section devoted to technology or the 'geek section’ as Jack had 
called it. Neither the colonel nor her father had wanted to come with 
her to that one since they were both rather technologically impaired 
to say the least. 


Jack would usually have protested strenuously to this kind of random 
split up, but the wrist mounted devices they'd been given for calling a 


transport at need also functioned as a locator and communicator on 
a private subspace channel just for the six of them. Even Jack had to 
concede that he couldn't think of anything that might go wrong short 
of a sudden inexplicable betrayal and if that happened they were 
screwed anyway. 


Her original plan of just eating a little something but otherwise 
keeping to herself had fallen to the wayside as soon as she'd gotten 
there. There had been demonstrations, showcases, games, 
tournaments, competitions and all sorts of other things and before 
she'd known it five hours had passed and she'd had a great time. 
The various games and competitions didn't interest her so much 
because of their content but because of the technology behind it. 


She'd been especially intrigued by a computer hacking competition 
of some sort. The odd thing about it was that there were a good two 
dozen hackers going up against just one. The solitary redhead went 
by the confusing name of 'Matsu the Brain Sekirei’ and had won 
despite the steep odds. The fact that she had looked progressively 
more red-faced and aroused as time passed had caused an 
embarrassed Sam to leave before long, having started to feel like a 
voyeur. 


That had been weird. 


Her wandering thoughts were interrupted when someone sat next to 
her on the bench. 


"Had fun?" Naruto purred with a grin. 
Sam sighed. "I'm not going to sleep with you." 


"| was just asking if you had fun." He pouted. "Your mind sure does 
jump to sex quickly." 


"Weren't you with your wife?" She asked in an attempt to change the 
subject. She deliberately made no mention of Akitsu. 


Naruto decided to go along with it. "Xanna has a limited tolerance for 
large crowds of people and has reached it for today. Akitsu is still 
here but got mobbed by her fanclub." 


"Fanclub?" Sam asked in surprise. 


"Yep." He nodded with another grin. "She's an artist you know? Been 
making paintings, portraits and frescoes for centuries. She's recently 
taken up tattooing and once it got found out a line of people 
suddenly wanting one formed. She's really good in case you wanted 
one, | let her practice on me sometimes." 


"I think I'll pass, but thanks." 


A moment of silence passed before Naruto spoke up again. "So 
what's bothering you?" 


"Huh?" She asked, confused by the out-of-the-blue question. 


"| can tell that something has been bothering you." He explained. "At 
first | thought you just got spooked by my nearly successful 
seduction and were avoiding me to prevent repeats, but that wouldn't 
explain the undercurrent of resentment I'm feeling from you." 


"| have no idea what you're talking about." She said stiffly, hiding her 
Surprise. 


"Are you always this bad of a liar when someone surprises you?" 
Naruto snorted in amusement. 


Sam winced. In retrospect, it really was a terrible lie. Telling 
someone that you had no idea what they were talking about was a 
surefire way of announcing that you knew exactly what they were 
talking about. 


"Does it have anything to do with what Xanna was talking to you 
guys about yesterday morning? What was that about anyway? She 
just kept smirking at me whenever | asked.” 


"Nothing much, she just told us a little about Akitsu." Sam said 
vaguely. 


"Aaah." Naruto nodded in realization, now knowing exactly what was 
up. Clearly his dear wife had only given out deliberately misleading 
pieces of information in order to give their guests the wrong idea. He 
suspected that this was done almost entirely for the purpose of 
making his efforts at seducing the lovely captain Carter more difficult. 


Xanna really was a sweetheart, making things more interesting for 
him like that. 


"She used to be a test subject." He suddenly said in a coversational 
tone best used for talking about the weather or similarly inane topics. 


"What?" Sam exclaimed in shock. 


"They kept her confined to a laboratory since the day she was born, 
constantly poking and prodding and experimenting." He continued, 
ignoring the appalled look that she was now sporting. 


"But why?" 


"You've probably heard of the Sekirei at least in passing by now." He 
explained, knowing that she had. He had made certain that the 
information would cross their ears more than just once. "Akitsu is the 
Ice Sekirei. | wasn't lying to you when | told you that she'd conjured 
up the ice out of thin air. Each Sekirei has one specific power, either 
a raw physical enhancement, control of an element or something a 
bit more exotic. They wanted most of them unharmed, but they were 
also desperate to understand the source of this power and decided 
that they could spare one for pure experimentation. Akitsu had just 
been the one unfortunate enough to have been picked for that." 


"Who are they ?" She asked and you didn't need to be particularly 
perceptive to notice the anger behind the words. 


"These days they're corpses." He replied with a chuckle. "But getting 
back to Akitsu, they went too far one day and damaged her beyond 
their ability to fix. In a panic, she escaped, badly injuring a few 
people in the process. Once the panic wore off though, Akitsu found 
herself all alone in the world without any reason to keep living. When 
| found her, she was just sitting on a park bench in the middle of the 
night, either waiting for someone to show some interest in her or to 
die, whichever came first." 


"Then what?" Sam asked quietly. 


"She latched on to me and later to Xanna quite desperately. It was 
as cute as it was pitiful and | didn't really mind. | went there to find a 
few cute girls to take care of and Akitsu had definitely needed 
someone to take care of her." 


Noticing her confused expression, he elaborated on that last point a 
bit. "I've got a thing for cute girls calling me big brother. A man's 
gotta have hobbies when he's a god." 


"Right." Sam said sceptically. 


"It could have been worse," He shrugged. "I could have been into 
torture, ritual sacrifice, mass murder, genocide, floods, burnings and 
genital mutilation." 


Carter was almost certain that those were religious references. 


"Anyway, where was I? Ah yes, Akitsu's clinginess. | figured that 
she'd eventually be ready to be independent, but she's a stubborn 
little thing and had no intention of ever leaving us. We've gotten used 
to her over the years and even Xanna is very fond of her now. She's 
like a favorite teddy bear....a sexy one that hugs you back when you 
cuddle it and enjoys a good spanking." 


Sam frowned at him. Up until the end, he had been successfully 
dispersing her negative opinion of him due to Akitsu and now it was 
coming back. 


"No need for that look." Naruto snickered. "Akitsu is happy where 
she is and wouldn't appreciate your outrage on her behalf. You're 
welcome to try convincing her to leave us, but don't be frozen with 
shock if she turns you into a popsickle. Get it? Frozen with shock? 
Popsickle ?" 


She gave him an exasperated look at the truly horrible pun and 
decided to ask something else. "Why are you telling me this?" 


"Several reasons." He replied casually. "But it all circles around to 
the fact that | can't very well seduce you if you're harboring a 
suppressed resentment for me because of Akitsu's non-existent 
suffering." 


Sam sighed, not sure why she had expected anything else. She was 
very grateful to him for unhesitantingly offering to save her father, but 
she wasn't going to jump into bed with him because of it. 


"Why are you being so persistent about this?" She asked, inwardly 
wondering when exactly it had become normal to discuss his blatant 
attempts to bed her as if it was an everyday occurence. "You have a 
very beautiful wife and Akitsu as well, what's so special about me?" 


Naruto grinned at her attempts to deflect his attention. She was an 
obvious workaholic with little in the way of sexual experience despite 
her good looks. She probably wasn't used to being pursued like this. 


"You're looking at this from the wrong perspective." He informed her. 
"Sex and romance are not as closely tied together here as you might 
be used to. There is no stigma attached to casual sex and most 
people switch partners regularly until they find someone that they 
like in particular. It always seemed incredibly backwards to me to try 
making an emotional connection before sex. No wonder your society 
is full of angsty teenagers that got burned by rushing into 
relationships they weren't ready for and liars that fake affection so 
that they can get laid." 


That got Sam to wondering how her love life would have turned out 
with such a relaxed attitude towards sex and dating. She'd never 
been much of a social butterfly and the one man that she had 
thought would be the one for her turned out to be a control freak and 
later an outright sociopath with delusions of grandeur. She wasn't the 
type to bemoan being single or anything like that, but she could 
admit to herself that she occasionally missed having an intimate 
relationship. 


But Sam had no intention allowing herself to be convinced to sleep 
with the horned man just because his reasoning made a weird sort of 
sense. 


"Well it sounds like you have no shortage of willing women in the 
Empire then." She snipped. 


Naruto grinned again. He'd known she would be fun. 


"But Samantha, it's your current un willingness that makes it so 
much fun." He purred. "I know you've wanted to try out flying one of 
our space ships the same as Jack. We could go do that right now, 
you can fly the ship while | demonstrate my skills as a cunning 
linguist." 


Sam could feel the heat crawling up her neck at his insinuation and 
hugged herself around the waist. The return of that damn sub-vocal 
purring was not helping. 


"| don't think that would be a very good idea." She demurred, 
resisting the urge to scoot away from him on the bench. 


"| don't see why not." Naruto replied casually. "Why not live a little? 
You could brag about how you had the God-Emperor on his knees." 


"I'm not the type to brag and this sounds like something I'd regret 
later." 


"Regret?!" Naruto spluttered, sounding genuinely offended. "My dear 
lady, | don't know what you think of me, but | make it my business to 
make sure that no woman ever regrets sleeping with me. | may be 

many things but incapable of satisfying a woman is not one of them." 


"You sound awfully sure of yourself." She ribbed, the squirming in 
her lower regions easing now that the subject had derailed slightly. 


Naruto gave her a speculative look before smirking. "How about a 
wager then?" 


"What kind of wager?" She asked suspiciously. 


"We have sex and if you find the experience unsatisfying, I'll name 
you my successor and abdicate from the Obsidian Throne." 


Sam choked on air in shock. 


"You'd bet your whole Empire on your ability to satisfy me in bed?" 
She managed to croak out after a good half minute of opening and 
closing her mouth. 


"I've always been a bit of a gambler." He admitted. 


Personally Sam thought that anyone that would stake an interstellar 
empire on their sexual prowess could be called more than just ‘a bit 
of a gambler’, but she wasn't going to argue the point. 


Taking a deep breath, Sam mastered her shock and managed to 
speak normally despite being blindsided by the completely insane 
proposition. "And you'd let me make the decision of whether you 
were good enough or not?" 


"That's the part that makes it exciting." He told her with a roguish 
grin. 


Yes, he was definitely insane, Sam decided. She didn't want to be 
Empress(though the idea of claiming all this advanced technology for 
Earth was admittedly tempting), but that was beside the point. What 


kind of ruler would hand over their whole nation to a foreigner they 
barely knew over a bet? Speaking of which.... 


"Wouldn't your wife have something to say about this?" 


"She would." He admitted. "In fact, she would kick my ass into the 
next dimension for it, but I'm quite sure that | can have you howling 
in pleasure before she ever finds out about me putting our Empire at 
stake." 


Of course, the chances of losing this bet were almost nil, since he 
was inexhaustible and would just keep going until she gave in. 


Even if he was misjuding her and she decided to lie for the sake of 
winning the bet, he would just turn back time to before he had made 
the bet and avoid the issue altogether. He was usually fine dealing 
with the consequences of his actions, but he had no wish to be in the 
doghouse with Xanna for the next century. 


"| haven't agreed to anything." Sam quickly deflected, blood once 
again rushing to her face. 


"Of course you haven't." Naruto agreed, grinning wider at her blush 
and sliding a bit closer on the bench. "We're just speaking 
hypothetically." 


Sam nodded but stayed silent, fidgeting uncomfortably. 


Naruto didn't say anything either and merely sprawled on the bench, 
throwing his arm over the backrest and coincidentally also around 
her shoulders, grinning the whole time. The Air Force captain was 
quite obviously out of her element and very flustered by his 
advances, but she was also at least a bit flattered. 


He'd need to give her some time to acclimate or she'd probably get 
spooked again and then she'd be that much harder to seduce the 
next time. If that happened then he wouldn't have anymore time 
before she returned home and that would be just sad. A woman like 


her shouldn't be going through life without orgasms that she didn't 
give to herself. 


Scientists tended to not take care of their needs properly, just look at 
Takami! If it wasn't for him, she'd probably still be a bitter shrew that 
glared at people for the slightest screw up. If bending her over his 
desk every week or two was what it took to keep her mellow, then 
Naruto was willing to make that sacrifice for the greater good. 


"| should go." Sam said after a few minutes of silence and got up. 
"Want me to teleport you back?" Naruto offered, also rising. 


She gave him a speculative look, obviously weighing the pros and 
cons. He could guess what she was thinking without any need for 
mind reading. Declining would get potentially her away from him 
since she was still unwilling to sleep with him. On the other hand, he 
might decide to tag along and the teleport would be instantaneous. 
She was also curious about it. 


"Alright." She consented cautiously. 


"Great." He said and enveloped her in a hug before she could 
protest. A slight sense of vertigo later and they were outside of the 
palace guest room where she was currently staying. "Here we are." 


She quickly stepped out of the embrace, deciding not to comment on 
it or think about how impressively well defined his body felt. "Right, 
thanks." 


"It was my pleasure." He purred, lips quirking into another grin when 
he saw the pink going back to her cheeks. 


"There was no fire this time." She noted. 
"| only do that for show." He admitted, going along with her unsubtle 


evasion. "It doesn't look all that impressive if | don't add some 
special effects." 


"How does it work?" She asked next, her curiousity roused. 


"You asked that question in a such a way that | can't just say ‘I'ma 
god'." Naruto pouted. 


Sam's face creased in confusion and then cleared with an 
incredulous realization. "Are you telling me that you would have 
explained everything to us earlier if our questions were specific 
enough?" 


"Maybe. | might have also said 'Fuck you, that's how' but I try to save 
that one for enemies." 


That drew a smile from her, which grew into a smirk. "So, how does it 
work?" 


"| give the space-time continuum a little tweak and boom, instant 
teleportation." 


"If you don't want to tell me, you could have just said so." Sam 
huffed. 


"But it's the truth." Naruto protested. "It requires both a certain 
mental dexterity and energy that isn't available to most mortals, but 
once you get the hang of it it's as easy as stepping through a door." 


"What kind of energy?" She pressed, clearly in full science mode. 


"It has a lot of names." He shrugged. "Chakra, Magic, Cosmic Mojo, 
the Blood of the Universe. At my level it's all pretty much the same 
thing, it's only when mortals get a hold of it one way or another that 
things deviate and start to get.....interesting." 


"Uh huh." She said, clearly not sold on his explanation. "So the 
Nox...?" 


"The Nox are a bit of a special case, they've been alive for so long 
that their minds and bodies have evolved enough to perceive 
glimpses of the higher planes and make small 'nudges' to this one." 


He explained. "As you might imagine, most races don't live that 
long." 


He knew of the Nox, but he'd never met them. They sounded terribly 
boring. He figured that he might get one good debate out of them 
before they became about as interesting as the average cow. 


"You said that you used to be human?" She said speculatively. 


"| did." He confirmed, amused by the sudden tangent and wondering 
where she was going with this. 


"Describe to me the exact process of your transformation." Sam 
said, obviously choosing her words carefully. 


Naruto smiled, extremely amused. If she thought that was going to 
make any more sense to her than what he'd told them the other day, 
she was sadly mistaken. 


"Using my command of Natural Energy, the Sage Arts and the Wood 
Release, | drained the life out of the dessicated carcass ofa 
Primordial God while Xanna devoured its' spirit and power. Then she 
took over the now empty carcass and thus usurped its’ divine status. 
After that, she formed a fruit that contained enough power to grant 
divinity to whoever ate it. That might have resulted in the rapid 
collapse of our home Universe since we took all the energy fueling it 
for ourselves, but we didn't know that at the time. Doesn't matter 
anyway, that place was a shithole." 


The Air Force captain gave him an extremely dubious look at this 
and clearly did not believe a word he said. Naruto figured that he 
couldn't blame her. She was a physicist and that particular scientific 
community was not known for people willing to believe fantastical 
things without a lot of evidence. 


"Would it convince you if | walked on water or turned it into wine?" 
He asked with a lascivious grin, stepping closer to her. 


Though extremely curious to know if he could actually turn water into 
wine, Sam decided that scientific curiousity would have to take a 
backseat in favor of a tactical retreat this time. The highly positive 
response that her body was having to his advances promised 
trouble. 


"Some other time maybe, | really should get some sleep." She said, 
backing up a step towards the door, causing it to swish open at her 
proximity. 


"Alright." He said, smiling benignly. 


Sam wasn't fooled. The look in his eyes was practically screaming 
‘invite me in’. 


"Uhm, good night." She quickly said, her voice pitched just a bit too 
high to be considered normal. 


"Good night." 


Sam walked into the room, half expecting him to walk in after her 
and feeling a disquieting mixture of relief and disappointment when 
he didn't. 


Taking a deep breath to calm herself, she took off the long coat she 
had borrowed and tossed it over a chair, not really feeling up to 
putting it away right now. Then she just stood there in the dimly lit 
room for a moment, telling herself that she was not feeling that 
twinge of regret at refusing the first chance at intimate contact she'd 
had in five years. 


She hadn't wanted it after her breaking off her engagement with 
Jonas and then she'd gotten recruited for the project of making a 
dialing computer for the stargate. Being the only woman in a group 
of socially inept scientists had not been an environment conducive to 
anything sexual happening. 


She hadn't really felt as if she was missing out on all that much until 
recently. Daniel was certainly both handsome and intelligent enough 
to be interesting to her, but he was both taken and not really her 
type. Teal'c was....Teal'c. As for Jack....that was something best not 
considered with the rather draconian regulations the Air Force had 
about fraternization, especially with one's superior officer. 


A large hand snaked around her midsection and pulled her back 
against a heavily muscled chest when she instinctively tried to jump 
away. 


"Hello." A growling purr said. 
"What are you doing here?" Sam asked in a loud sort of whisper. 


"Invading your privacy." Came the blunt response. He sounded 
amused. 


"Oh." She responded a bit weakly, having no idea what to say to 
that. "Let me go." 


"Don't wanna." He said petulantly, leaning down and taking a deep 
whiff of her hair. "I like the way you smell." 


Despite the return of her previous arousal, Sam was also starting to 
feel very uncomfortable now. This had gone beyond harmless flirting 
and transitioned into creepy territory. 


And just as she'd had that though, the grip loosened and he backed 
up just enough to not be pressing himself into her back anymore. 


"Sorry about that." He apologized, actually sounding mildly contrite. 
"I've got an extremely sensitive sense of smell. It's gotten me called 
a horndog more than once." 


Sam bit down on a giggle at this revelation. That sounded like a very 
appropriate description of him. 


"Appropriate, no?" He said, placing his hand on her hips and using 
his thumbs to gently massage a particular spot on her lower back, 
directing a tiny sliver of energy into the nerves there. "What with the 
way I'm constantly horny and all." 


Sam kept her jaw firmly locked to keep from making any sounds at 
the sudden flush of warmth across her body, but she couldn't stop 
her breathing from deepening. 


"Are you making puns again?" She asked, resisting the gravitational 
attraction that Naruto was currently exuding. That was the only 
explanation for the way that her body was being drawn backwards. 


"All your puns are belong to me." He quipped, continuing to 
shamelessly stimulate her nerves and grinning at the resistance she 
was putting up against the wants of her body. He'd lost the miniscule 
amount of modesty he used to have ages ago and it was always 
amusing to see the amount of inner conflict it caused in people. 


"What?" Sam asked, frowning in confusion. 


Unseen to her, Naruto's face fell in disappointment. He'd been sure 
she would get that joke. 


Oh well, | guess | can't expect her to catch every reference | make. 
He mused and leaned down to scrape his teeth over that delicious 
sweet spot that almost everyone had on the back of their neck. 
Her body shivered at the contact even as she jumped in shock. 


"Naruto, I'm not going to sleep with you." She said firmly once she'd 
gotten her faculties back. 


"If you say so." He responded with an almost infuriatingly 
lighthearted tone. 


"| mean it!" She insisted. 


"Uh huh." The noncommittal response was accompanied by another 
gentle scrape of sharp teeth on the back of her neck. 


"Do you always ignore women when they tell you'no'?" She 
demanded, starting to get angry. 


"You haven't said no." He pointed out in the same mild tone as 
before, moving his head a bit to place a kiss on the side of her neck. 


Sam swallowed thickly as she realized that he was right. She hadn't 
said no and she still wasn't saying no even as he moved forward 
again to press himself up against her and rubbed his big..strong... 
hands down her thighs and oh crap this was bad and completely out 
of character for her. She was starting to get the feeling that if she 
didn't stop this soon, she wasn't going to be stopping it at all. 


She tried to say something and almost let out a whimper instead 
when his right hand went up her back and then gently grabbed hold 
of her hair, tugging her head to the side so that he could have better 
access to the left side of her neck as well. 


"S-Stop?" She managed to say, though it came out a lot weaker than 
she'd intended. 


"Is that a question?" He asked humorously, flicking his tongue over 
her ear. 


Sam was too busy enjoying the way his other hand was rubbing her 
abdomen to reply. It was only when it moved upwards to cup a 
breast that she snapped out of her indolent daze, almost leaping 
forward in her haste to escape. 


Naruto looked her over curiously as she stared at him almost like a 
cornered animal, panting with obvious arousal. If her groin wasn't 
positively throbbing with need, then he would swear off sex for a 
month. 


"All this angst over a night of pleasure." He observed, shaking off the 
haori and briefly flexing. Her eyes quite obviously flicked down to 
look at the ripple of muscle, much to his amusement. "Why don't you 
explain to me why you're trying so hard to resist?" 


"Because..." She trailed off and licked her lips, whatever she was 
going to say lost in a foggy haze of lust that seemed to make 
everything except the man in front of her pointless. "Because...." 


"Yes?" He prompted, slowly prowling forward. 


She stepped back for every step forward that he made, until she 
bumped into the bed and toppled onto it. Before she could try to get 
up he pounced onto her and pinned her down. 


"Do you actually have a reason?" He purred as if he wasn't lying on 
top of her. 


She shuddered under him and hesitantly leaned up to kiss him 
instead of answering. 


Naruto held back a grin as he returned it. It wouldn't do to look smug 
right now. 


Hours later and closer to dawn than midnight, Naruto sauntered out 
of the room, leaving its unconscious occupant to get some rest. 


He was feeling rather good about himself over the whole thing. Aside 
from successfully seducing the hot Air Force captain, he'd also 
potentially provided her a valuable service and it always felt nice to 
help a pretty woman. 


This service being to get her laid before something potentially 
regretable happened between her and Jack. 


He'd gotten terribly curious and couldn't resist a little mind reading. 


She was starting to develop an attraction to the sarcastic 
colonel(quite possibly out of sheer loneliness and lack of choice, but 
it was hard to tell for sure) and the fact that they were frequently in 
life threatening situations together would only exacerbate the 
situation. It would be regretable mostly because of the silly 
regulations about fraternization that the Air Force had, especially if it 
was a result of being lonely. A good fucking would probably get it out 
of her system and he was perfectly willing to repeat the experience if 
she needed it. 


She and Takami could take turns! Takami could take Wednesdays 
and Sam could take Fridays. 


boots probably best not to mention that thought to either of the two 
women. Most women seemed to take offense to the idea of having 
scheduled sex, they were weird like that. Where was the problem in 
having guaranteed sex at least one day a week? 


Well, whatever. He had saved the day with his dick. Again! He made 
a clone and high fived himself. 


... On the other hand, there could be some actual feelings brewing 
between those two and not just sexual tension. In that case, Sam 
getting laid would probably help it along too. 

He wasn't exactly sure how, but he was sure it would. 


Either way, there had been hot sex, so it was all good. 


He high fived the clone again. 


"No!" Zarin hissed, glaring at Naruto irritably. "This is a terrible idea." 
"Oh come on, it'll be hilarious." The horned man wheedled. 


"If you think so, then why don't you do it yourself?" The Tok'ra asked 
scathingly. 


Naruto paused for a moment to consider that. It wasn't a bad idea, 
but not quite what he was looking for. 


"| don't know how - if at all - homophobic he is. It would be terribly 
tragic to use this opportunity for that only to find that it has no effect." 


"Forget it Naruto, | am not doing this!" 
"But you'd be perfect." He whined. 
"NO!" 

"I'll handle your E-mail for a month." 


Zarin quieted and seriously considered his offer. Ever since she'd 
gotten saddled with the post of Tok'ra Ambassador to the Celestial 
Empire, her workload had been steadily increasing. Now she spent 
hours of her day buried in various administrative tasks, the largest 
portion of which was E-mail related. It had gotten worse ever since 
the Tok'ra presence on Erius had increased. 


In most ways, it was a much better job than her previous spying and 
infiltration assignments, but there were times when she found herself 
fondly remembering the lack of paperwork pretending to be a 
Goa'uld entailed. 


"Two months and you've got a deal." 


"Two months it is." 


Being a soldier and a former Black Ops operative, Jack O'Neill was 
not a particularly heavy sleeper. This meant that he didn't have a 
slow, lazy wake up with the accompanying foggyness. 


No, when he woke up he knew immediately that there was a woman 
lying on his chest. A naked woman. On his naked chest. 


The problem with this was that he didn't recall engaging in sex last 
night. In fact, he was pretty sure that he hadn't even talked to a 
woman with this particular shade of dark blonde hair. 


Frowning, he thought back to the previous day in an attempt to figure 
out how the current situation had come about. 


After getting to the massive fair/celebration that Naruto had so 
unceremoniously shanghaied them into going to, they had each 
drifted towards their own area of interest despite the initial plans to 
stick together. He hadn't been all that worried about the split despite 
the foreign territory, partially due to having his paranoia assuaged by 
Naruto's laid back behavior and partially because of a fatalistic 
certainty that there wouldn't be much they could do if a delayed 
betrayal was in the works. This wasn't the Goa'uld and their rather 
laughable imitation of security they were dealing with. 


After Carter junior had gotten drawn towards the geek section, he 
and Carter senior had ambled off together. Neither one of them had 
really known what to do with themselves since nothing immediately 
got their interest, but they had eventually found themselves at a 
space flight simulator of some sort that was apparently used to make 
preliminary tests of new ship designs. 


Most of the people playing around with it seemed to be teens, so 
once he and Jacob had gotten the hang of the control scheme, they 
had done surprisingly well thanks to their Air Force background. One 
thing led to another and it got out that they were Air Force and thus 
from Earth. 


Jack had thought that Naruto was joking about using his status as an 
exotic curiousity from humanity's homeworld to get laid, but 
apparently he'd been dead serious. Both he and Jacob had found 
themselves with multiple young women hanging off them, plying 
them with drinks, asking questions about Earth and even making 
very unsubtle offers to continue a ‘cultural exchange’ in a more 
private setting. 


Jack would have suspected spies, if not for the fact that Naruto and 
Xanna already seemed entirely too knowledgeable about Earth and 
that the questions were more about the entertainment and various 
customs than anything military. 


He didn't think that the Simpsons would let anyone take over the 
planet. 


Alright, he had been a /ittle buzzed, but not nearly to the point of 
intoxication. He was still technically on duty after all, despite 
appearances to the contrary. 


His trip back to his guest room in the palace hadn't been anything 
noteworthy, so how exactly had he ended up in bed with a woman, 
naked to boot? He hadn't gone to bed completely naked and would 
definitely have woken up if Someone had siddled up to him while he 
was sleeping, nevermind undressed him. 


His mysterious bed partner shifted slightly and looked at him with 
pale green eyes. 


"Good morning." She said pleasantly, her voice booming witha 
distinct Go'uld reverb and her eyes glowing from within. 


Jack released a manly yelp of fright and pushed the woman off him, 
jumping out of the bed and diving for his weapons. Unfortunately, he 
discovered them missing, leaving him no choice but to turn towards 
the Goa'uld woman that was being strangely passive and just 
looking back at him with a bemused expression. 


"Is something wrong?" She asked. "You look....distressed." 


"No, no, I'm fine." He said lightly, cupping his privates to hide them 
from view. 


"Why did you push me away then?" She asked, sounding hurt and 
even a bit pouty. 


"Because you're a Goa'uld." He said slowly, wondering which end of 
the Twilight Zone he'd fallen into. 


"| am not a Goa'uld!" She said with indignant anger, wrapped herself 
in the sheet and stomped out of the room. 


Jack personally thought that this claim would have been more 
effective without the Goa'uld-y voice and eye glow. As it was, he had 
trouble processing recent events and could make only one response. 


"What?" 


A short time later, Jack slinked out of his room dressed in his BDU's 
and tactical vest, fully armed. 


He wasn't quite sure whether to relax or tense up when he saw 
Naruto leaning up against the wall, apparently waiting for him. 


"Troubles with the morning after?" The horned man asked with a 
lopsided grin. 


"You could say that." Jack replied with feigned lightness but keeping 
his hands close to his weapon. "I've never woken up next to a 
Goa'uld before. This is especially strange since | don't recall sleeping 
with one." 


"Zarin isn't a Goa'uld Jack." Naruto told him mildly. 


"Are you sure?" The colonel asked sarcastically. "Cause' | could 
swear | saw her eyes glow." 


"She's a Tok'ra, but | can understand your confusion since you've 
never met one of them." 


"What's a Tok'ra." O'Neill asked in interest, relaxing fractionally. 


"Rogue sect of Goa'uld that didn't agree with the mainstream policy 
of enslaving humans and formed a resistance to overthrow the 


System Lords. We made an alliance with them a while ago and are 
working on absorbing them into the Empire." 


"Ah." Jack said in acknowledgement, making a note to himself to 
check with Teal'c on the veracity of this. "That doesn't explain why 
one of them was in my bed though." 


"| thought your reaction would be funny. | was right, it was." 
Jack grudgingly admitted to it being a good prank. 
"| have it on video too. Wanna see it?" 


"No thanks." The colonel managed, annoyance leaking into his tone. 
That was going beyond a prank and into asshole territory. "We really 
should be heading home. We've already stayed two days longer than 
we planned to." 


"You might want to let Sam sleep in a bit." Naruto advised. 
"Why?" Jack asked suspiciously. 


"You know... reasons." The horned man said vaguely and walked off 
before the colonel could press any further. 


O'Neill had a suspicion about the possible reason for Carter's 
Supposed exhaustion, Naruto had not been particularly subtle about 
his intentions towards her after all. He wasn't going to say anything 
though. It wasn't as if she was the first person to have sex with one 
of the locals on their trips through the gate. No, that distinction 
belonged to Jack himself, with Kynthia on Argos. Technically, Daniel 
had done the same thing on their very first trip, though Jack wasn't 
counting it because that had resulted in the archaeologist getting 
married and deciding to stay on Abydos. 


At least Carter wasn't likely to start rapidly aging and/or getting 
married as a result. 


After much delaying, SG-1(plus Jacob and Sha're) was finally going 
back through the gate. 


"Hugs?" Naruto asked Sha're with open arms and the Abydonian 
woman didn't hesitate to embrace him. He had stopped flirting once 
she had asked him nicely, but she didn't have the heart to deny him 
this harmless show of affection. 


"l'Il see you soon." He said once they separated. 


"| will look forward to it." She replied truthfully. She was honestly 
looking forward to introducing him to her father. 


Naruto grinned at her and moved on to Daniel, pulling a box out of 
nowhere and presenting it to him. 


"Here, so that you'll be better able to take care of Sha're." 
"Thank you." Daniel said diplomatically. "What is it?" 
"A surprise." Naruto answered mysteriously. 


He would be most interested to learn if the two of them would make 
use of the sex toys and manuals in there. He could only hope that he 
had managed to corrupt Sha're enough for that. 


Akitsu stepped forward next and brought her hands together. A 
shape slowly took form, eventually coalescing into a beautiful rose 
made of ice. The silent Sekirei presented it to Sha're. 


"Thank you my friend." The Abydonian woman said, giving Akitsu a 
hug. 


Akitsu smiled and created another ice rose, presenting this one to 
Sam. 


"For testing.” She said. "Have fun." 


The Air Force captain gave an embarrassed smile, having indeed 
wanted to run some tests on Sha’'re's gift as soon as she'd seen it. 


"Don't the rest of us get any presents?" Jack couldn't keep himself 
from snarking. 


"| could give you a present if you really want one, but | have to warn 
you that | expect a least oral sex on the first date." Naruto told him 
with a smirk. 


Jack shut up, realizing that he was being baited and that he wasn't 
going to win that one. Even if he escalated, he had the distinct 
suspicion that Naruto was willing to go a lot further than him down 
this particularly disturbing line of banter. 


Fortunately Jacob came to the rescue by addressing Naruto himself. 


"| didn't get the chance to say this when we first met, so I'll do it 
now." The general began, holding out his hand. "Thank you, for 
saving my life." 


"Oh, it was my pleasure." Naruto purred, flicking his eyes over to the 
man's suddenly awkward looking daughter even as he shook his 
hand. 


Jacob's face tightened slightly but he said nothing, despite having a 
very good idea about what had happened between them. Sam was 
well into her adult years and wouldn't have appreciated his meddling 
in her personal affairs, to say nothing of the diplomatic repercussions 
of him trying the overprotective father routine on the leader of a more 
powerful nation. The horned man was not scoring any points with 
him on a strictly personal level, but Jacob knew when he had no 
choice but to keep his mouth shut and bear it. 


Naruto grinned at him in clear amusement, obviously enjoying the 
awkward silence that had descended. 


"If you are quite done....." Xanna said somewhat impatiently, waving 
her hand at the stargate and forming a subspace path without the 
use of the DHD. "... | believe you were leaving." 


Eager to escape the oppressive silence, they quickly said their 
goodbyes and started towards the gate. 


"Feel free to come back anytime." Naruto called after them, making 
them turn back briefly. 


He gave Sam a saucy wink, grinning at the blush that rose to her 
cheeks. 


He'd gotten her to scream in the end, though it had taken a while. A 
most interesting while. 


The gate shut off once the explorers from Earth had gone through, 
leaving Naruto, Xanna and Akitsu alone in the room. 


Mere seconds later though, a puff of darkness heralded the arrival of 
another. A deeply tanned woman with black hair and black eyes, 
wearing a similarly dark ensemble of clothing that left her midriff 
bare. 


"SO, how long do you think it will be before you send me through?" 
She asked. 


"You're so cute when you're impatient." Naruto teased, affectionately 
throwing an arm around the new arrival. 


"Stupid onii-chan, I'm not cute." She muttered but didn't pull away 
from the hug. 


"It will take some time for the information to circulate among their 
government Yahan, several months, perhaps even a year or more." 
Xanna said, answering the question that Naruto had neglected to. 
"The Goa'uld should be defeated by then and we can proceed with 
our other plans." 


Yahan nodded and looked up at her adopted big brother. He had 
gotten her away from the scum that she'd had the misfortune to be 
winged by and had eventually badgered her into accepting him as a 
big brother. She'd been annoyed by it at first, but it had turned out to 
be the best thing to ever happen to her. 


"You know they're going to hate us if we go through with this, right?" 
She asked. 


"Yep." He agreed with a sigh. "It's too bad really. Sam would make a 
great addition for us without even counting how much fun | could still 
have had with her and Jack is quite possibly the first guy friend | 
could've had in like.....ever." 


"They may still come around to our way of thinking." Xanna said 
thoughtfully. "It should become apparent in short order that we are 
doing them a favor." 


"Maybe." Naruto responded, though his tone made it clear that he 
didn't believe it. Intelligent though Xanna was, she wasn't taking 
human pride and sheer stubbornness into account. No matter how 
much better things would be at the end of it, they would still resent 
the means by which it was achieved. 


Further diplomatic talks would take place after they gave their report 
to general Hammond, but for now they were just happy to have met 
a civilization that hadn't tried to kill/enslave/use/doublecross or 
otherwise screw them over. The return of Daniel's wife and healing 
of Sam's father were just added bonuses. 


"So, what have you got for me?" Hammond asked simply, starting 
the debriefing. 


Sam and Daniel looked like they were eager to start talking, but Jack 
beat them to it. 


"It's the planet of spring break sir." He said, getting odd looks from 
both his team and the general. 


"Colonel?" Hammond prompted him to explain, not batting an 
eyelash at the strange statement made by his second in command. 


"They've got lots of fancy toys doing all the heavy lifting for them, 
leaving people with all the free time in the world to party and have 
sex. A lot." 


"There's more to it than that Jack." Daniel said disapprovingly, once 
again exasperated by the colonel's propensity to generalize. Still, he 
knew better than to waste time trying to educate Jack right now and 
turned to Hammond instead. "General, the Celestial Empire has 
eliminated the need for manual labor a few decades ago through the 
use of advanced robotics and automation, leaving the population 
free to focus on other things. It's a society of ideas and innovation 
that's extremely open to anything new." 


He paused for a moment, giving an embarrassed cough before 
continuing. "Jack isn't entirely wrong though. Not everyone directly 
contributes to the advancement of the Empire and just enjoys life 
after reaching adulthood instead. Combined with a social 
development emphasizing that sexuality is nothing to be 
embarrassed about, it does make for a lot of parties and casual sex, 
a lot like what you might expect from hormonal teenagers with no 
responsibilities, inhibitions and excellent contraception." 


"See?" Jack interjected as if Daniel had just proved his point. "Spring 
break planet." 


Hammond suppressed a smile, not wanting to encourage O'Neill to 
be any more irreverent than he was already. 


"What about their technology?" He asked, turning towards captain 
Carter. 


"Very advanced, more than the Goa'uld certainly, maybe not quite as 
much as the Tollan but not far off either. At least a hundred years 
ahead of us, probably more." She answered, recalling all the things 
she'd seen during their stay on Erius. "Something about it bothers 
me though." 


"What do you mean?" Hammond asked curiously. 


"The speed of their advancement.....its strange." She answered with 
a frown, trying to put what she was thinking into words. "I went over 
their historical records and noticed that as little as seventy years 
ago, they were actually behind us, but then their technology started 
making huge jumps forward." 


"| noticed that too." Daniel interjected, having taken a look at the 
history of the Empire himself. "Their advancement doesn't look 
natural to me." 


"How so?" 


"Well, as soon as they showed up on the planet and got rid of Zeus, 
they began implementing social reforms that were centuries ahead 
of their time. Mandatory education for everyone, widespread and 
organized health care, advances to farming, formalized labor laws, 
gender and racial equality, the full acceptance of homosexuality... 
some those things First World countries still haven't managed and 
they've had it for centuries. There are also a few other oddities in 
their advancement. When they discovered the potential of fossil 
fuels, Naruto and Xanna deliberately limited their use despite the fact 
that it slowed their advancement." 


"They must have known it would turn into a big problem later." Carter 
realized. 


"It's the only explanation for them having this kind of forethought." 
Daniel agreed. "Wherever they came from must have been 
reasonably advanced already, possibly extremely advanced if we 
take their powers into consideration." 


"Powers?" Hammond prompted in interest. 


"Telekinesis, teleportation, fire manipulation and possibly a lot of 
other things that they haven't shown us." Sam explained. 


"Don't forget that they already seemed to know a lot about Earth." 
Jack added. 


"What?" The general asked, surprised. 
"Yeah, they kept dropping hints that they were familiar with Earth." 


Hammond shook his head, deciding to wait for the report to read the 
details on that bit. He could already hear the NID throwing around 
accusations of espionage. 


"Could the Sekirei have been the last survivors of this advanced 
civilization?" Teal'c asked. 


"That's a good question." Sam acknowledged, already going over 
everything she knew of the mostly female group and concluding that 
Teal'c could well be right. There hadn't been a whole lot of concrete 
information available on the Sekirei, but there had been a brief 
explanation on them as well as public speculation on individuals and 
their myriad powers, along with a note that Naruto had brought them 
from....somewhere. 


"Back up a second, what are the Sekirei?" Hammond cut in, not 
wanting the debriefing to turn into a speculation session, especially 
one in which he was clueless. 


A quick overview of what his flagship team knew about these 
mysterious sSuperwomen left Hammond wondering at just what they'd 
stumbled into this time. At least they weren't openly hostile. 


"| think it's safe to say that the President and the Joint Chiefs will be 
very interested in the Celestial Empire. Do you think they'll be open 
to an alliance?" Hammond asked next, deciding to slowly bring the 


debrief to a close. He already knew that he was going to be going 
over their reports very carefully. 


"| don't see why not." Daniel said cautiously. "But, ah, we might want 
to be careful about this." 


"In what way doctor Jackson?" Hammond asked simply. 


"Before meeting them we thought it was a straight out monarchy, but 
it turns out that it isn't. Though Naruto and Xanna’'s rule is absolute 
literally to the point of their word being law, there is a secondary form 
of government operating under them. That government is a 
democratic one, with elected officials and everything that handles 
most of the day to day affairs. It also serves as a mechanism to bring 
any particularly contentious issues to the attention of the Throne." 


"Is there a point to this Daniel?" Jack interrupted irritably. He'd been 
briefly surprised to find out that there was some democracy at play in 
the Empire, but he'd quickly seen it for the puppet government it 
was. After all, It wasn't much of a democracy if there were and 
Emperor and an Empress out there that could impose their will at 
any time and for any reason, regardless of the will of the people. 


"Yes Jack, there is a point to this." Daniel returned just as irritably 
and returned his attention to the general. "My point was that this 
democratic 'under-government' works as a gentler face for the 
Empire while the Throne is the power behind it. The old adage about 
diplomacy being a steel fist in a velvet glove describes the situation 
rather well, with Naruto and Xanna being the steel fist. They let their 
people have a Say in things, but they have a history of invalidating 
decisions or agreements that they don't approve of and making 
unilateral decisions even when the majority of their people object to 
it." 


"So you're saying that we can't consider any agreements made with 
their diplomats to be ironclad unless this Naruto or Xanna 
themselves are the ones making the agreements." Hammond 
summarized. 


Daniel nodded and continued. "There's also the fact that they don't 
need us. Anything that we have, they have and they seem to be 
doing just fine against the Goa'uld without our help." 


"I concur with Daniel Jackson." Teal'c rumbled. "I have spoken with 
the Jaffa on Erius and learned that the Goa'uld Hegemony is in fact 
close to collapse. The long, unbroken string of victories by the 
Celestial Empire and the constant humiliation of the Goa'uld have 
nearly destroyed the Jaffa's faith in them. As Emperor Uzumaki has 
proven himself a mighty warrior and cunning strategist, the Jaffa 
have begun to defect to him in ever increasing numbers. If the 
Goa'uld do not manage to achieve some great victory soon, they 
may well find themselves without anyone willing to fight for them." 


"And they'll believe that he's a god since he can do a few magic 
tricks." Jack grunted. The 'I am God' thing still rubbed him wrong. 


"Indeed." 


Though he was happy to hear that the Goa'uld were so close to 
defeat, Teal'c was much less happy about what was shaping up to 
happen afterwards. He had hoped for an independent nation of free 
Jaffa modeled after the democracy of Earth. The idea of leaders 
elected by the people appealed to him, so he was less than pleased 
at seeing that the Jaffa would apparently end up being absorbed into 
the Celestial Empire and therefore into the rule of another pair of 
self-proclaimed gods, more solid though their claim to divinity was 
than that of the Goa'uld. 


"You think they might try to take advantage of us?" Hammond asked. 


Daniel frowned thoughtfully for a few seconds before answering. "I'm 
not sure. Frankly, I'm a bit worried about the way they go about 
breaking down the native cultures and absorbing them into the 
Empire. They've already done it to the peoples of hundreds of 
planets, but those were all planets under Goa'uld control, so | can't 
be sure if they'd try the same thing to us. The people under their rule 
may have been experiencing an endless golden age for centuries 


thanks to their leadership, but we shouldn't forget that we're still 
dealing with people who consider themselves gods and unlike the 
Goa'uld, they have their people behind them too. | would suggest 
that we approach diplomatic contact with them slowly and carefully." 


"l'Il take that under advisement, but | can't speak for the boys in 
Washington." The general said, getting a resigned nod from SG-1. 
They all knew what politicians were like and could already imagine 
them salivating over the potential benefits of an alliance with the 
Celestial Empire. 


"One last thing before we conclude this debriefing." Hammond said, 
looking at the archaeologist. "Doctor Jackson, you originally joined 
SG-1 to find your wife. Will you be staying with us now that you've 
got her back?" 


Daniel felt distinctly uncomfortable under the looks he was getting 
from his teammates as he answered. "I haven't decided yet. Sha're 
has agreed to introduce Naruto to her father and I'm going with her 
for that at least. | think he's going to try convincing the Abydonians to 
relocate to either Erius or one of the Empire's colonies. At the very 
least it will give me an idea of how he operates, but I'm not sure how 
things will go after that. Sha're can't live on the base all the time and 
| doubt she'd be allowed on the surface and | can't stay part of the 
SGC if | move to Erius or back to Abydos." 


He honestly didn't want to stop being part of the SGC, he'd seen 
some amazing things already and knew that there were even more 
amazing things out there, but he didn't want to be separated from 
Sha're either. Close as he was to Jack, Sam and Teal'c, Sha're was 
his wife and he had only just gotten her back. Even being away from 
her for the sake of this debriefing was hard enough and he didn't 
think he'd be able to just leave her somewhere while he went 
gallivanting across the galaxy, nor was it fair to leave her to worry 
that he wouldn't come back one day. 


"Very well, I'll be expecting your answer after your trip to Abydos." 
Hammond said and dismissed them. 


Sam leaned back into her chair with a huff, glaring at the ice rose on 
her table. 


She'd tried to scrape off some of it to put it under a microscope, only 
to discover that she couldn't. It didn't melt and couldn't be cut with 
anything she had on hand. She was seriously thinking of simply 
grabbing a hammer and pulverizing it, but was reluctant to destroy it. 
It really was beautiful and Akitsu's shy smile when she'd given it to 
her swam in her mind every time she considered the idea. 


On the other hand, she really really wanted to study it and discover 
what exactly allowed it to stay cold and retain its form when it should 
have become a puddle already. 


She was starting to understand why Akitsu had told her to have fun. 
Did everyone in the Empire have an inclination for pranks? 


With another huff, she grabbed the ice rose and went in search of 
Janet Frasier. Maybe an X-ray would reveal something and they 
could have some girl talk while that was happening. 


She felt the almost alien urge to talk to someone about what she'd 
done back on Erius. Her father wasn't even considered and however 
close she was to her team, she sooner die than talk to them about 
the multiple screaming orgasms that the horned pervert had given 
her. 


No wonder he'd been so unconcerned about betting his whole 
Empire on his abilities. 


AAAAnd done, finally. This chapter was a pain in the ass. 
Character oversaturation, that's what it is. No wonder people 


abandon their stories when they've got too many characters to 
write. It's annoying as shit to give all of them screen time. 


Chapter 22 


Kasuf stared thoughtfully at the back of the horned man who had 
saved his daughter and the man who had married her as they left his 
dwelling, mulling over what he had just heard. 


He had been aprehensive of him at first, what with the way he looked 
and the fact that he stood barechested in the sun without burning 
and stood barefoot on the scorching sands of Abydos without any 
sign of discomfort. 


Only the presence of his daughter and son-in-law had calmed him 
enough to listen. 


Daniel had stayed silent and let the man make his offer. To leave 
Abydos behind for a place where life was easier. He had spoken well 
and Kasuf was honestly tempted. It would be good for his people to 
not have to eke out a living from the harsh desert anymore, but it 
was their home. 


"Daughter, you have lived among these people for a time." He said 
heavily. "| would have your advice." 


"Much of it was strange to me," She admitted. "but he spoke truly. 
None of our people would go hungry again or die of sickness if you 
accept his offer." 


That was all well and good, Kasuf thought, but he still didn't know 
what would become of them if he accepted. 


"Tell me more." He said and listened carefully as his daughter 
described the things she had experienced as a guest of the Emperor, 
slowly but steadily becoming convinced that accepting would be the 
best thing to do. 


"| know what you're doing." Daniel said as he and Naruto walked 
back towards the pyramid that housed the Abydos stargate. 


"Explain it to me then." Naruto replied airily. 


"You'll take them away from here and immerse their young to your 
culture. You'll destroy everything that made them unique as a 
people." 


"A bit melodramatic but essentially correct." 
"You have no right to do this to them." Daniel insisted. 
"None whatsoever." Naruto agreed genially. 


"This isn't right, you'te taking away their cultural identity for the sake 
of your ambition!" 


"Daniel, I'm sure you're a great archaeologist and from what I've 
seen you're also the one most in touch with people on your team, but 
you're being a fucking idiot." 


"What?" Daniel spluttered, surprised by the sudden insult. 


"Firstly, a few thousand illiterate desert dwellers will have no impact 
on my ambitions whatsoever." Naruto began patiently explaining. 
"Secondly, | can guarantee you that there are perhaps a bare 
handful of Abydonians that give a shit about their ‘cultural identity’. 
You're just being prissy because they're an almost perfect copy of 
Ancient Egypt and I'm going to ruin your archaeological wet dream." 


"That isn't true." Daniel said with a frown, trying not to get annoyed 
by the horned man's words. 


"Uh huh." Naruto said back with obvious disbelief. "Do tell which 
parts of their cultural identity is your favorite. Was it the way people 
frequently die of exposure, dehydration and disease? Does the sight 
of starving children interest you? Maybe the high death toll among 


newborns? Were you looking forward to watching your wife die in 
childbirth because of a lack of medical care?" 


The archaeologist went quiet just as Naruto had known he would. He 
had been kicking below the belt and he knew it, but that didn't make 
him wrong. 


"| wasn't talking about their level of technological advancement, | 
was talking about the way you have people in place to systematically 
break down the culture of every new population you take in." 


Naruto sighed. Obviously it had been too much to hope for that 
Daniel would just give up. If being Evil and mind wiping everyone 
into being obedient zombies wasn't boring as shit, he would have 
seriously considerd doing it to this type of goody goody. 


"Tell you what Danny boy, if they can adapt to the new planet, new 
tech level, new laws, new diet, new society, new neighbours, et 
cetera and still keep their old culture, I'll leave them alone. How's 
that?" 


Daniel frowned, knowing perfectly well the chances of that 
happening were ludicrously low. 


"Ra brought these people here to be slaves so that they would mine 
naquadah for him. Abydos is just on the edge of being habitable and 
no sane person would willingly choose to live here." Naruto 
continued when he got no response. 


"| chose to live here." Daniel argued. 


"You were in love and therefore not sane. Trust me on this, I've done 
more than my share of insane things for love." Naruto countered as if 
he had been expecting that exact argument."But getting back to my 
point, if it makes you feel any better, there are plenty of idiots like 
you in the Empire that will obsessively write down every detail about 
Abydonian culture for posterity. They don't like what I'm doing either, 


but fortunately, I'm the goddamn Emperor and | don't have to 
entertain other people's stupid ass ideas." 


Daniel frowned but abandoned the argument. If push came to shove, 
he had to admit that improving people's lives was more important 
than preserving their way of life, though it went against every instinct 
he had. It wouldn't be the first time that a native people were 
exploited by a more powerful one, but he had already seen that the 
Celestieal Empire put genuine effort into integrating everyone they 
came across without subjecting them to the usual oppression that 
came along with it. He just disliked the meddling into another culture 
on principal. 


They were just passing the threshhold into the pyramid entrance 
when Daniel decided to ask something else. "You said you were 
looking for something in here?" 


"Yep." Naruto confirmed. "The same thing that Ra probably came 
here to take when he had his unfortunate encounter with the nuke 
that you and Jack sent his way." 


"But I've explored this pyramid from top to bottom and the only thing 
here is the cartouche with the gate addresses." The archaeologist 
said in confusion. 


"A tacky thing, that. | will never understand the Goa'uld fetish for 
gold. Seriously, who engraves his address book on solid gold walls?" 


Daniel had to chuckle at that. It was definitely tacky. 
"So what was he looking for?" 


"A power source of some kind. The Goa'uld only had six of them and 
after there was a great deal of fighting over them, Ra decided to split 
them among himself and five others and ban their use with a treaty. 
We were putting so much pressure on him that he'd apparently 
decided to use it again though." Naruto explained absently, staring at 
the walls of the catacombs as they passed them. 


"That must be some power source." Daniel commented as they 
stopped in front of a stone wall with a red jewel set into it in an eye 
motif with red sun rays streaming down from the top. 


"This is it." Naruto declared. 


"Huh. When Skaara and | explored these catacombs | always 
thought there might be a secret chamber here somewhere." The 
archaeologist said, mildly pleased at being proven right and mildly 
annoyed that he hadn't looked for it harder. "So how do we open it?" 


Naruto looked over at him with a shit eating grin and Sparta Kicked 
the wall, sending it blasting inwards in a shower of stone. 


Daniel made an angry exclamation at the destructive approach and 
hissed at the horned man. "Couldn't you have just opened it?!" 


Naruto was not paying attention though, busy as he was sniffing the 
stale air. This caused some of the dust to irritate his nose and 
provoke an almighty sneeze. This normally wouldn't be much of a 
problem, except for the fact that he blew out a blast of air that tore a 
trench into the ground and smashed some pots on the other side. 


"Damn, five hundred years and | still haven't managed to stop doing 
a Fus Ro Dah every time | sneeze." He said, rubbing at his nose. 


"What?" Daniel asked, torn between confusion at the strange 
statement and horror at having what were probably ten thousand 
year old artifacts smashed by an errant sneeze. 


"Nevermind, just look around if you see anything interesting." Naruto 
waved off. 


Both of them looked around and it didn't take Daniel long to be 
drawn to a stone tablet written in a strange geometric script that 
looked awfully familiar. 


"This isn't written in Goa'ld." He commented, mostly to himself. "This 
actually looks a lot like the script of one of the four races at the 
Heliopolis." 


"Hmm?" Naruto said as he looked over the archaeologist's shoulder. 
"Oh, that's Alteran writing. A very old dialect actually." 


"That's their name? Alterans?" Daniel asked in excitement, glad to 
finally have a name to put to one of the four races that were working 
on the 'meaning of life stuff’ as it came to be called that they 
discovered on the planet that Ernest Littlefield had been stuck on for 
so long. 


"Alterans, Lanteans, Ancients, they had a lot of names." Naruto 
shrugged. "I personally like to call them 'those fuckups that can't do 
anything right'." 


"Why?" Daniel asked, baffled. 


"Well for starters, they were the ones that left all their crap lying 
around for the Goa'uld to find, including what we're looking for right 
now. If it wasn't for them, the snakes would probably still be 
swimming around in the swamps of their homeworld and that's far 
from the worst of their screw ups." 


"Oh....so what does this tablet say?" 

Naruto peered at it for a while, having a moment's problem trying to 
decypher the ancient dialect it was written in. "Something about a 
great plague wiping them out and the Lost City that was supposed to 
be their salvation. The usual cryptic bullshit." 

"Does it mention a name for the Lost City?" 


"No, but I'd be willing to bet it's talking about Atlantis.” 


"Atlantis is real?!" Daniel exclaimed in shock and rapidly escalating 
archaeological glee. 


"Yep." 
"Does it say where it is?" He asked desperately. 
"Nope." Naruto shrugged and crushed the tablet between his hands. 


"What are you doing it?! That tablet had to be at least ten thousand 
years old!" Daniel yelled in outrage. 


"Closer to a million actually." 


The archaeologist spluttered, the power of speech deserting him at 
the idea that anyone would destroy a million year old historical 
artifact on purpose. 


Naruto snickered. Honestly, the man was just too easy. Leaving the 

stunned archaeologist to his own devices, he turned towards a wall 

where he was feeling an energy signature, he smashed that too and 
pulled out the circular device that was the Eye of Ra. 


He'd asked Oma about this thing. They were a prototype precursor 
to the Potentias, less powerful but more stable. Only a small amount 
had ever been made and when the technology of creating an 
artificial miniature universe as a power source had been mastered, 
they had predictably left them lying around like so much junk for 
anyone to stumble upon. 


Sometimes, Naruto wondered how a race so irresponsible had made 
it past the discovery of nuclear fission without destroying 
themselves. The mere fact that he was calling someone 
irresponsible was quite telling. 


Meanwhile, Daniel was still mourning the destroyed tablet, making 
Naruto sigh in exasperation and wave his hand, causing the various 
chunks to fly into the air and reform back into its unbroken state. 


"There. Now will you stop crying, you big baby?" 


"| wasn't crying." Daniel muttered. 


"Were too." 
"Was not." 
"Were too." 


"Will you teach me how to read this?" He asked, starting to feel a lot 
like he was talking to Jack. 


"No." 

Daniel's face fell instantly. 

"But | can introduce you to Oma and you can badger her to do it." 
Daniel instantly cheered up. "Is she an expert on the Alterans?" 


Naruto cackled at the irony of the question. "You could say that." 


"SO, do we have an agreement?" Naruto asked, grinning down at the 
old Jaffa Master. 


Bra'tac stared intently at the blazing eyes of the horned man and did 
not entirely like what he saw there. The offer was good and his 
reasoning sound, but Bra'tac still did not like it. Chulak was their 
home and he did not want to leave it. 


Still, he understood that there was no real choice. If Sokar or some 
other goa'uld came with ships, then they had no means to fight back 
and the Celestial Empire was clearly not content to leave them to be 
conscripted into the armies of their enemies. They would be going, 
one way or another. 


"Our people will be allowed to return once the Goa'uld are 
defeated?" He asked, just to be sure. 


"If they want to, | have no interest in forcing them one way or the 
other once the danger has passed." Naruto shrugged. 


"| will do my best to convince them then, though | do not command 
them." Bra'tac said. 


"That's all | ask. | wasn't looking forward to coming here with an army 
and forcing them, even if it was for their own good." The horned man 
said and walked away. 


"It is a dangerous man that you have brought here Teal'c." Bra'tac 
said to his former apprentince once they were alone. 


"Indeed." Teal'c agreed. He knew that the older Jaffa understood his 
lack of real choice in the matter. 


"He does not intend to leave the Jaffa to their own devices." 


"Indeed." Teal'c agreed again, more grimly this time. "Though he will 
keep his word and not force anything upon us." 


"Truly?" Bra'tac asked dubiously. 


"He is more cunning than the Goa'uld by far. He intends to arrange it 
so that the Jaffa will not wish to leave." 


"| see." Bra'tac nodded in understanding. "Our people are warriors, 
not leaders. He will give them a leader, so that they do not need to 
adapt." 


"So | have surmised. Few indeed are the Goa'uld who could be said 
to be leaders and none like Emperor Uzumaki. This is not what | 
wished for our people old friend, | had hoped that we would learn to 
stand on our own feet." Teal'c said heavily. 


"| do not know what to tell you Teal'c, we cannot use our weapons 
against a man who seeks to rule the Jaffa by inspiring their loyalty 
instead of their fear." 


Teal'c sighed at the words of his mentor, knowing them to be true. If 
they tried to fight the horned man's intentions with violence, they 
would only serve to harm their own cause. 


"Do not despair, if what you say is true, then we need only to sway 
the opinions of enough Jaffa to create our own nation. A nation of 
Free Jaffa." 


Teal'c smiled slightly at that. "Perhaps you are right old man." 


Bra'tac humpfed. "You have yet to best this old man in a spar, but for 
now come. Drey'auc and Rya'c have missed you." 


"Have they been well?" Teal'c asked, eager for news of his family. 


"| have been able to take care of them since the fall of Apophis, but | 
am a poor substitute for you. | Suspect you will find it easier to 
convince them to leave Chulak than | will with the others." 


Though still feeling somewhat grim at the transparent-but- 
impossible-to-fight campaign Naruto was running to make the Jaffa 
part of the Celestial Empire, Tea'lc still smiled at the thought of his 
family. If there was one good thing about the current situation, it was 
that they would be safe and he would likely be seeing them more 
often. 


After much deliberation, Daniel admitted to himself that he couldn't 
bear to leave his wife alone while he went off on missions with SG-1. 
So it was that he and Sha're worked together to help the people of 
Abydos settle on Erius, in the process getting settled themselves. 


To his relief, there was no shortage of work for a skilled linguist and 
archaeologist, so he wouldn't be bored. There was also no shortage 
of people wanting to learn about Earth and its history from him, so he 
generally had his hand full. He still managed to get in time to 
convince Oma to teach him the Alteran language and the history of 
their people. He also acted as a sort of unofficial ambassador and 
had agreed to advise Earth on their dealings with the Celestial 
Empire until a more permanent form of diplomatic contact could be 
established. 


The other three members of SG-1 were sad to see him go, but they 
understood. They visited fairly frequently, especially Teal'c since his 
family lived there now as well. 


They were all happy that Sha're had been saved, but SG-1 had 
definitely lost something vital. 


Naruto and Daniel swept down the SGC embarkation ramp, 
answering a call for help. Apparently, Jack had gotten his brains 
scrambled by some kind of strange machine that came out of a wall 
and was now speaking in some kind of weird pseudo-latin. 


Truth be told, Daniel wasn't neccessary, but he had wanted to see 
his friends again. 


He already had a pretty good idea what the machine was and could 
not believe the kind of luck that the SGC and SG-1 in particular 
seemed to have. A bare handful of those devices in the Universe, so 
naturally Jack would manage to stick his head into one. 


"We meet again." He said humorously as he saw Sam and Teal'c 
waiting for them at the bottom of the ramp. 


"Naruto." She greeted cautiously, while Teal'c simply inclined his 
head. 


"Lovely place you've got here." He commented. "I can barely tell that 
there's a mountain sitting on top of us." 


She ignored him and went to give Daniel a hug in greeting instead. It 
just hadn't been quite the same after he had decided to move to 
Erius on a more permanent basis. He still helped them with 
translations and things like that sometimes, but it just wasn't the 
same as having him here. 


"Daniel." She said warmly. "How is Sha're?" 


"She's good, great actually." The archaeologist answered. "We just 
found out that she's pregnant." 


"That's great!" She exclaimed. "Congratulations." 


"A momentous occasion." Teal'c added. "I would be honored if you 
would allow me to perform a traditional Jaffa blessing for the safety 
of mother and child Daniel Jackson." 


Naruto pouted at being ignored as the trio exchanged some further 
words, then he made a disdainful sniff and walked off on his own. 


"SG-1, where did Emperor Uzumaki go?" Hammond's voice rang out 
from the speakers. 


The three people in the embarkation room took startled glances 
around themselves, only to notice that somehow, the huge horned 
man had indeed managed to leave without being noticed. 


"Well hello there ." A voice purred, so loaded with with pure sex that 
merely hearing it would make virgins wonder if they were still virgins. 


Of course, the sudden nature of the greeting left Janet Frasier, the 
SGC's chief medical officer, unable to appreciate the inflection. 
Instead, she was startled and jumped away from the source of the 
greeting with a short scream. 


"Has anyone ever told you that you've got a lovely screaming voice?" 
Naruto continued as if there was nothing at all strange going on. 


Janet took deep breaths to calm down her heart and stared at the 
rather frightening uninvited visitor in her infirmary. It took her a long 
few moments to push aside her recent scare and realize that he was 
here at the SGC's invitation to help colonel O'Neill and then a few 
moments longer to realize that just as Sam had told her he might do, 
he was already making moves on her. 


"Emperor Uzumaki, | wan't aware you had arrived already." She said 
much more calmly than she felt. 


"Naruto please, | do so like it when pretty women say my name." He 
replied, holding out his hand. 


Janet huffed in amusement and extended her own hand, not even 
surprised when he turned it around and kissed her knuckles. "Janet 
Frasier. You're exactly like Sam described you." 


"Nonsense," He refuted. "whatever she told you, the truth is much 
worse." 


"So you aren't a phenomenal lover?" She asked back with a raised 
eyebrow. 


"That's a pretty subjective opinion, so you'd have to find out for 
yourself if you really want to know." He returned with a grin anda 
suggestive eyebrow wiggle. 


"| see." She said in amusement, starting to get a good idea of how 
he'd managed to get Sam into bed. The horned man was apparently 
quite the charmer when he wanted to be. "Are you always this 
forward." 


"No, of course not." He denied with a grin. "Usually I'm a lot more 
forward, but they're about to track me down and | don't have time for 
anything other than some light flirting." 


"You've got a strange definition of ‘light flirting." Janet said dryly, 
finding his blatant advances rather amusing. 


"If you think that's strange, then you'd be really surprised about the 
idea | had for our first night together." 


"Playing doctor?" 


"Lucky guess." Naruto pouted. "But you don't know the details." 


"| used to be married, | can guess the details too." 


"Your ex-husband let you strap him to a table and cut him open with 
a scalpel?" 


Janet blinked in surprise and stared at him in disbelief. "Your idea of 
a night together is to have me dissect you?" 


"Why not?" Naruto shrugged. "My wife has done worse in the past. 
Like this one time, she hung me from the ceiling and-" 


Whatever he was about to reveal remained unsaid as SG-1 and 
general Hammond invaded the infirmary. 


"Emperor Uzumaki, | would appreciate it if you didn't wander off on 
your own inside my facility." The general said sternly. 


"They were ignoring me and | got bored." Naruto said petulantly, 
waving his hand at Sam, Daniel and Teal'c. Next to them stood an 
unusually quiet Jack O'Neill, 


"How did you even get all the way over here without being seen by 
any of the guards or security cameras?" Sam asked in 
consternation. "I didn't think you could teleport to places you haven't 
been to yet." 


"Mad ninja skills." He shrugged and grinned. If they wanted to 
assume that his teleportation had limits, then he wasn't going to stop 
them. 


Once again, nobody really believed him even though he was telling 
the truth. Dangerous habit that. 


"Be that as it may, we were hoping you would be able to help colonel 
O'Neill." Hammond said. 


"No problem, just sit him down on a bed and I'll take care of it." 
Naruto said easily, gesturing to a bed. 


The silent colonel sat on the bed without protest and looked at 
Naruto with consternation. 


"We've discovered that his brain activity has gone off the charts and 
is still rising." Janet offered. 


"No doubt, it's trying to make sense of the sum total knowledge of a 
race that was millions of years old by the time they made that 
repository." Naruto snickered. "He's just lucky that the information is 
in a solid block and mostly inaccesible." 


"So, can you help him?" Hammond asked again. 


"| already said | could." The horned man answered and turned back 
to the still silent colonel. 


Naruto stared in amusement at the helpless look that Jack was 
giving him. Trust O'Neill to find an Alteran Knowledge Repository 
and stick his head into it. He was lucky that his brains weren't 
dribbling out of his ears. Even a fully evolved Alteran wouldn't have 
been able to survive having that much knowledge jammed into their 
heads. It would have taken much longer to kill them, but kill them it 
would have. 


"Fatuus." He told the colonel, enjoying the man's affronted look. 


Nearby, Sam leaned towards Daniel to whisper a question. "What did 
he say?" 


"Idiot." Daniel muttered back. 

"Ah." 

Deciding to get to the reason that he'd been called here, Naruto 
waved his hand in front of O'Neill's head and removed the giant 


block of information that was slowly killing the man. 


Jack blacked out for a moment, but quickly got back on his feet. 


"Testing, one, two, three." He said experimentally and exclaiming 
with joy at being able to speak English again. "Man, does it feel good 
to be back to normal." 


"Now Jack, what have we learned about sticking our heads into 
strange alien machines?" Naruto asked archly. 


"How was | supposed to know it would grab me like that?" O'Neill 
demanded irritably. 


"Well, those things act like huge question and answer machines." 
Naruto mused. "I Suppose it might have detected how empty your 
skull is and just dumped everything into it." 


"Hey!" 


The next time that the SGC called for help on an issue, it was Xanna 
that strode through the gate instead of Naruto. She was irritated at 
having to make a house call on request, but Naruto was off leading 
an attack on one of Cronus' holdings and thus couldn't make it. The 
SGC had said the matter was time sensitive and it was important to 
keep good relations with them in order for future plans to be made 
possible. 


O'Neill was the only member of SG-1 present to greet her and she 
wasted no time in walking close to him and looking down at him with 
a near glare. 


"Well? What is this urgent matter that you called me here for?" She 
demanded. 


"I'll show you, follow me to the infirmary." Jack said casually and 
started walking. 


Xanna's eye twitched in irritation, resisting the urge to murder the 
man. She had a lot of practice resisting that particular urge, so it 


passed swiftly and she had to admit that he had handled her 
overbearing presence well. 


She was still unaccountably irritated by him and couldn't understand 
why Naruto seemed to like him, but then Naruto had always been an 
odd one. 


It didn't take them long to reach the infirmary, the main attraction of 
which seemed to be the dead body of an old man. 


"| assume there is something about this relatively fresh corpse that | 
should find interesting?" Xanna asked dryly. 


"His name is... or was Machello." Sam interjected. 


"Ah, | see." Xanna interrupted, no longer irritated at being here. 
Finally securing Machello was a prize worth the annoyance of a 
house call. 


"You know him?" Jack asked. 


"We have heard of him." She answered. "He was quite the nuisance 
to the Goa'uld some decades before we attacked them openly. We 
had heard he'd been captured and were attempting to learn his 
location to mount a rescue when he managed to escape on his own 
and go to ground." 


SG-1 quickly explained where they'd found him and the old man's 
rather amusing body switching stunt with doctor Rothman, who was 
Daniel Jackson's replacement as SG-1's linguist. Machello's basic 
good nature had eventually overcome his desire for a new life and 
he had agreed to return to his dying body through a rather 
convoluted process of body switching. 


Once the explanation was done, Xanna held her hand over the body 
and Machello came back to life with a pained gasp. 


"L.am alive?" He asked in confusion, looking around and laying eyes 
on the horned woman standing next to his bed. "Did you bring me 
back?" 


"Yes." Xanna dragged out the word with a dangerous smile. "And 
now | am giving you a chance to see the Goa'uld destroyed. You 
would be given unlimited resources to work on your inventions." 


"| would like to see them all dead, but even if you have restored me 
to life, | am still near death." He said weakly, knowing it to be the 
truth. He could already feel the darkness coming for him again. 


"A matter easily solved." She said dismissively, waving her hand 
over him again. 


Before everyone's astonished eyes, the years visibly began to fall 
away from Machello's ancient body until he appeared to be no more 
than a man in his very early twenties. 


"How did you...?" 


Xanna ignored the stunned question of the gawkers. She was a 
goddess, they should have expected this to be within her power. 


Machello took a moment to marvel at his newly acquired youth, but 
he quickly got control fo himself and stood up to look the horned 
woman in the eye. 


"Unlimited resources you said?" He said carefully and slightly 
suspiciously. 


Xanna knew what he was really asking. Do I have a choice? Am | 
going to be a prisoner forced to work on things you want? 


"You would be a citizen of the Empire the same as anyone else, with 
all the priviliges this implies. Though as you are a scientist and 

inventor of noted ability, | expect that your life would quickly become 
significantly more enjoyable than that of someone with lesser ability." 


She said without concern, having long realized that the benevolent 
approach often produced superior results. A more forceful method 
could always be employed later. 


She saw his brow creasing in indecision and his eyes flicking 
towards the others in the room. Clearly the mention of an Empire 
disturbed him, but he was intrigued by the rest. 


"These humans are a neutral party and knowledgeable enough to 
inform you about the Empire, so | will take my leave for now. Contact 
me when you have made a decision." She said and walked away, 
knowing that his curiousity would eventually goad him into a visit to 
Erius at the very least. 


"Enjoy your youth." She said when she reached the doorway and 
then left, the hidden message audible to everyone. 


You owe me. 


A day later, SG-1 and general Hammond watched pensively as the 
stargate shut down after Machello had gone to take a personal look 
at the Celestial Empire, knowing that he would probably not come 
back. 


They would have loved it if he had stayed with them. The problem 
was that they knew enough about their government to know that 
Machello would have been monitored 24/7 simply because he was 
so valuable. A man with the inventive genius of Leonardo da Vinci 
with advanced scientific knowledge in this day and age would never 
have been allowed a moment's privacy simply because everyone 
would have wanted a piece of him. 


Honesty had compelled them to be truthful with him on the pros and 
cons of staying with them or going to live in the Celestial Empire and 
he had swiftly started leaning towards the Empire. Now that he was 

young again, he didn't want to be shut in a secure facility for the rest 
of his life. 


No doubt certain elements in Washington (*cough* Kinsey *cough*) 
would be furious at them for letting Machello leave, but the SGC took 
pride in their honorable conduct with the rest of the galaxy. Beyond 
even their personal honor, the ham fisted methods that the NID 
wanted them to use were a good way of getting a really bad 
reputation and unlike on Earth where the United States was the big 
dog, they were barely a blip on the radar of galactic superpowers like 
the Celestial Empire. They couldn't afford to be making enemies like 
that. 


"| have been sent here on behalf of the Tollan Curia, our highest 
governing body." Narim of the Tollan was saying. "Recently, two 
Goa'uld formerly in the service of Apophis by the name of Klorel and 
Sharek arrived on our new homeworld of Tollana, seeking refuge 
from pursuers." 


"Skaara is with you?" Jack asked intensely. 


"Yes." Narim nodded. "While the Goa'uld were seeking sanctuary 
from pursuers, the hosts asked us to set them free. Since this would 
kill the Goa'uld, it put us into something of a dilemma. Tollan law 
does not allow for the death penalty, so Triad will be held to resolve 
the dispute and Skaara has asked you to represent him." 


Narim's face creased into a frown at this point. "Though | do not see 
doctor Jackson with you and Skaara named him specifically. Has 
something happened to him?" 


"No, he's fine, but Daniel's main reason for being part of our team 
was to save his wife from the Goa'uld and we've just recently learned 
that the Celestial Empire saved her and he went to live on their 
homeworld with her." Sam answered. 


"This is convenient then, as Aeneas, the host of Sharek, has asked 
for representation from the Celestial Empire." Narim said in relief. 
"Truth be told, the Tollan were unsure of how to contact them, so this 


simplifies matters a great deal. | can go with you to present the 
summons." 


Sam's eyes widened slightly in alarm at this possibility. 


Narim had developed an infatuation with her during their first 
encounter with the Tollan. While Sam did like him and had not been 
exactly unreceptive to it, the fact that they lived on different planets 
which had very little contact with each other made sure that no 
relationship was possible between them. 


The problem was that Narim's infatuation had clearly not faded with 
time and he was not nearly as subtle about it as he thought he was. 


If the two of them were in the same room with Naruto for more than a 
second, the horned man would definitely figure it out, he was more 
than perceptive enough for it. Considering the way that the sex 
obsessed Emperor seemed to thrive on awkward situations, Sam 
was not willing to take the risk that he might... say something. 


She wouldn't have been surprised if he started describing their night 
together to Narim in excruciating detail, right down to the birthmark 
on her left butt cheek. 


Even just implying things would be bad enough, which he would 
almost definitely do. So no, Sam was not willing to ever let the two of 
them encounter each other in her presence if it could be avoided. 


For just a moment, she sourly wondered why her life suddenly had 
so much drama in it. They were supposed to be an elite Special 
Forces unit for crying out loud. 


... and now she was using colonel O'Neill's catchphrases inside her 
head, that was just wonderful. 


"There's no need for that." She said, doing her level best to seem 
utterly calm. "We can deliver the message for you and arrive on 
Tollana together." 


"It would be somewhat irregular." Narim said dubiously. 


Sam strongly suspected that he had been hoping to spend some 
more time with her and if the amused gleam in their eyes was any 
indication, so did colonel O'Neill and Teal'c. Even Hammond seemed 
to see it. Rothman just looked confused, but then Rothman looked 
like that a lot. He was definitely falling short of the standard that 
Daniel had set by quite a bit. 


"Trust me on this, Emperor UZumaki can be... difficult to deal with." 
She said, just barely stopping herself before she said ‘hard’, not 
wanting to give her teammates any more ammo. They wouldn't say 
anything, but they didn't need to. "And Empress Xanna even more 
so. It would be best if they heard it from someone familiar." 


"You would know them better | suppose." He conceded reluctantly. 


"Yes, indeed we would." Jack chimed in casually. Too casually. "The 
Emperor and | even have plans to go fishing together some day." 


Narim looked at him oddly and apparently decided against 
responding to that. "Very well then, | will return to Tollana and inform 
the Curia that the Archons for Skaara and Aeneas have been 
informed." 


"| guess we've got another meeting with royalty." O'Neill said blandly 
once Narim had walked out of the room. 


"That you do colonel." Hammond said, having stayed out of the 
discussion so far since it didn't really concern him. "You leave for 
Erius immediately. Dismissed." 


They didn't get a royal greeting this time and had to make their own 
way to the palace, something that was fortunately not a problem. A 
different sort of problem did present itself though. 


"The Empress is unavailable and Emperor Uzumaki is currently ina 
strategy planning session with Warmaster Setsuna, the matter would 
have to be of considerable importance to merit an interruption." 
Kocho explained, her face taking on a reluctant cast. 


"He's been called to court." Jack stated jauntily. 


Kocho's eyebrows climbed into her hairline in surprise. "Called to 
court? The Emperor?" 


SG-1 could understand her incredulity. A monarch with absolute 
authority being called to court was something that simply didn't 
happen. Dragged to court after his regime was destroyed yes, but 
called? 


"Two Goa'uld have taken sanctuary with the Tollan and one of the 
hosts is requesting legal representation from the Celestial Empire." 
Teal'c explained before O'Neill could muddy the waters any further. 
He was hoping to squeeze in a visit to his family while they were 
here and the longer O'Neill delayed, the less time he would have. 


Despite his intention of clearing things up however, the explanation 
only served to confuse Kocho even more. 


"We have had no contact with the Tollan, why would anyone ask for 
legal representation from us in their affairs?" She said with a frown 
before shaking her head. "Nevermind, | will take you to the 
Emperor." 


A short walk later, SG-1 walked into the War Room and saw the man 
they'd come to see discussing something with a woman contrasted 
him sharply. 


Where Naruto was very tall, the woman they assumed to be 
'Warmaster' Setsuna was quite short. Even shorter that Janet 
Frasier, and the SGC's doctor was not a tall woman by any means. 
Where he was blond and long haired, her hair was black and short. 


Despite her diminutive appearance contrasting almost comically with 
her imposing title, she didn't look like a pushover. 


"This is Sokar's largest shipyard, if we can take it then we could-" 
Setsuna cut herself off when she saw that they weren't alone 
anymore. 


"Howdy." Jack greeted. 


"Well, if it isn't my favorite set of offworlders... except for the nerd in 
the glasses, | don't know that guy." Naruto said, turning off the galaxy 
map that he and Setsuna had been staring at. 


"This is doctor Robert Rothman, Daniel's replacement." Sam took it 
upon herself to introduce. 


"He's looking a bit constipated." Naruto observed before waving off 
any further comments. "I don't believe you've met Setsuna, the 
Warmaster of my armies." 


He grinned a bit at that. He'd managed to sneak that title past Xanna 
before she could block him. Not that she really had anything against 
it, but it was a little game between them. He'd try to squeeze ina 
Warhammer 40,000-ish name into something and she would try to 
prevent it. 


She'd been a lot more annoyed when he'd named the guy in charge 
of a Star Forge the ‘Fabricator General’, because now they had three 
Fabricators General. The title was a bit too impressive for the 
position, though the two men and one woman carrying it seemed to 
like it. 


Realizing that his visitors had already greeted Setsuna and that 
things had gotten awkward while he was thinking about stuff, he 
decided to move the conversation along. "Soooo... what's the 
occasion?" 


A quick explanation about the Tollan, the two Goa'uld and the legal 
process about to take place followed. 


"So that's where the bastard went, I've been chasing him around for 
a while." Naruto mused. "Sha're will be happy at least, but | have no 
idea why this other dude would want someone from the Empire to 
represent him." 


"We assumed that this Aeneas was one of your people who had 
been taken as a host by the Goa'uld." Sam offered. 


"Nope, couldn't be." Naruto refuted. "None of our colonies have been 
attacked, so they couldn't have taken any of ours." 


"You should just ignore it Heika, there is no need for you to entertain 
the idiotic moralizing of the Tollan." Setsuna advised. 


"You do not agree with the Tollan's decision of hosting a Triad on this 
matter?" Teal'c asked. 


"No." Setsuna stated flatly, the merciless glint in her eyes a clear 
indication of what she thought should be done. 


"Normally I'd agree with you, but | did tell Sha're I'd try to save her 
brother so | might as well see what this is about." Naruto said. "And 
you're coming with me, you don't get out enough." 


"Is this truly neccessary Heika?" Setsuna asked with a sigh. "What 
little | Know of the Tollan leads me to believe that | will not enjoy 
meeting them." 


"You never know, a legal process involving Goa'uld could end up 
being pretty funny." Naruto said casually, quirking an eyebrow at her. 


"| see." She replied, her expression not changing but a glimmer of 
something passed through her dark eyes. "I will ask Karasuba if she 
wants to come along." 


"Who's Karasuba?" Jack asked curiously, almost certain that there 
was some subtext to the conversation that only Naruto and Setsuna 
were privy too. 


"You'll meet her soon, | wouldn't want to spoil the surprise." 


Karasuba ended up being another Sekirei and one that Teal'c had 
actually heard of before at that, though his tales of a silver haired 
woman in the black coat with a symbol of a bloody red crow on her 
back that cut down scores of Jaffa with her sword alone were rather 
disturbing. 


It made them wonder what exactly Naruto was expecting to happen 
if he brought along his top general and a dangerous individual like 
Karasuba. There was also the fact that she had her sword, Setsuna 
had a sword, at least a dozen knives and a collapsible rifle of some 
sort only further emphasized this feeling. Even Naruto had brought a 
sword, a rather monstrous thing with a hilt longer than a grown 
man's forearm that he kept sheathed down his back. 


Jack was only half-heartedly listening as Daniel and Rothman 
discussed the cultural importance of bladed weapons, privately 
convinced that it had nothing whatsoever to do with culture. He might 
have been inclined to dismiss swords as being inferior to firearms, 
but he knew that someone who knew how to use it could take your 
face off in an eyeblink if they got in close. That combined with what 
they knew of the Sekirei's speed, not to mention Naruto's teleporting 
trick... well, Jack was willing to treat them with the same caution he 
would give to an assault rifle. 


A visibly pregnant Sha're had also insisted on coming along, wanting 
to see her brother freed. She looked mildly annoyed at Rothman 
hogging Daniel's attention. 


Jack couldn't blame her, he didn't like Rothman either. He didn't 
doubt that the man was educated, but he wasn't anywhere close to 


being as adaptable as Daniel, nor as brave, open minded, capable of 
thinking outside the box... 


Suffice to say that he regreted ever complaining about Daniel now 
that he had to deal with his substitute. He was constantly on the 
lookout for someone better to replace Rothman with, but there had 
been depressingly little luck on that front so far. 


Sam could only sigh in resignation as she saw her plan to keep 
Narim and Naruto from meeting disintegrate as soon as they 
stepped through the stargate on Tollana. 


Of course Narim would be there to greet them, she had no idea why 
she had even bothered hoping otherwise. The only thing to do now 
was to set her jaw and endure whatever awkward situation Naruto 
was no doubt going to engineer. 


"Welcome to Tollana." Narim greeted, pleased but restrained and 
quite obviously paying more attention to Sam than everyone else. 
Even the sight of Naruto's imposing self and strange dress sense 
didn't take his attention away for very long. 


Sam chanced a quick glance at the horned man and saw him 
smirking at her. He'd obviously already noticed Narim's infatuation. 


Here we go. She thought to herself, expecting a tasteless double 
entendre any second now. 


"Samantha," He purred. "You didn't tell me that your friend Narim 
was so handsome. If I'd Known there was such a delicious man on 
this planet | would have visited sooner." 


Wait, what? 


Despite her bafflement she had to bite her lip to Keep down a giggle 
at Narim's poleaxed expression. 


"You must be Emperor Uzumaki, we are honored to have you here." 
The Tollan managed to say with admirably little uncertainty in his 
voice. 


"Glad to be here, perhaps we could get more... closely acquianted 
later?" Naruto said back. 


Clearly even more uncomfortable by the blatant come on, Narim 
employed a highly evasive approach. "Diplomatic talks will have to 
wait until after Triad is complete. Follow me please." 


They started walking and Sam fell into step with Naruto, leaning 
towards him with a whisper. "Since when are you into men?" 


"I'm not, but did you see the look on his face?" He snickered. 


"That wasn't very nice." She told him, trying to sound disapproving 
instead of amused and having questionable success. 


"You not telling me that you had another sugar daddy wasn't nice 
either. | had no idea you were such a player Sam, my respect for you 
has gone way up." 


"It's not like that." She denied, feeling her ears burn with 
embarrassment. 


"He wants it that way though." He asserted. "Don't let the pseudo- 
civilized look of this place fool you, | bet he masturbates while 
thinking of you." 

"Naruto!" She hissed, knowing that her face had to be on fire by now. 


"Can you just imagine this uptight guy stroking himself while 
moaning your name?" 


"Shut up!" 


Naruto grinned down at the red faced woman and decided to change 
the subject. 


Sort of. 


"You think he'd be up for a threesome?" 


Meanwhile... 


While Naruto and Sam were having their hushed conversation, 
Setsuna was looking over the Tollan city with a critical eye and was 
not much impressed by what she saw. 


It was just so dull . Everything from the buildings to the clothes 
people wore was conservative, restrained and painted in muted 
colors. She'd seen more personality in a graveyard. She was far 
from being the most expressive of people in the Empire, but this was 
ridiculous. 


Their technology was certainly impressive, but it was wasted on the 
Tollan. They had only a handful of ships, none of which were war 
vessels since they preferred to stay confined to a single planet, 
which was an immensely stupid decision for a nation capable of 
interstellar travel. Even worse, they entrusted their protection to a 
single line of defense, that being their ion cannons, no shields or 
orbital defences, just a handful of surface-to-orbit cannons. The 
cannons were certainly powerful, but even a massed attack would 
overcome them, albeit at a steep price. 


Then again, what else could you expect from pacifists? 


She held onto the hope that the Emperor or Empress would order an 
invasion of this planet for the purpose of seizing their technology. 
The Tollan clearly didn't deserve it if they weren't willing to put in 
more effort to protect themselves and there was nothing like a little 
orbital bombardment to put some steel into your spine. The mere 
fact that it was so easy to find out about their defences was 
practically an invitation to invade. 


With that cheerful thought in mind, she started working out a strategy 
and mentally designating important military objectives for an 
occupation based on what limited intelligence she had. 

"So, how goes the war against the Goa'uld?" The question from SG- 
1's team leader interrupted her contemplation what kind of small 
arms the Tollan had. Probably nothing but stun guns anyway. 

"It goes well." She answered. "Barring any unforeseen surprises, we 
expect them to be defeated within a year. Then we can move on to 
exterminating the rest of their species." 

"Harsh." O'Neill commented neutrally. 

"They brought it on themselves." Setsuna shrugged. 


That was something that Jack could certainly agree with and they 
lapsed into silence. 


" This place is pissing me off. " Karasuba said in Japanese. 


" ['ve been making plans to conquer it since we got here. " Setsuna 
admitted. 


" You think Naruto would object if | cut a few people up? " 

" Yes, " 

" You know he's already planning ways to subjugate these wimps. " 
" Indeed, but | doubt you staging a massacre is part of those plans. " 
" He could probably work around it. " 

" That doesn't mean you have a free pass to kill people for fun. " 
Fortunately, Japanese wasn't one of the thirty two languages that 


Daniel spoke or else he might have become deeply disturbed by this 
conversation. 


After a rather long walk, Narim finally led them into what Naruto 
assumed was some kind of government building. 


They were just passing through a hallway with strangely peach 
lighting when a field of blue light ran over them from devices built 
into the walls and a bunch of clicking sounds were heard. 


"What was that?" Jack demanded. 


"Your weapons have been disabled." Narim told him, looking mildly 
confused by the colonel's clear displeasure. "You may still carry them 
if you wish." 


"And you didn't think to tell us this before?" Jack demanded once 
again. 


"The Tollan are no threat to you." Narim assured him. 


Naruto saw Setsuna checking her laser rifle and gave him a short 
shake of the head to indicate that it was also disabled. It was an 
interesting bit of tech, to be able to disable both energy and projectile 
weapons. The energy weapons weren't that big of a surprise, but 
SG-1's P90's were purely mechanical and more robust as a result, 
so that was unexpected. 


Jack persisted with his irritation at being disarmed for a litte while 
longer before he subsided and they continued onwards. 


Naruto, Karasuba and Setsuna exchanged amused looks, though 
Setsuna's was tinged with some disgust as well. That fancy weapon 
disabler might work on firearms, but it was useless against cold 
steel, which was the source of the amusement. Setsuna's disgust 
was rooted in Narim's negligence to even ask them to relinquish their 
blades, even if they would have refused. It was just typical that such 
an advanced people would dismiss the threat of melee weapons... 
right up to the point where someone used a sword to liberate their 
internal organs. 


They were led into a room that looked like some weird cross 
between a temple and a court room, where a woman of perhaps 
sixty Earth years was waiting for them behind a raised dais, though 
she did look quite good for her age. 


“These must be our visitors from Earth and the Celestial Empire." 
She said as she approached, giving them all a very political smile. 


"Chancellor Travell," Narim said as a means of introducing her and 
then gestured towards Naruto. "This is Emperor Uzumaki." 


"A pleasure.” He purred with a wide grin, running his tongue over the 
point of one of his long and sharp canines. He was gratified to see 
and smell that she was rattled by his appearance. He took pride in 
his first impressions. 


"I'm afraid | don't know the names of your associates, Emperor." 
Narim said to him, faintly embarrassed. He'd been so eager to get 
away from the horned man's blatant sexual advances that he'd 
neglected to even introduce himself. 


"My Warmaster, Setsuna." Naruto said, gesturing towards the 
woman in question, making her nod. "And this is Karasuba." 


"I kill people." The Black Sekirei offered with a bloodthirsty smile. 
Ironically enough, this was the best description of Karasuba's 
occupation anyone could give. Shockingly, even this wasn't enough 
to make the Tollan acknowledge either the three swords or Setsuna's 
many knives. 


Naruto was starting to think that these Tollan had experienced so 
little conflict in their history that they had lost all semblance of a 
survival instinct. It was the only explanation for being in the presence 
of an armed, self-proclaimed killer and failing to consider the 
implications. 


The two Tollan clearly had no idea how to respond to Karasuba's 
unique form of greeting and Narim elected to introduce SG-1 and 


Sha're as a means of avoiding an awkward silence. 


"We are honored to have you participating in Triad." Travell said 
once that was done, the political smile once again back on her face. 


Narim launched into a quick recap of how the situation had come 
about before Travell picked up the conversation again. 


"Normally we would have two Triads as there are two disputes, but 
we felt it would be redundant due to their similarity." She explained. 
"Seekers Skaara and Aeneas will choose Archons from among you, 
though you will have only one vote." 


"Seeker? Archon?" Jack questioned. 


Another quick explanation on the how Triad worked and the principal 
players followed, outlining a very basic legal system. Disputing 
seekers chose Archons to represent them. The Archons argue their 
point until consensus was reached or a neutral Archon would decide 
if it couldn't be reached. It was all very civilized and relied almost 
entirely on everyone being honest and obeying the rules. 


"Brother!" 
"Sha're!" 


"Please tell me I'll get to kill someone soon?" Karasuba muttered, 
staring in disgust at the saccharine display. 


"Probably." Naruto shrugged. "But for now let's find out who the 
motherfucker that called us here is." 


Aeneas was a pale man with short dark hair and a neatly trimmed 
beard that looked quite relieved to see them. On his chest was a 
device that presumably prevented the Goa'uld from suppressing the 
host, just like the nanites of the Celestial Empire, but a lot more 
conspicuous. 


"Who the hell are you?" Naruto asked bluntly. 


"I am one of those who left the Empire years ago." Aeneas said 
bitterly. "Apophis attacked us, killed everyone and took a few of us 
as hosts." 


"Okay." Naruto nodded. "How is this my problem?" 


"| want to be free." The man said plaintively. "I used to be one of your 
people, | need help.” 


"You aren't one of my people anymore though." Naruto pointed out. 
"Why should | help you?" 


"Just put him out of his misery and be done with it Heika." Setsuna 
grumbled, giving Aeneas a glare. "Your protection was not good 
enough for him before, but now that he needs it he comes crawling 
back." 


"I'm with her." Karasuba smirked, running a hand along the hilt of her 
nodachi. 


Aeneas swallowed fearfully and nervously looked back towards the 
horned man. "I am sorry Emperor, | was wrong. Please help me." 


Naruto narrowed his eyes speculatively. Truth be told, he couldn't 
muster much sympathy for the man. He'd been told about the 
dangers of the galaxy just like everyone else and still insisted on 
leaving. They had also probably done something stupid to draw 
Apophis’ attention to them, since he couldn't think of any other 
reason for why the now deceased Goa'uld would have come across 
them specifically, though it did clear up the mystery of how the 
System Lords had learned of Erius' location. 


On the other hand, if he refused to represent him at this silly Triad 
thing, then they would have no reason to stay on Tollana and Naruto 
could almost smell trouble brewing. He hadn't gotten to where he 
was now by turning his back on possible opportunities and there was 


something about this situation that promised to be interesting. 
Therefore, he wanted to be here when shit inevitably hit the fan and 
it might be amusing to play lawyer for a while anyway. Usually he 
was the judge. 


"Alright, since you asked so nicely I'll do it." He finally said. 
"Thank you." Aeneas exhaled in relief. 


"Right, now let's go meet the opposition." 


The Goa'uld that walked into the room was quite the ridiculous sight. 
He was wearing what could either be a very long sleeveless T-shirt 
or a knee length sleeveless dress decorated with a lattice of beads, 
he didn't even have the decency to put on some pants under it. The 
strangest part of the outfit was not the dress or even the eye liner. 
No, that distinction went to his headwear, which could only be 
described as a miniature wooden palisade that encricled his head. 


The Goa'uld had intended to stride in with an air of confidence at the 
head of a Jaffa escort, but he faltered slightly at the sight of Naruto. 
The continuous anticipatory growl that began rumbling in the horned 
man's chest made him downright skittish. When Setsuna and 
Karasuba flicked their thumbs at their swords to get them into a 
ready to draw position he stopped and looked about ready to retreat. 


"Well well well, if it isn't Zippy." Naruto purred sinisterly. "How nice of 
you to spare us the effort of hunting you down." 


"There will be no violence here." Travell said firmly. 

Karasuba and Setsuna ignored her, both still looking ready and 
eager to start a bloodbath, but Naruto turned to look down at the 
Tollan Chancellor. 


"If you say so." He smirked and subsided, his entourage following 
soon after. 


Travell seemed genuinely relieved by his response, as if she had 
completely missed the unspoken ' there is going to be violence 
whether you like it or not ' that had been under his words. On closer 
reflection, Naruto had to concede that these Tollan seemed just 
about oblivious enough to not pick up on that kind of subtext. 


This was proven when she went to greet the Goa'uld(whose actual 
name was Zipac'na) and once again completely failed to ask them to 
hand over their swords. 


Naruto had been fully prepared to argue about the personal and 
cultural importance of their swords just to see if they were dumb 
enough to believe him, but now he could only exchange disbelieving 
glances with Karasuba and Setsuna. It was like the Tollan had totally 
forgotten that being technologically advanced did not confer an 
immunity to blunt force trauma, slash wounds or stabbing. Did they 
never stub their toes on anything or simply failed to make the 
connection? 


"Look, | don't care if you kill this guy - I'd be happy about it actually - 
but don't screw up Skaara's chance of freedom." Jack said quietly 
from beside him. 


Naruto grinned in amusement even as Setsuna bristled at the 
colonel's audacity to tell him what to do. 


"Don't you worry Jack, we'll all get what we want by the time this is 
over." 


"Why does that not reassure me?" O'Neill muttered. 


Indeed, if the good colonel knew the full extent of Naruto's intentions, 
he would have been the exact opposite of reassured. But he did not 
and the dramatic appearance of Lya of the Nox in the role of neutral 
Archon derailed that conversation anyway. 


"She's kind of cute." Naruto commented, grinning. 


"Don't do it Naruto." Sam said, sounding vaguely horrified. The 
thought of a deviant like Naruto being around Lya felt remarkably 
similar to a saint getting molested by... well, a deviant like Naruto. 


But Naruto was not one to be deterred by such trifles as basic 
manners and respect for personal space. He was already next to 
Lya, crouching on his haunches and sniffing at her hair. 


Remarkably enough Lya seemed to be the least bothered person in 
the room about this. 


"Emperor Uzumaki, what are you doing?" Travell asked, sounding 
quite scandalized. 


"Sniffing the nature girl." He answered absently, not even bothering 
to look at the Chancellor. "I can sniff you later if you're feeling left 
out." 


Travell, having never before been exposed to Naruto, had no 
resistance to his conversation ending statements and fell silent. 


Meanwhile, Lya was much calmer about the whole thing. 


"Greetings." She said serenely, gently brushing her mind against that 
of the horned man who she sensed was capable of that kind of 
communication. 


"Hello." He said back, returning her mental gesture with one of his 
own. 


Much to his disappointment, she didn't look upset. Most people got 
creeped out by the sniffing, but he wasn't too surprised that she 
wasn't. He had expected the knowledge of his nature that the mental 
contact provided to be repulsive to her however. Unfortunately it 
seemed that the Nox weren't merely pacifistic, they were also utterly 
accepting of whatever came their way. He could have gone ona 
bloody rampage across their population and they would still refuse to 
fight back. They might even smile at him as the end came. 


Well, he could respect that kind of acceptance of things. It was just 
about the most boring and asinine thing since the evolution of the 
sloth, but he could respect it. 


Right then and there he decided to leave the Nox alone. There was 
just no fun to be had with them. 


"Would you like a bunny?" He asked for the sheer sake of being 
random. 


"What is a bunny?" She asked. 

Naruto brought his hands before Lya's face, in which was held the 
adorable white furred creature with its' pointy ears, twitchy nose and 
quivering whiskers. 


"His name is Nibbles. Take good care of him for me." Naruto told her 
as he put the newly made rabbit into her hands, noting with glee that 
she had a confused look on her face. Obviously she was having 
trouble figuring out where the tiny rodent had come from. 


"Where the hell did you keep that rabbit? And more importantly, why 
?" Jack asked as soon as Naruto was back in normal speaking 
range. 


"Well, | could say that | pulled it out of my hat, but I'm a god. | don't 
need a hat." 


A strange grumbling sound issued from the colonel. He sounded 
quite frustrated. 


"Do you want a bunny too Jack?" 
"No! | do not want a bunny." 


"Take this bunny, it'll make you feel better. | call him Bjorn the Fell- 
Handed." 


"Where are you keeping all these rabbits?!" 


"Nevemind that, just take Bjorn." 

"I'm not taking the rabbit, Uzumaki." 
"Take the bunny!" 

"| do not believe he will desist O'Neill." 


"... Carter, take the bunny." 


Bjorn the Fell-Handed stared balefully at the passing two-leggers in 
the clanky metal suits, sitting regally upon the hands of the golden 
furred two-legger female that The Maker had commanded him to 
stay with. His little pink nose twitched with disdain as they passed 
out of sight. 


The fearsome black furred bunny tensed as his perch began moving 
to follow the noisy two-leggers, accompanied by the big dark skinned 
two-legger, the smaller black furred two-legger and the silver furred 
two-legger that that reeked of blood and death. 


"Tell me, do you keep animals on your worlds?" Zipac'na asked of 
Skaara and Aeneas. 


"Yes." They confirmed cautiously. 


"Do you also use animals for hunting, food, clothing and beasts of 
burden?" The Goa'uld Archon asked further. 


"Excuse me," Naruto interrupted, grinning when Travell and Zipac'na 
gave him annoyed looks. "I feel that | should jump in here before 
Zipac'na makes an even bigger fool of himself than his appearance 
already has." 


"You will refrain from insulting the opposing Archon, Emperor 
Uzumaki." Travell warned sternly. 


"Of course your deliciousness." He agreed smoothly. 


Another annoyed/confused look from Travell, but she apparently 
decided to write off the strange title as a quirk of the Empire. "Why 
did you feel the need to interrupt Lord Zipac'na?" 


"He was Clearly intending to make the argument that if humans can 
use animals, then Goa'uld can use humans." Naruto explained. "An 
easy assumption to make for someone in his position considering 
the near non-existent social development of the Goa'uld." 


"Emperor Uzumaki, | have already warned you about insulting your 
opponent. If you persist, | will have no choice but to remove you from 
the proceedings." Travell warned. 


"It was not meant as an insult." Naruto replied in his most reasonable 
voice. "The long lives of the Goa'uld make change a very rare thing 
for them. It is a known fact that their society - such as it is - has not 
changed in thousands of years." 


Travell pursed her lips, having the distinct suspicion that he was, in 
fact, being deliberately insulting, but he was doing it in such a way 
that it would be impossible to call him on it. 


"Very well, what did you want to say?" 


"The Celestial Empire has abolished the use of animal labor a long 
time ago and the consuption of animal based foods an only slightly 
less long time ago, therefore invalidating the entire argument that 
Zipac'na was intending to make. As the people of Abydos now live 
under my rule, the same applies to Skaara." Naruto explained 
smugly. 


He didn't get to claim moral superiority too often(not in situations that 
he hadn't engineered beforehand at any rate), so he was going to 
enjoy this one. 


Even Lya looked surprised, which was to be expected given his 
razortooth grill. Sitting on her shoulder was Nibbles the Bunny, 
apparently trying to live up to his name by nibbling on her hair. 


Alas, Zipac'na did not seem phased by Naruto's moral superiority 
and was already sporting a self-satisfied look. It was worthy of 
mention that this look seemed to involve a lopsided movement of his 
upper lip that made him look as if he had a persistent facial tic that 
kept forcing his expression into a sneer. 


"A question for you then, Emperor Uzumaki." The Goa'uld said, 
stepping across the room to look down on the horned man. No doubt 
it was a momentous occasion that he was able to do that. "Do you 
consider yourself superior to humans?" 


Naruto leaned back and rubbed at his chin thoughtfully. 


"Now that's a difficult question." It really wasn't. "How does one 
quantify the worth of a living being? For example, one rock is much 
the same as any other, save for its shape and the elements that 
comprise it, assigned value only in the abstract and in relation to 
what use can be gained from it. Living creatures though, that's where 
things get interesting. Is the bird superior to the rodent for its ability 
to fly? Is a mammal superior to a fish for being able to live on land? 
Does self awareness and higher reasoning automatically confer 
greater value to a living being or are we all brothers and sisters in 
the circle of life?" 


Well, he and Xanna weren't part of the circle of life anymore. Come 
to think of it, Akitsu and Setsuna probably weren't either. 


"| asked whether you consider yourself superior to humans, surely 
that is not so difficult to answer?" Zipac'na interjected, clearly 
annoyed by the sudden bout of philosophy. 


"And | asked you to clarify." Naruto countered. "What you asked was 
an existential question debated by philosophers for thousands of 


years....well, human philosophers. | understand that the Goa'uld 
don't have those." 


"You rule over many humans, surely that shows that you believe 
yourself superior to them, otherwise would you not allow them to rule 
themselves?" Zipac'na persisted with his leading questions. 


It was really quite amusing how transparent he was in his intentions. 


"That means nothing in and of itself." Naruto dismissed with a wave 
of his hand. "Many have - and many still do - rule who would have 
been better served to let more competent people do so. That my 
Empire prospers under my rule has no correlation with my worth as a 
living being in comparison to my subjects.” 


He had to struggle hard to suppress a grin at Zipac'na frustration 
over his evasive(and subtly insulting) answers. 


He was pretty good at lawyering apparently. All you had to do was 
talk in circles and avoid answering anything. 


"Your Jaffa brothers are astonishingly stupid Teal'c." Setsuna 
informed the dark skinned Jaffa. 


He raised an eyebrow at her questioningly, clearly asking her to 
elaborate. 


"Attempting to target paint the Tollan ion cannons while the Emperor 
is here instead of asking him for sanctuary is a good way to get 
themselves killed." 


"You think that's what they're doing?" Sam asked, shifting slightly to 
accomodate the shockingly well behaved rabbit on her shoulder. 
She'd been having the same thought as the Imperial Warmaster. 


"What else?" Setsuna asked rhetorically. "They are seeking out the 
cannons and they certainly do not have the technical skills to meddle 


about with a technology so completely alien to them." 


"Why not just kill them?" Karasuba asked. "If we dump the corpses 
into some of these bushes they probably won't get found until they 
start smelling." 


"No." Setsuna said firmly. "If the Tollan are so negligent with their 
security then they deserve to get attacked." 


"You would allow the Goa'uld to enact their plans out of spite for the 
peaceful ways of the Tollan?" Teal'c asked, a note of condemnation 
in his tone. 


"| would allow them to get attacked so that their delusional sense of 
security is shattered." Setsuna corrected. "The Art of War is of vital 
importance to the state, a government without teeth may as well not 
exist. In any case, the final decision rests with the Emperor." 


Both groups were hanging about in the same room, discussing the 
events so far. 


"That's pretty ambitious of Zippy and the other Goa'uld." Naruto 
noted when he heard what the snoopers had seen. "I would even go 
so far as to call it cunning by their standards." 


"You think the System Lords are behind this?" Jack asked. 


"Of course they are, they're starting to get desperate and ransacking 
a few bits of Tollan tech would help them hold out a bit longer against 
us. It is in fact entirely possible that the whole Triad thing is a setup 
designed to give Zippy an excuse to park a Ha'tak in orbit. Klorel and 
Sharek would have lost a lot of standing when Apophis died and 
risking their hides by being the bait here would get them some 
respect if it worked." 


Naruto also suspected that they were hoping to kill him in the 
process. That was funny, because his presence was exactly what 


was going to get them killed instead. 
"We need to tell the Tollan." Daniel said firmly. 


"We don't need to." Naruto nitpicked. "They probably won't believe 
us anyway." 


"What makes you say that?" The archaeologist asked with a frown. 


"It may have escaped your attention," The horned man began 
sarcastically. "but they're letting the three of us walk around with 
swords. l'd say that it's a pretty safe bet that the Tollan are more than 
just a little slow on the uptake." 


"I'm sure they're just trying to respect your traditions." Daniel argued 
weakly. 


"What traditions?" Naruto scoffed. "They're tools for killing and have 
probably spilled enough blood to fill up a lake, and not a small lake 
either." 


"Been planning to kill someone while you're here?" Jack asked 
pointedly. 


"Duh. You didn't really think | was letting three Goa'uld walk away 
from me, did you?" 


"| do not believe the Tollan will allow you to slay the Goa'uld." Teal'c 
pointed out. 


"That's good, because | wasn't planning to ask." 

"So, what are we going to do?" Sam asked, getting back to the point. 
"First, we tell the Tollan what's going on." 

"While | agree that that's something we should do, didn't you say that 


they wouldn't believe us less than a minute ago?" Jack asked in 
confusion. 


"They won't," Naruto said without concern. "we're only going to tell 
them now so that we can rub their faces in it later." 


"See, that might be a problem if the Goa'uld blow off said faces first, 
along with ours." 


"Have faith in my godlike powers Jack, we'll be fine." 


As Naruto had predicted, Travell dismissed any notion that the Jaffa 
might have been capable of doing something nefarious to the 
cannons. She had been quite smug about it too and even threatened 
to judge in favor of the Goa'uld if they didn't stop trying to ‘cast 
aspersions'. 


Having expected this, everyone agreed to stop snooping on the 
Jaffa. 


SG-1 was more than a little dubious about relying on Naruto's 
‘godlike powers’, but they had seen enough of them to at least give 
him the benefit of the doubt. Karasuba and Setsuna's completely 
relaxed demeanor played a part in that too. 


The only other consequence of this was that Daniel sent Sha're back 
to their home, not wanting his pregnant wife to be anywhere close to 
a potential combat zone despite Naruto's assurances that she would 
be safe. 


"Lord Zipac'na has asked us to reconvene early, because he wishes 
to make a challenge." Travell was saying. 


Zipac'na got up from his seat with a distinct air of self-satisfaction, 
taking unnecessarily deep breaths and sucking loudly on his teeth. 


"Tollan law does not provide for the penalty of death, is that correct?" 
He asked of Travell. 


"It is." She confirmed. 


"Then | wish to point out the futility of this Triad." He stated and 
continued at her prompting look. "A Goa'uld needs a host to survive, 
this is a biological fact beyond our control. If you award priority to 
Skaara and Aeneas, then it is as a death sentence for Klorel and 
Sharek." 


"Of course, if you flip that around you've got Skarra and Aeneas on 
death row." Jack argued. 


Zipac'na approached him, managing to look more smug than normal. 
"That is incorrect, they would continue to live." 


"... yeah." Jack conceded with obvious reluctance. 


“Therefore, if you award priority to Klorel and Sharek, both hosts and 
symbiotes will live." 


"Yeah, the symbiotes live freely and the hosts live as slaves." Jack 
argued. 


"We would put forth that life as a slave is not life at all." Daniel 
chimed in. 


"And if you want to save both lives, take out the symbiotes and put 
them in other hosts for all | care." Jack finished. 


"Who, colonel? Perhaps you would volunteer?" Lya asked pointedly, 
Nibbles staring deeply into O'Neill's soul. 


Naruto snickered at Jack's face as he realized that he had just outed 
himself as being interested only in Skaara's safety. 


The colonel kicked him lightly in the leg and gave him a 'say 
something! look. 


"| believe that | can provide a solution acceptable to everyone." He 
interjected smoothly. "I can remove the symbiotes without risk to 


either party, thereby giving Skaara and Aeneas the freedom they 
want. As for the symbiotes... | can take them back to the laboratories 
on Erius, to be used as test subjects for my scientists. | can assure 
you that they will live for a long, long time." 


"Sounds good to me." Jack agreed gleefully as Zipac'na's face 
twisted angrily. 


"Emperor Uzumaki, your Suggestion is barbaric." Travell said sternly. 


"Oh I'm sorry, | thought we were only concerned about the continued 
physical existence of all parties." Naruto said innocently. 


Whatever else might have been said in response was interrupted 
when Narim, Teal'c, Sam and Setsuna walked into the room. 
Karasuba was conspicuously missing. 


"Narim, what is the meaning fo this? You know Triad is held as a 
closed session." Travell said warningly. 


"Your eminence, please adjust your view to the orbital observatory." 
Narim said as an explanation. 


The Tollan Chancellor did as he asked, a transparent panel raising 
itself out of her table and showing the view of an approaching Ha’'tak. 


"A Goa'uld mothership?" She said to herself. 

"Yes, it approaches Tollana." Narim said. 

Meaningful glances were exchanged between the people occupying 
the room and some suspicious looks were thrown at Zipac'na, who 
was trying and failing to look innocent. 


"Explain." Travell demanded of the Goa'uld. 


"My vessel comes in anticipation of our victory at Triad, it is merely 
coming to take us along." 


"Why not just take a stargate like the rest of us?" Jack asked, feeling 
the need to poke holes into the Goa'uld's excuses even though he 
knew the real reason. 


"Not that it is of your concern, but there is no Chappa'ai where we 
are going." Zipac'na justified. 


"Well then gate to where there is one and get picked up." Jack poked 
some more holes. 


"Your eminence, if our intentions were hostile, we would have 
attacked already." Zipac'na said to Travell, apparently giving up on 
trying to convince O'Neill. 


"Even so, your ship's arrival is premature and in violation of Tollan 
space. | must warn you, that if your ship moves any closer before the 
conclusion of Triad, our automated defense system will destroy it." 


"The Goa'uld rest our case and we are prepared to vote." Zipac'na 
stated. "Therefore, Triad is over." 


"Triad is over, when all parties agree, Lord Zipac'na." Travell rebuked 
and turned towards Naruto, Daniel and Jack. "Do the human 
Archons have any further arguments?" 


"Nope, | think the Goa'uld made our case for us quite nicely." Jack 
said, tapping on the screen that still showed the Ha'tak in orbit. 


"No further arguments your eminence, we are prepared to vote." 
Daniel agreed in a more respectful manner. 


"| was born ready." Naruto added confidently, getting confused 
glances from everyone that hadn't heard that phrase before. 


"Nox Archon?" Travell asked Lya, deciding to once again ignore the 
peculiar wording. She'd been having to do a lot of that lately, both 
because of Naruto and Jack. 


"Yes." Lya answered simply. 


"Then bring in the Seekers." 


Everyone went back to their seats and two of the Tollan security 
personnel brought in Skaara and Aeneas. 


The voting itself went along predictably. Zipac'na voted for the 
Goa'uld, Daniel voted for the hosts and Jack and Naruto stayed 
quiet. 


"Nox Archon?" Travell prompted. 


Lya rose out of her seat. "After careful consideration, | believe that 
both hosts and symbiotes have the right to live." 


Setsuna may or may not have made a rude noise upon hearing the 
stance of the Nox woman. It had been quiet so it was hard to say. 


Either way, Lya continued as if she hadn't heard it. "But living as a 
host with no will of one's own is not life, therefore only one may 
remain in the body. To that end, | award priority to the original 
owners of the bodies." 


"Emperor Uzumaki, | am told that you can remove the symbiotes 
without harming them or the hosts?" Travell asked once the 
excitement had died down. 


"Indeed | can, allow me to demonstrate." Naruto said, stepping up to 
Skaara and Aeneas. 


While everyone's eyes were on him, Zipac'na took a communications 
orb from under his table, where he'd stuck it earlier. 


"Attack." He said into the device, certain that nobody would even 
notice. 


Unfortunately he was wrong, as Setsuna had been waiting for him to 
do exactly that and charged at him. The room had only a moment to 
register the communications orb in Zipac'na's hand before her blade 


flashed and severed his hand at the wrist, then came around and 
beheaded him before he could even scream in pain properly. 


Blood fountained out of the newly made bodily exits, causing Travell 
to faint and Narim to look very green. 


"Wimps." Naruto rolled his eyes, pulling the two symbiotes out of 
their hosts. "Hey Setsuna, catch!" 


Setsuna looked at the two Goa'uld flying towards her and cut them 
clean in half with a single sword stroke. 


"What are you doing?" Narim found time to protest, all this death not 
agreeing with him at all. 


Naruto ignored him as he picked up Travell and threw her over his 
shoulder like a sack of potatoes. "Let's go save the day." 


"Where are you taking the Chancellor?" Narim demanded. 


"Outside." The horned man answered and started walking, forcing 
everyone to follow along. 


They made it outside in short order, only to encounter a sight that 
made Narim even greener. 


The courtyard was littered with Jaffa corpses that were releasing 
gratuitous amounts of blood. Standing in the middle was a pleased 
looking Karasuba who was in the process of licking the blood off her 
sword. 


On the ground next to her was the unconscious form of doctor 
Rothman, who had apparently passed out the same as Travell. 
There were also a lot of panicking Tollan around. 


"Damnit Rothman." O'Neill groused. "Teal'c, go pick him up." 


"Don't be too hard on him Jack, he's just a very minor support 
character." Naruto advised. 


"What?" The colonel asked in bafflement. 
"Why do you think he's barely been mentioned?" 


"What are you...? You know what, nevermind. We've got bigger 
problems than your craziness to deal with." 


Indeed, Jack was correct, as the Ha'tak in orbit chose that exact 
moment to launch a simulataneous orbital strike against all the ion 
cannons at once. 


"Sir!" Carter called in warning, gesturing at a trio of approaching 
death gliders. 


"Oi Karasuba, you want those too?" Naruto asked. 


Karasuba merely grinned at him and started launching energy 
blades at the Goa'uld fighters, drawing a great deal of shocked 
staring. 


Meanwhile, Naruto busied himself with the wake up of his 
passenger. 


By slapping her across the face. 


Travell woke up and started gibbering out something incoherent, 
prompting Naruto to slap her on the other side of the face as well to 
shut her up. 


"Listen, here's the situation." He said seriously. "All your ion cannons 
have been destroyed - like we told you they would be - and there's a 
Goa'uld mothership in orbit that is probably about to start blasting the 
place to rubble. | can fix this for you, but I'll expect you to do 
something for me in return." 


Travell looked as if she was barely keeping up with things, flinching 
whenever another glider fired its cannons or was destroyed by 
Karasuba's enthusiastic counter attacks. 


Then a much large plasma blast that could have only come from the 
Ha'tak hit a nearby building. 


"| wonder what that was for?" Naruto mused to himself. 
"Alright, fine. Whatever you want, just end this!" Travell snapped. 


Naruto grinned and drew the Kusanagi. The sky darkened for effect, 
stormclouds rolling in out of nowhere and a visible crackle of energy 
engulfed his blade as he raised it over his head. Then he brought it 
down with a dramatic 'HIIYAAH'. 


A massive blue-green crescent of energy shot out of the Kusanagi 
and towards the ship in orbit. It wasn't visible from the ground, but 
the ship was cut clean in half. 


"He cut open the sky." Someone said in awe as the clouds parted, 
making Naruto grin again. That was always a good trick. 


In the mean time, Karasuba had finished off the gliders and was 
strolling casually back to them. 


"Now," Naruto said, turning back to the awestruck and terrified Tollan 
Chancellor. "I believe there was a matter of a debt to be settled." 


"What do you want?" She ground out stiffly. 


"| should hope that you've realized by now that this could have easily 
been avoided if you weren't so oblivious in matters of war." He told 
her and waited until she gave a stiff nod. "You will send prominent 
members of your government, yourself included - as well as anyone 
who wishes to come of their own voliton - to Erius for military 
training." 


"| will prepare a list of suitable instructors." Setsuna offered. 
Somehow, Travell managed to get even stiffer. 


"We are not a warlike people!" 


"And it nearly caused you to get wiped out by an inferior enemy." 
Naruto pointed out. "Besides, I'm not trying to turn the Tollan into 
conquerors, | just want you to learn how to defend yourselves 


properly." 
"And if we refuse?" Travell challenged. 


"There are two ways to learn about war, and | always collect on my 
debts." He told her, grinning when her eyes widened in realization. 
"See? You're learning already." 


"What the hell was that?" O'Neill bit out on the way back to the 
stargate. 


"A little social experiment about the effects military training has ona 
pacifist society." Naruto aswered smoothly. 


It was also an experiment about how effective cultural pollution 
would be on an advanced society like the Tollan. He was really 
looking forward to seeing if the Tollan were as sexually repressed as 
they acted. 


"You exploited the situation to place the Tollan in your debt." Teal'c 
rumbled. 


"| did." He admitted easily. 
"That isn't right." Sam shook her head. 


"Hey, we warned them." Naruto shrugged. "It was beyond obvious 
that Zippy was up to something, but nooooo, the mighty Tollan are 
too good to listen to the warnings of people that are far more familiar 
with the Goa'uld than they are. Think of it as the consequences of 
keeping your head stuffed up your ass." 


Nobody had an argument against that, though they were now even 
more uneasy about continued contact with the Celestial Empire. 


Finally done. 


I'm kind of sick right now, so I'm actually surprised | managed 
to get this finished. This chapter had more involvement with the 
cast of the Stargate series than ever, but I've wanted to put in 
that whole Triad thing into it since I've started on this fic xD. 


Pretty sure I'm going to be taking a sharp turn left away from 
canon at this point though. 


Chapter 23 


Review responses: 


AvidReader: Thank you for clearing that up. It makes no sense 
whatsoever to me, but you sound like you know what you're 
talking about, so | bow to your expertise. 


Naruto was in his office, dabbling in the Dark Arts of Bureoucracy 
that kept the Empire running. Even he was wary of such foul 
practices, but the life of an Emperor was not always about waging 
war and conquering the galaxy. Sometimes, you had to get your 
hands dirty. At the very least he was not limited to doing it at mere 
mortal speed and could blaze through months of backlogged 
paperwork in minutes. 


But hark! A foul harpy invaded his sanctum and interrupted his 
sorcerous approval of assigning more raw materials to one of the 
Empire's colonies for the purposes of expanding the settlement 
there. 


"How dare you?!" Travell screeched in outrage as she stomped into 
the office. 


"With great pleasure." Naruto responded arrogantly and then paused 
for a second. "What the hell are you talking about?" 


"Your instructors tried to tell us that the destruction of Sarita was our 
fault." Travell ground out angrily. 


"It kinda was." 


"We tried to help them." Travell asserted, obviously just barely 
keeping herself from shouting. 


Naruto made a note to reward the instructor that had riled her up this 
badly. The old woman was usually about as emotionally expressive 
as a plank of wood(if a plank of wood could be smug), so getting this 
level of outrage from her was quite the achievement. 


"They were at war and you gave them bombs." He pointed out dryly. 


"We gave them generators that would produce unlimited clean 
energy!" 


"Which they turned into bombs ." 


"We were trying to help them." Travell repeated. "If they weren't so 
primitive, they would have realized that they didn't need to fight 
anymore." 


"Do you actually know what they were warring over or did you just 
assume it was about resources?" Naruto asked. 


"Well... what else could it be?" She asked, confused. 


"You haven't really been paying attention during these lectures have 
you?" He asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"What is that supposed to mean?" She snapped. 


"It means that you're an idiot if you think that war is always about 
resources." Was the blunt response. "Even if it was, war is an ugly 
thing and changes people. You can't just give them something that 
could end all their problems and expect them to make rational, well 
thought out decisions. The fact that it took them less than a day to 
use the generators you gave them as weapons says a lot about how 
bad the hatred between them must have been." 


"If war is such an ugly thing, why are you forcing us to learn about 
it?" She demanded instead of thinking too much about his words. 


"Because granny, your willful ignorance on the subject pisses me off. 
Your ignorance about the realities of war caused the destruction of 


your Saritan neighbours and the subsequent death of 80% of your 
own people because you weren't prepared for things to go to shit. 
Just like you couldn't understand the Saritan mindset, you couldn't 
understand the Goa'uld mindset and it nearly got you killed. If | had 
let you keep going as you were, someone would have eventually 
come along and succeeded where Zippy failed, simply because you 
would never have seen it coming." 


"Our ion cannons have been rebuilt, we would not allow another 
Goa'uld to approach and even you cannot withstand our superior 
technology.” Travell said stiffly. 


"Really?" He snorted and tossed a datapad at her. "Take a look at 
that." 


Travell quickly read through the contents and felt the blood draining 
from her face. There was everything there. Blueprints for building the 
cannon, energy frequencies, the physics behind them, the metals 
used in the construction, everything that someone would need to 
build them... and to modulate the shields of a starship to negate 
them. 


"How did you get this?" She whispered in horror. 
"| stole it." 


Naruto smiled faintly. Machello had been quite excited about that 
information and had decyphered the science behind the ion cannons 
with surprising ease. 


The genius inventor had had a bit of a rocky assimilation. The very 
first thing he'd wanted was to find a woman, not surprising 
considering that it had no doubt been decades since the last time 
he'd had company. Naruto could certainly sympathize with that, so 
he'd made sure that the man encountered a woman that would sleep 
with him early on. 


Of course, that had ended up being something of a problem when 
Machello had developed an unfounded(and unreturned) infatuation 
with her, once again probably a result of his prolonged isolation. A 
few months of therapy and some additional sexual encounters had 
mostly taken care of that. By then the de-aged genius had started 
getting antsy and couldn't keep himself from building things 
anymore. He was a bit scatterbrained but every bit as brilliant as 
expected. 


Travell could only stare at him numbly, so many things going through 
her head that she couldn't even speak. 


"Your oh so precious technology still wasn't good enough to detect a 
ship cloaked with the latest stealth technology and your computer 
security was a joke." Naruto continued. 


"But... the security codes..." Travell said weakly. 


"Yes, those were very cute." He agreed. "Tell me granny, have you 
ever heard of the term ‘computer hacking'?" 


She slowly shook her head. 


"| didn't think so, a bunch of self absorbed ninnies like you probably 
hadn't even considered breaching computer security like that. I'll 
admit that the foreign computer architecture was a bit of a problem at 
first, but nothing that a little tinkering couldn't fix." 


Naruto waited a while to see if she was going to respond, but Travell 
still looked as if something had short circuited so he continued. 


"You're probably trying to classify what | did. You can't say that it's a 
crime since your laws don't apply to me, so you're having trouble 
figuring it out. Allow me to simplify it for you. That level of theft done 
by a foreign nation is usually considered an act of war... but of 
course, the Tollan don't do war." 


He got up from his desk and walked over to the window overlooking 
the capital city, simply taking in the view and letting Travell get her 
shit together. 


"So you did it all to prove a point?" She asked bitterly after a minute 
of silence. "First you force this arrangement on us and then you steal 
from us just to show that you can?" 


"More or less." He admitted. "It's a nice little fantasy that you Tollan 
have been living in, but it only works if everyone else is like you too. 
Every time that you've interacted with someone else, it ended in 
disaster. Don't get me wrong, I'm impressed that you managed to 
create a society with so little conflict, but sticking your heads in the 
sand is just giving someone else an opportunity to fuck you in the 
ass." 


"Must you be so vulgar?" Travell snapped, a faint tinge of pink on her 
cheeks. 


Naruto turned to give her a grin. "I find a little vulgarity to be an 
excellent delivery system for important points in a conversation. You 
should try it sometime." 


Travell huffed and did not deign to respond. 


"Or maybe you should give assfucking a try. It might dislodge the 
pole you have up there and it's very pleasurable if done properly." 


Naruto chuckled to himself as the Tollan Chancellor stomped out of 
his office in an offended tantrum. 


"Too predictable granny, way too predictable." He said to himself, 
pondering Travell's complete lack of guile. 


She'd come here fuming with outrage at what he was making the 
Tollan learn and the different perspectives he was forcing on them. A 
little digression and some crude commentary and she'd stormed out 
without bothering to argue any further. 


If she was this easy to distract every time, then Tollana would find 
itself slipping into his control faster than predicted. 


There were already plenty of Tollan scientists and academics visiting 
Erius for the sake of their curiousity. Either because of the powers 
displayed by himself and Karasuba or for the variety of knowledge 
the Empire had that Tollana didn't simply because they were not so 
isolated. 


The real prize however, were the many people who simply wanted to 
see more of the ones that had saved them. 


Naruto knew that Tollan society was very open and that every minute 
detail was available for public perusal, but he still had the distinct 
feeling that the Curia would have preferred to keep the events of the 
Triad hushed up. There had been far too many witnesses for that to 
happen though. 


Learning that their leaders had dropped the ball in a major way and 
that they would have been destroyed if not for him had done a lot to 
snap people out of the 'I am Tollan, | am too good for the likes of you' 
mindset that had plagued the Tollan since the destruction of their 
neighbours, the Saritans. 


The Curia, just like every government ever, no doubt sorely wished 
that their people were completely homogenic and therefore easy to 
deal with, but that wasn't the way things worked. There were plenty 
of Tollan that were eager to explore new places and meet new 
people, but had simply been frightened to do so given the threat of 
the Goa'uld and the clusterfuck that had been their ham handed 
attempt to help Sarita. 


Naruto on the other hand absolutely loved diversity. He wanted 
people of all shapes and colors, from cultures of every type and level 
of advancement. It made ruling exponentially more difficult, but he 
didn't care about that. Where was the fun in things being easy and 
monotonous anyway? The endless bitching as such a variety of 
people learned to live together served to keep him amused and he 


was always there to keep things from boiling over into serious 
hostility. Xanna was better suited to the logistical aspects of running 
their Empire while he handled the more people related matters, 
though he did drag her to social events every so often to prevent her 
from getting the reputation of a recluse disdainful of her own people. 


The bottom line of this was that the Tollan were dreadfully boring in 
comparison to the Imperials and a great many of them knew it. 


Even Naruto had been surprised by how many Tollan had wanted to 
come over for a visit. He'd expected that there would be some, which 
was the whole reason he'd forced such wide diplomatic access 
between their two nations, neatly preventing any pussyfooting on the 
part of the Curia, but the level of interest had surprised even him. 


He was especially gleeful over the ever increasing numbers of barely 
legal Tollan that were drawn to the Empire mostly due to rumors of 
sexually liberal men and women. 


Naruto kept a small army of prostitutes on retainer to make sure that 
they found what they were looking for. 


Oh, they weren't called prostitutes anymore. Those days had long 
since passed and he'd made sure to keep the oldest profession a 
much more civilized affair than it usually was anyway. These days 
they weren't, strictly speaking, prostitutes. You couldn't just walk into 
a brothel somewhere and pay a girl for a night. 


Nowadays, they were more like highly professional company. Well 
spoken, educated, outgoing and socially adept(many of them had 
degrees in the social sciences in fact), even Naruto in his 
characteristic bluntness was forced to admit that calling them whores 
was grossly inaccurate. They were certainly well compensated for 
their company, but they didn't just spread their legs in exchange for 
coin anymore. 


Fortunately, the sexual openness of the Celestial Empire had so far 
prevented the resurgence of more garden variety prostitution, though 


he had no doubt that there was the occassional woman(or man) that 
sold their body in exchange for various luxuries. 


But to get back to the point, he kept the Tollan buried in very enticing 
company. It was an arrangement that both sides were happy with. 


The Tollan, because they were young and therefore horny, and 
Tollan society was a bit stuck up on the subject of sex. No doubt the 
fact that this wasn't happening on Tollana was giving them a ‘what 
happens on Erius, stays on Erius' mentality and they were more 
willing to be adventurous because of it. 


Naruto was more than happy to encourage this, because he knew 
that what happened on Erius was most definitely not going to stay on 
it in the exact same way that what happened in Vegas often didn't 
stay in Vegas. 


On the other hand, his people were pleased with the arrangement 
because they had turned sex into an art form and were always 
happy to show off. The fact that they got to play with the rather 
repressed and therefore easily flustered Tollan was just a bonus. 


Naruto wondered if he was the first person to ever attempt conquest 
through prostitution. There was more going on than just that 
obviously, but that was the part that he was most interested in. If all 
went according to plan, there would be so many Tollan living in both 
cultures that Tollana would first slip into the status of client state and 
eventually become just another province. 


It would no doubt take a long while, but it would be far less messy 
than a military invasion. Besides, he was immortal and could afford 
to play the long game. This also meant that elements of their culture 
would seep into Imperial society, which was something that he was 
always in favor of. Even the Tollan had to have something interesting 
that was worth incorporating. 


Unaware of Naruto's intentions of a generally well meaning but 
arrogant and ruthlessly pragmatic conquest of the galaxy, Travell 
stomped back to her temporary home on Erius. 


She hated talking to the horned Emperor even more than she hated 
being on this planet. Everything was just so frustrating that it made 

her want scream like a child throwing a temper tantrum sometimes, 
in large part due to her inability to do anything about it. 


She hated the way that Naruto was playing up the debt that the 
Tollan owed him for saving them in public but made subtle threats of 
invasion in private if they didn't comply. She hated that there was 
nothing she could do but bend to his will because the consequences 
of not doing so were unthinkable. 


She hated what he was doing to the Tollan youth even more. The 
Tollan had always prided themselves on their restraint. 


The Empire had no restraint. 


They conducted scientific research on things best left undisturbed 
and looked at you as if you were mad when you suggested that such 
a thing as ‘unwise research’ even existed. One of the system's gas 
giants now had a decidedly lopsided moon due to an accident during 
an experiment with anti-matter. She had tried to explain to Naruto 
that anti-matter was far too volatile to use as a power source, but he 
waved her off and told her that explosions were a good sign because 
it meant you were trying something new. She couldn't even begin to 
comprehend by what twisted reasoning could explosions be counted 
as a good thing. 


They rutted with each other like animals, turning an otherwise 
beautiful act of intimacy between two people into a meaningless 
thrill. This stung in particular, because she could see how many 
newly adult Tollan were taking advantage of the open invitation the 
Empire had extended to experience said meaningless thrill. The 
building that her apartment was in provided housing to many Tollan 


and she'd seen plenty of native men and women coming and going. 
It didn't take much to guess what they had been doing. 


They waged a war of annihilation against the Goa'uld that they 
themselves started. Attempts to convince them that violence 
wouldn't solve anything had only started a philosophical debate in 
which the burden of guilt had been pushed on the Tollan for not 
starting a war with the Goa'uld. Frustrating didn't even begin to cover 
it. It wasn't the place of the Tollan to push their ways on the rest of 
the galaxy, not even the Goa'uld, but the Celestial Empire obviously 
had no such compuction. 


Travell resented it all and couldn't wait to go home, where she would 
push to close down diplomatic relations with the Celestial Empire. 


The unmistakeable profile of an Asgard mothership appeared in the 
home system of the Celestial Empire and began to cruise towards 
Erius at a leasurely pace. It transmitted the IFF of Thor's personal 
ship, the Beliskner, and was left unaccosted by the various defences 
since it was not unheard of for the Supreme Commander of the 
Asgard Fleet to drop by. Rare, but not unheard of. 


This was a serious screw up because the ship was currently infested 
with Replicators and not under Thor's control. 


Still, Thor was hopeful that the powers commanded by Naruto and 
Xanna would be equal to the task of defeating the Replicators. The 
Asgard had not wanted to involve outsiders in their war thus far, but 
the war had started getting a bit desperate lately and Thor was 
prepared to put aside racial pride and ask for help. Again. 


His plan had been to transport either Naruto or Xanna up to his ship 
and hope that they could deal with his little infestation problem. He 
really hoped they could deal with it, because he was not looking 
forward to the idea of explaining to them that he might have 
inadvertantly caused them to be targeted by the ravenous 
technological scourge. 


To his great consternation, his sensors informed him that neither of 
the horned sovereigns was on Erius. He knew that they often 
personally led attacks against the Goa'uld, but this was terrible 
timing. He wasn't particularly familiar with anyone else in the Empire, 
but he absolutely needed to get someone onboard the ship before 
the Replicators decided that they were numerous enough to descend 
on the planet. It would be nigh impossible to get rid of them if they 
did that. 


Feeling uncommonly hesitant, he decided to transport another 
person that he was reasonably familiar with and whom he knew to 
be very powerful. 


Akitsu's tongue flicked over her lips as she stared into the frothy and 
slightly blue tinged mess of her latest smoothie, wondering how it 
would taste like. She had spent decades experimenting with various 
fruits, nuts and all sorts of other things gathered from across the 
galaxy in her pursuit of the perfect fruity confection. 


Naruto and Xanna had been very encouraging of this pursuit and 
always wanted to try out her experiments themselves. They had 
even gotten her an extra large sonic blender for the purpose, which 
was currently filled up with enough of her most recent creation to 
feed a family of eight. 


Taking a large glass, she filled it up and brought it to her lips. 


A small moan escaped her at the delicious flavor and she could 
swear that lights flashed behind her closed eyelids. She definitely 
needed to make a note of this recipe for later. 


She lowered the glass with a quiet, satisfied sigh and opened her 
eyes again. 


Said eyes crinkled in confusion at her surroundings and she looked 
back at her smoothie suspiciously. She didn't remember putting 
anything into it that would cause teleportation. The people at food 


control were supposed to report any such strange properties. Then 
again, they probably didn't do as much mixing as she did. 


Alternatively, the teleportation might have nothing to do with her 
smoothie, which was also a theory that deserved exploring. 


Well, at least she was somewhere familiar. She'd been on Asgard 
ships before and knew the look of it. It was probably Thor's ship. He 
was the only one that made the occasional visit. She should go find 
him and either find out why he had transported her up here without 
warning or apologize for accidentally invading his ship. 


That decided, she made her way out of the room she'd appeared in 
and found herself in a hallway. Her careful deliberation of which 
direction to go in was interrupted by a strangely mechanical 
skittering. The sound was soon followed by the source, that being a 
swarm of four legged mechanical arachnids. 


Akitsu watched placidly as they walked past her, blinking slowly as 
she considered what to make of this event. 


"Ah... cute." 


A little more walking and she finally located the elusive Supreme 
Commander. He was located in a fairly small-ish room that was 
empty aside from a computer terminal. He turned towards the door 
when she entered, blinking at her slowly. 


Akitsu blinked back equally slowly. "Hello." 


"Greetings." Thor said back. "My apologies for transporting you 
without warning, but the situation is urgent." 


Ah, so it wasn't the smoothie. That was probably a good thing, if a bit 
disappointing. At least she could finish it without worrying about 
another spontaneus teleportation though. 


Thor blinked, narrowed his eyes slightly and cocked his head as the 
woman he hoped would help him solve his Replicator problem slowly 
emptied the glass in her hands. If he were not Asgard, he may have 
been offended by the lack of attention she showed him. If he were 
not Asgard, he might have noticed that she seemed to be in a hurry 
to drink all of it, as if worried that he might ask to try it. 


Fortunately, he was Asgard, so neither did he notice the selfishness, 
nor was he offended by the casual disregard of his person. 


Once she was done, Akitsu looked around for a place to put down 
her glass and pouted slightly when she saw that there was none, 
forcing her to stand there awkwardly with an empty glass in her 
hands. 


Unfortunately, Thor was Asgard, so this flew right over his head. 


"My ship has been infested by Replicators and they have found the 
location of Erius in my databanks. | have disabled the outgoing 
transportes to prevent them from going down to the surface, but it is 
only a matter of time before they use other means to do so." 


"They are bad?" Akitsu asked. They looked cute to her. 

"Very bad." Thor confirmed. "Should they make it to the surface, they 
will consume all available raw material to replicate more of 
themselves." 


Akitsu had to admit that that did sound pretty bad. Naruto and Xanna 
would not be happy if the cute metal spiders ate their cities. 


"How to stop them?" She asked. 


"The easiest way would be to destroy the ship." The Asgardian said 
in his usual monotone. 


Akitsu pursed her lips in thought. Naruto and Xanna would not be 
happy if she blew herself up either, so that was out of the question. 


"Your unique ability to freeze things may also be effective." Thor 
continued. 


Akitsu perked up. Freezing, she could do. 


Kocho blinked the spots out of her eyes as she was abruptly 
abducted by an Asgard transporter beam. 


"Ah... Kocho." Akitsu greeted, most of her attention focused on the 
thick wall of ice she was maintaining. 


"Akitsu, Thor." The Brain Sekirei greeted. "What is going on?" 


Thor gave a quick recap of the situation, this time interrupted many 
times by questions by the more curious of the two Sekirei. 


"| see." Kocho said evenly, making a note to put in place more 
stringent regulations for recognising allied ships. "Am | to assume 
that your ice powers did not work on them?" 


"They did." Akitsu replied. "Until it melted." 


"And now we find oursleves trapped in this room while the 
Replicators try to melt through your ice from the other side." Kocho 
summarized. 


"Akitsu had hoped that your ability to interface with technology would 
be of use." Thor offered. 


"Perhaps." Kocho said noncommittally. 


Wasting no further time on words, Kocho brushed her mind against 
the technology surrounding her. The ship's computer was instantly 
recognisable, used as it was to a cognitive interface, but it was 
corrupted by these Replicators. 


The Replicators themselves were an interesting presence. Not quite 
an artificial intelligence, but possessing an extremely complex and 


adaptive decision tree. Oddly enough, it seemed as if they were 
designed to be controlled by a sapient mind, so her intrusion into 
their system went uncontested. 


"Akitsu, could you allow one of them through?" She asked. 
"That is inadvisable." Thor observed. 


Akitsu paid no heed to the words of the Asgardian and left a hole in 
her ice wall long enough for one of the spider form Replicators to 
skitter through, whereupon she immediately froze its legs. It instantly 
started melting, forcing the Ice Sekirei to exert her power continously 
to keep it trapped so that the Brain Sekirei could poke at it. 


They were a fascinating creation. Kochō was able to feel the hive 
mind-like subspace link between each Replicator block that 
connected them all together, even those in the distant Ida Galaxy. 
She couldn't tell how they had managed to disrupt the power 
keeping Akitsu's ice eternally cold, but she could tell that their 
processing power increased with every single block they made. 


Kocho did not have the slightest idea how to deactivate these things, 
their technology being far beyond her understanding. Any attempt to 
understand them flooded her mind with knowledge that she had no 
hope of figuring out and gave her a headache to boot, but she knew 
that fighting their programming with her mind would be futile at best 
and suicidal at worst. Fortunately, she wasn't a meathead like 
Karasuba and had no intention of butting heads with the Replicators 
and their immense processing power. 


Delving past the adaptive programming, she sought out their most 
basic command. As she'd noted before, the Repilcators acted 
without malice or will of their own and accepted the presence of a 
sapient mind without fuss as long as she didn't try to force them to 
go against their programming. Finally, she found what she was 
looking for. Past the mountains of assimilated information was one 
very basic command. 


Replicate. 


Well, that was predictable. Now all she had to do was make a little 
tweak... 


Obey. 


Perfect. 


"You girls have certainly been busy while we've been away." Xanna 
murmured distractedly, peering at the mechanical spider in her 
hands. 


She had already wrested control of them away from Kocho and 
commanded all the Replicators in the Ida Galaxy to come to Erius. 
They should be arriving soon. 


Thor had been immensely grateful in his usual Asgardian way and 
uploaded everything that the Asgard knew about the Replicators to 
their computers. 


Xanna couldn't help but reflect on how things had been snowballing 
recently. The addition of the Replicators to their forces would make 
them effectively unstoppable. What had once been the scourge of 
the Asgard would now be a highly effective addition to their military 
and workforce. And that wasn't even mentioning their ability to 
enhance any technology they came into contact with and how much 
they could learn by studying them. 


A slight tug on her sleeve broke Xanna out of her thoughts and she 
turned to look at Akitsu. 


"Ah... where is Naruto?" The Ice Sekirei asked curiously. 


Xanna's face twitched briefly into an irritated grimace as she was 
reminded of the latest stupidity conjured by her husband. 


"He is... otherwise engaged.” 


Some time earlier. 


"Alright ladies and ladyboys, you know how this goes. We go in, blow 
shit up and go out." Naruto said to the small fleet he was currently 
leading as they burst out of hypersapce. 


There was a chorus of acknowledgements and they advanced on 
Sokar's largest shipyard, one that was actually in space, wonder of 
wonders. 


Both he and Xanna were present for a change, as they would later 
split up and go after their individual targets While Sokar scrambled to 
defend his shipyard. 


"Sir, we are not detecting any defences." The sensors officer 
reported. 


"That's odd." Naruto said dubiously, starting to smell something fishy 
about the situation. Sure, they had been harrassing Sokar's holdings 
for a while now in preparation of this attack, but it was strange that 
the pasty faced Goa'uld would leave a strategic asset like this 
completely undefended. 


"Ships decloaking, Ha'tak class." The same officer cried out in alarm. 
"They outnumber us six to one and we are surrounded.” 


"Oh." Naruto said eloquently. 


That was new. No Goa'uld had so far shown the ability to cloak a 
whole Ha'tak. Apparently they'd managed to keep that little tidbit of 
information hidden long enough to use it for a trap and Sokar had 
also placed a critical asset at risk in order to use it as bait. That was 
shockingly cunning for a Goa'uld. 


"Full retreat, use the Malleus to protect the other ships as they 
escape." He ordered calmly. 


"Even the Malleus will not be able to withstand that amount of fire for 
long." His first officer observed even as his orders were carried out. 


"Yes." Naruto nodded in acknowledgement. "It will be destroyed." 
"| will prepare your escape shuttle Heika." The man said solemnly. 


"Don't bother, I'm not leaving. Someone has to stay and cover your 
asses." Naruto quipped with a grin. 


The first officer was scandalized. "B-But Heika, | cannot let you die 
here!" 


"Don't be so dramatic." Naruto rolled his eyes. "I'll be fine." 
"But still..." 


Naruto talked right over him as if he hadn't continued to protest. 
"Besides, this is a Captain's prerogative." 


And with that, the entire crew, three thousand strong in all, was 
teleported across the other ships in the fleet. 


Naruto sped around the bridge, rerouting all power to shields, 
including life support. Even that wasn't enough to hold off the nearly 
one hundred Ha'tak that were pouring plasma fire into his ship and 
very soon, the bridge was filled with the sound of exploding conduits 
and similarly dramatic events. 


"What do you think you are doing husband?" Xanna asked as her 
image appeared on the viewscreen. 


"The last duty of a leader is to give his life for the protection of his 
people." He said gravelly. "Do not mourn my loss, for | am glad to die 
for this noble cause." 


"That would have had more impact if you were in any actual danger." 
Xanna said dryly. 


"No doubt." He agreed. "But I'm curious about what the Goa'uld will 
try with me in ‘captivity’ and I've been looking for an excuse to let 
myself get captured for years ." 


"Very well," Xanna allowed with a sigh and then pinned him witha 
hard look. "but if you are not back in my bed within a week | will be 
most displeased." 


Naruto gave her an aghast look. "A week ?! Are you mad? A week 
without your divine booty would be the end of me. I'll be back a lot 
faster than that." 


"Good." She nodded curtly and cut the connection. 


Now with no further reason to stick around on the bridge, Naruto put 
the self-destruct on a short timer and made a headlong rush towards 
the escape pods, grinning the whole time as the ship broke apart 
around him. 


He spared a moment of regret for the complete lack of fear he was 
feeling. If there was one thing that he missed about being mortal, it 
was the blood rush of a life and death struggle. He would have to 
see if he could work on some kind of Fuinjutsu that would allow him 
to temporarily forget his omnipotent invincibility so that he could feel 
it again. That was a project that he kept putting off for one reason or 
another, but it was times like this that he was reminded just how 
much he missed the crazy battles of his youth. 


A jagged piece of broken metal bounced off his skull and snapped 
him out of his ruminations. 


He managed to make it to the escape pod before his ship blew and 
he looked towards the wreckage of his mighty vessel with a nostalgic 
expression. 


"Nope, can't do it." He sighed to himself after a minute. "I just can't 
feel sorry that my ship got destroyed, because now | have an excuse 
to make an even bigger one." 


Naruto sighed to himself in boredom. 


He was currently on Sokar's Throne World of Delmak, his arms 
bound by thick chains and hanging from the ceiling of the palace 
dungeons. He was wearing only his pants, which meant that he was 
dressed almost normally. 


The source of his boredom was that none of the System Lords had 
come to see him for the almost compulsive gloating that they were 
known for. Not even Sokar, and it was his fucking planet. 


Honestly, it was very rude to keep people waiting like this and if they 
didn't shape up soon, he was going to escape and go on a merry 
rampage. Didn't they know that he was delaying sex with his wife for 
their sake?! 


Just as he was contemplating the merits of ripping the chains out of 
the wall, his sensitive ears picked up on the sound of footsteps. 


To his slight surprise all of the System Lords filed into the room, 
though on second thought, he should have expected that they'd all 
want to gloat over his ‘capture’. The ranks of the System Lords were 
a bit reduced though, as Camulus, Olokun, Svarog and Kali had 
been killed in various space battles over the course of the war and 
Heru'ur had recently found himself captured and executed by 
Setsuna during a ground battle. 


That still left Cronus, Nirrti, Morrigan, Bastet, Ba'al, Amaterasu, Yu 
and of course the de facto Supreme Douchebag Sokar. 


"Hey there." Naruto greeted with his most infuriating smirk. "I'd offer 
you something to drink, but I'm a bit tied up at the moment, unless 


you'd like some man juice. You'd have to pull my pants down and 
work for it though." 


"Impudence." Ba'al stated contemptously. 
"Is that what the Goa'uld call it?" Naruto snickered. 


"Enough." Sokar rasped. "You have long been a thorn in our side 
Emperor Uzumaki." 


Naruto did not deign to respond and instead took a deep whiff of air 
and looked directly at Morrigan. "Well somebody is enjoying herself. 
Does the sight of little old me in chains make your crotch tingle, you 
chesty ginger cunt?" 


Somehow this managed to offend all the System Lords at once, 
though Sokar and Morrigan were more offended than most. One 
because he'd been ignored and the other for obvious reasons. 


With a cry of outrage Morrigan grabbed a nearby torture rod and 
stabbed it at Naruto's midsection with unnecessary force. The spiky 
forked implement would have skewered a normal man if jabbed that 
hard, not to mention the pain it was designed to cause. 


Much to the shock of the System Lords, Naruto was not only not 
pierced, but he giggled and jerked away in a decidedly not-pained 
fashion. 


"Stop that, I'm gonna pee!" He continued to giggle until Morrigan 
finally removed the torture implement. 


"Ooh, somebody doesn't like it when her men talk back to her." 
Naruto purred. "Unpleasant memories perhaps?" 


This time she swung the torture rod at his face in a much less refined 
method of causing pain. He leaned his head to the side so that one 
of his horns got stuck in between the two prongs of the rod and then 
jerked it out of her hands. 


"Better luck next time." He leered with an amused twinkle in his eyes 
as the rod clattered to the ground. 


"Control yourself!" Cronus snapped as he saw that Morrigan was 
about to lose her temper again. 


"Don't be so hard on her." Naruto scolded. "It's not her fault that 
she's a cock hungry whore." 


Morrigan rounded on him with a roar and slammed her fist into his 
jaw. His rock hard jaw. 


Naruto snickered as the Celtic themed System Lord cradled her 
broken wrist and fled the room. He was glad that he'd waited now, 
this was hilarious. 


"We should just kill him." Bastet said contemptously. 


"Like | killed you friend Kali?" Naruto asked cuttingly before one of 
the others could say something about his worth as a hostage. "Do 
you miss having someone lick your crotch kitty cat? | could do it for 
you." 


An obscenely long tongue waggle accompanied his lewd offer, 
making Bastet draw a zat'nik'tel and dischrage it at him. 


Naruto shivered as the energy raced across his body and gave her a 
grin. 


"Do that again, it felt soooo good." He purred. 


Things continued in this vein for quite some time, with Yu being the 
only Goa'uld in the room that held back and simply observed. 


He did not like what he was seeing. 


Like the others, he had thought that with the capture of the horned 
man they would be able to turn the war around, but he was starting 
to get a very bad feeling about this. 


Their Supposed captive was simply too self-assured and fearless for 
the situation. He was also quite obviously the one in control despite 
being in chains. His fellow System Lords were becoming 
progressively more enraged as every effort to torture him failed. 
Even things that should have killed him had no effect and he 
remained as insolent as he had ever been. 


Yu could only watch and marvel as his fellows were reduced to little 
more than rabid animals by the actions and words of the horned 
man. He seemed to know exactly what to say to and what to do in 
order to inflict maximum insult. 


Aside from Morrigan and Bastet, he had already gotten to Cronus, 
Amaterasu and Sokar as well. 


Cronus had never dealt well with disrespect and did not take it well 
when a particularly juicy wad of spit was launched at his face. 


Sokar had simply been ignored, which quite possibly did more 
damage to his ego than anything else could have. 


Amaterasu tried to use her kara kesh to torture him, only for the 
horned man's obscenely long tongue to lash at her face and slither 
down the front of her clothing, ripping it off in the process. 


Ba'al caught it and cut it off with a knife, looking momentarily 
triumphant. The triumph faded when the severed appendage 
continued wriggling like a live serpent. 


"The ladies will probably appreciate that more than you." Naruto 
quipped, demonstrating to all and sundry that his tongue had already 
regenerated. 


Ba'al dropped the severed tongue in disgust. It shriveled up and 
crumbled to dust as soon as it hit the ground. 


Amaterasu left in a rage, holding the torn remnants of her clothing to 
her chest. 


When the flame colored eyes met his, Yu could see the unrestrained 
amusement in them. It was at that point that the Jade Emperor 
decided that he didn't want to be here anymore. 


Naruto chortled as he heard Bastet panting in exertion and growling 
infrustration when her attempt at whipping him failed to produce 
even a faint red mark on his back. It had produced a large number of 
lewd comments though. 


This had been terribly amusing, but he decided that it was time to 
end it. He had a wife to get back to. 


Morrigan had come back once her wrist had been healed, but she'd 
run away again when he'd driven her into a rage with his words a 
second time and all attempts at gagging him had proven useless 
because he'd easily chewed through whatever they used to try it. 
Apparently she couldn't stand it when men talked back to her, go 
figure. 


Amaterasu hadn't come back since the tongue incident. 


Yu had left without saying a word or even attempting any gloating or 
torture. If Naruto didn't know better, he'd think that the old fucker 
actually suspected what he was planning. 


That still left Bastet, Ba'al, Cronus and Sokar, who were all still trying 
to find a way to torture him that would actually work. 


Nirrti was also still sticking around, trying to get a DNA sample with 
an equal lack of success. He didn't shed hair or skin and his blood 
couldn't be drawn against his will. Honestly, the only reason he'd 
waited this long was to see if she'd get desperate enough to try a 
handjob, but nothing so far. She'd probably have sent a slave girl to 
do it eventually, but Naruto had no intention of letting that happen. If 
she wanted his man juice, she should have tried to extract it herself. 


Bastet was just coming back around to the front when he tore the 
chains right out of the wall and grabbed her face in both hands. 


"Did you really think that those silly chains had ever held me?" He 
growled into her face menacingly with a wicked grin, paying no 
attention to the exclamations of shocked dismay from the other 
System Lords. 


Bastet was far too terrified to respond and just tried to pry his hands 
away without success. 


Looking at her face twisted in terrified shock, Naruto impulsively 
kissed her. That turned out to be a mistake as Bastet instinctively 
tried to jump hosts. 


Reeling back in surprise as the Goa'uld slithered into his mouth, he 
felt it trying to pierce the back of his throat, only to fail and slide 
helplessly down into his stomach. 


It should be noted that the contents of Naruto's stomach made 
sulphuric acid look like pancake syrup and his stomach itself did not, 
strictly speaking, conform to such pedestrian things as ‘size 
appropriate for the body it was in' and ‘being connected to the rest of 
the digestive tract’. It actually turned any matter that fell inside it into 
pure energy. This was all for the purpose of allowing him to eat as 
much as he pleased without ever needing to use the batroom. This 
in turn meant that Bastet suffered the rather ignobale death of being 
dissolved like so much junk food. 


"Bleh! | just deep throated a Goa'uld!" Naruto bitched and glared 
down at the corpse of Bastet's previous host. He'd been intending to 
make her and all the other female Goa'uld wear bunny outfits and 
dance for him. 


Ah well, Kali had already bitten the dust and it wouldn't have been as 
much fun without the both of them anyway. Maybe he could still get 
Morrigan to do it, that one was as temperamental as her ginger host 


would indicate and the humiliation of it was sure to rile her up 
something fierce. 


Deciding that he'd stalled long enough, he rushed into the pursuit of 
the fleeing System Lords, his haori materializing on him mid run. 


"Don't run away now! We've only just gotten started!" He yelled after 
them, letting out the distinctive Manic Dark Lord Laugh(™) that 
echoed off the walls and told everyone who heard it that a person 
with too much power and too few inhibitions was having fun. 


He had to run over a few Jaffa before he caught up to them, noting 
with amusement that they'd stayed in a group like a bunch of 
morons. 


"There you are!" He crowed, ripping a torch out of its wall sconce as 
he passed it and using it as a makeshift throwing weapon. He'd 
known that the Goa'uld obsession with torches would be the death of 
them one day! This wouldn't have happened if they had electric 
lights like normal people. 


He'd been aiming for Ba'al, but to his vast amusement, the 
Phoenician themed System Lord pulled Cronus into its path and got 
his nominal ally skewered through the skull by the still burning 
projectile, leaving him looking kind of like a gory birthday cake. 


Now they split up, Nirrti and Ba'al going down one corridor and 
leaving Sokar all by his lonesome. 


That was probably deliberate, since Sokar was a slower runner than 
them in his heavy robes . 


Naruto didn't really care either way, he just called the Kusanagi to 
him and willed it to change form into a monstrous spear. 


Sokar's world exploded into agony as the barbed blade burst through 
his chest and he was lifted into the air. 


The last thing he heard before the darkness took him was the 
disturbingly cheerful voice of his killer. 


"Come on Soaky, time to make your last public appearance." 


"Whoa..." Naruto said, seriously impressed as he looked at his 
captured fleet of Goa'uld ships being taken apart and the material 
making them up being repurposed by the vast swarm of Replicators 
that Akitsu and Kocho had appropriated. "And you two captured 
these little buggers all by yourselves?" 


"| froze them, but they melted it." Akitsu pouted. 


"They are surprisingly pliable to a sapient mind." Kocho added. "I 
theorize that they were always meant to be controlled by such, 
though why they were rampaging out of control in the Ida Galaxy 
remains a mystery." 


"One man's screw up is another man's gain | suppose." He 
shrugged. 


"Be careful Heika, your inner bastard is showing through that 
mangled metaphor." Kocho warned with a smirk. 


"Ah Kocho," Naruto sighed. "I wish you'd joke around more often. 
You're always so delightfully mean when you do it." 


"So, when he tired of playing games with you, Emperor Uzumaki tore 
free of his bonds, killed Bastet, Cronus and Sokar, paraded their 
corpses to their armies, took control of the majority and then left 
back towards his Throne World with them." Yu summarized neutrally. 


Nobody said anything. There was not much to say. 


All that remained of the System Lords was Yu, Ba'al, Morrigan, 
Amaterasu and Nirrti. Of them, Yu was the strongest and therefore 


the first among equals by default. Some distance behind him were 
Ba'al and Morrigan, who were almost equal in strength, followed by 
Amaterasu and lastly Nirrti. 


"| note that you left rather early on, Lord Yu." Nirrti commented 
eventually. "One cannot help but wonder if you were expecting such 
an event." 


"He was too self-assured." Yu said stonily. "I suspected that he had a 
means of getting free, though | was expecting a fleet." 


"It matters little now." Ba'al interjected before any of the others could 
start throwing blame around. Their situation was far too precarious 
right now for that. "This event has shifted the balance even further 
out of our favor. We must decide what to do." 


There was another long silence as everyone contemplated possible 
courses of action. With the Celestial Empire seizing control of so 
many assets, Sokar's large fleet being the most critical, they were 
now outnumbered for the first time in the entire conflict. Considering 
that the Empire had been winning despite being outnumbered, none 
of them had any illusions that the situation would improve for the 
Goa'uld now that the shoe was on the other foot. 


"We will send an emissary to the Celestial Empire and suggest a 
summit," Yu said heavily and pausing before he continued, the 
words obviously distasteful to him. "to discuss the terms of our 
surrender." 


Predictably, the others erupted into outrage and Yu made no attempt 
to calm them down. 


"We are losing this war." He said coldly at the first opportunity. "We 
have always been losing it. Their technological advantage over us 
has continued to grow, their troops are far superior to the Jaffa and 
now the Emperor has taken away our only advantage. | do not like it 
either, but such is war. If we surrender now, we may still be able to 
negotiate some terms." 


"To live as underlings?" Amaterasu spat. 


"To live at all!" Yu snapped at her. "With the forces now under their 
command, it will not be long before they sweep away all resistance. 
We still have enough strength to force a few concessions if we 
surrender now, but victory is out of our reach." 


It took a considerable amount of arguing, but eventually the others 
gave in. None of them were eager to give up their power, but they 
could think of no way to turn things around. 


Normally, Yu would never have considered surrender. He was an 
oddity among the Goa'uld in the way that he valued honor and he 
knew that none of his fellow System Lords had any. They would think 
nothing of wiping out entire planets just to make a point. It had 
happened before and sometimes for even less reason than that. It 
had not given him much reason to respect his fellows. 


Yu enjoyed war. He enjoyed the strategy and challenge of it, but he 
tried to keep it away from the humans under his rule, if for no other 
reason than the fact that dead slaves were of no use. He was still 
harsh, but he was not cruel simply for the sake of being cruel in the 
way of Sokar, Anubis and many other Goa'uld. 


He was not so prideful that he was unable to admit that he'd been 
bested and this time, it was actually by an enemy he could respect. 


"My master, the Jade Emperor, the Exalted Yu-Huang Shang Ti, bids 
you greetings on behalf of the System Lords." The Goa'uld in a man 

with severe Asian features said formally with a deep bow. He hadn't 

given a name, all the better to serve his role as a messenger. 


Hearing that a single Goa'uld in an unarmed cargo ship had showed 
up at the outer edges of the system and requested an audience had 
been quite the surprise. The Goa'uld must really be feeling the pinch 
if they were resorting to diplomacy. 


Naruto and Xanna had decided to take this in their throne room. It 
didn't get much use these days and this was not an occasion to be 
squandered. 


Setsuna was also present, standing at Naruto's side of the throne. 
She'd been the one to escort the Goa'uld emissary up here, though 
judging by the glare on her face, she would have preferred to kill 
him. 


"You've got some nerve coming here all by yourself." Naruto 
commented, slouching on his side of the throne. 


"Why were you sent?" Xanna asked. 


"The System Lords are ready to acknowledge your victory with good 
grace and wish to discuss the terms of their Surrender at a time of 
your choosing." 


Both Naruto and Xanna's eyebrows climbed to higher altitudes and 
they exchanged amused looks. Neither of them believed for a 
moment that there had been anything graceful about it. 


"Unexpectedly intelligent of them, but very well." Xanna said, tossing 
a datapad at the Goa'uld errand boy. "That datapad contains 
information on the laws of the Empire and negotiation protocol. The 
discussion will take place two weeks from now. We expect the 
System Lords to be well versed in both by the time they arrive" 


The Goa'uld gave another bow and left. 


"Heh, first you make them learn the laws for no reason and then kill 
them." Setsuna smirked. "I like it." 


"Sorry Setsuna-chan, but these negotiations are actually going to be 
for real." Naruto told her. 


Setsuna looked at him in disbelief. "You cannot mean that. The 
Goa'uld do not merit being treated as legitimate rulers." 


"They are as legitimate as anyone." Xanna said dismissively. 


"They must die." Setsuna insisted. "You know they will only cause 
problems in the future and their past crimes more than warrant it." 


"I'm getting pretty tired of killing clueless Jaffa." Naruto sighed. "This 
is the perfect way to end this war without slaughtering any more 
people who really should know better. It'll make our Jaffa happy at 
least." 


It would unfortunately mean giving up on his plan to claim Morrigan, 
Nirrti and Amaterasu as spoils of war and turn them into bunny girls 
for a while before killing them, but it was worth it if it got this 
progressively more boring war with the Goa'uld over with. 


"For five hundred years | have helped you fight them." Setsuna 
ground out, glaring at him angrily. "Now, at the very end, you intend 
to let them live?" 


Naruto blinked in surprise at her tone. They'd disagreed plenty of 
times in the past, but this was the first time that she'd spoken to him 
like that. The thing was that he really was bored of the Goa'uld. He 
wanted to be done with them already so that they could move on to 
Earth... but he didn't want Setsuna to be mad at him either. She was 
a friend and he knew how deep her grudge against the Goa'uld was, 
she'd never be able to let it go for as long as a single one of them 
lived. 


Surely there was a way to have it both ways? He'd been planning to 
quietly have them removed either way, but he knew that every 
moment they lived would gnaw at Setsuna. A quick review of the 
situation provided the answer. It would take some... stretching... of 
the legalities, but it would hardly be the first time he'd done that and 
it did gave him a way to summarily murder the Goa'uld without 
violating rules of a diplomatic meeting. 


"Don't worry Setsuna, | fully expect them to hang themselves." He 
said soothingly. "And in the extremely unlikely event that they don't 


blunder into the trap, we can arrange for their ships to encounter a 
freak hyperspace storm on their way back." 


The diminutive bundle of rage simmered down, anger replaced by 
curiousity as to what kind of trap he was talking about. 


Bra'tac sat on one of the comfortable chairs of the Tau'ri ‘briefing 
room’ as they called it, feeling almost incongrously excited for 
someone of his age. Then again, it wasn't every day that one carried 
news like his. 


Hammond, O'Neill and Teal'c were already present. Only the recently 
promoted Major Carter needed to arrive before he could deliver 


those news. Doctor Rothman had decided that field work was not for 
him. 


It didn't take long before she arrived, looking just a bit flustered. 
"Sorry I'm late." She said and sat down. 


Before anything more could be said, a black bunny jumped on the 
table and settled down into the unoccupied spot. 


"Bjorn, no! Get off the table." Sam told the rabbit sternly. 
He gave her a superior look and refused to move. 


Bra'tac was baffled, Jack smirked, Teal'c remained stoic and 
Hammond sighed in resignation. 


"Just let it go, Major." The General said. 


The rabbit had well and truly demonstrated just how much people 
could get used to if they had to. The persistent rodent followed Sam 
everywhere . To her home, to briefings, even on missions and no 
matter what anyone tried to do to stop him, he always found a way. 


General Hammond never thought that he'd see the day whena 
rabbit managed to outmaneuver the security of a top secret facility 
like the SGC. It was like something out of a Bugs Bunny cartoon. 
Even worse was that nobody could figure out how Bjorn was doing it. 
According to their tests he was a perfectly normal rabbit, except for 
the fact that he was seemingly capable of teleportation the moment 
that he was out of sight of the guards or cameras. 


"Master Bra'tac, you said that you have important news?" He 
prompted, wanting to move away from the topic of the entirely too 
smart animal. 


"Yes." The old Jaffa said slowly, giving the rabbit one last odd 
glance. "Some days ago, The Celestial Empire launched an assault 
on Sokar's largest shipyard. Such a move would have crippled the 
ability of the System Lords ro recover from their loses if it were 
succesful." 


"| take it that it wasn't? Successful that is." Jack asked. 


"No, it was a trap set by the Goa'uld. The fleet of the Celestial 
Empire found itself surrounded and outnumbered. The Emperor 
sacrificed his vessel to allow everyone else to escape, but he was 
captured in the process." 


"Uzumaki got captured ?" Jack asked incredulously. 


His disbelief was shared by everyone else in the room. With the kind 
of power that the horned man had demonstrated, the idea that he 
could be taken prisoner was ludicrous. 


"Emperor UZumaki was taken to Sokar's Throne World of Delmak, 
no doubt to be tortured as a demonstration of Sokar's power." Bra'tac 
continued. 


"Is the Empire planning a rescue mission?" Hammond asked. He 
didn't have much personal experience with the Empress, but she 
hadn't struck him as a woman to take something like this lying down. 


"There was no need." Bra'tac answered with a small grin breaking 
through. "O'Neill's disbelief was well placed. As soon as the other 
System Lords came to Delmak to see their new captive, he broke 
free and killed Bastet, Cronus and Sokar." 


"Sweet." Jack smirked. 
"Cronus is dead?" Teal'c asked, slightly startled. 


"Indeed Teal'c." Bra'tac confirmed, knowing what that meant for his 
old apprentice. 


Teal'c did not really know how he felt about that. Cronus had 
murdered his father and he had burned for revenge for decades. He 
had hoped to kill that particular Goa'uld himself, but he supposed 
this was fine as well. Dead was dead, even if he was denied the 
satisfaction of killing him personally. 


"What does this mean for the war?" Sam asked. 


"That is the main reason that | have come." Bra'tac admitted. 
“Emperor Uzumaki was not content with merely killing three of the 
remaining System Lords. Afterwards, he paraded their corpses 
before their armies to break the faith of their Jaffa in the Goa'uld. In 
this he was largely successful and seized the majority of the three 
fallen System Lords forces for himself in the same way that a rival 
Goa'uld would have done." 


"Then the balance of power has tipped heavily in favor of the 
Celestial Empire." Teal'c stated, having a fairly good guess on how 
many vessels that was. 


"So heavily in fact, that the System Lords have capitulated." Bra'tac 
confirmed. "They have sent an emissary to Erius to announce this 
and will be arriving there personally in two weeks to discuss the 
terms of their surrender." 


"Good news all around." Jack declared. In the back of his mind, the 
conversation he'd had with Setsuna on Tollana niggled at him. The 
Empire intended to exterminate the Goa'uld, so he had a feeling that 
these negotiations wouldn't really be going the way that the 
snakeheads hoped. Not that anything seemed to be going the way 
the snakeheads hoped lately. 


Everyone agreed with him and Hammond decided that SG-1 would 
be going to Erius to watch, since the proceedings would apparently 
be available for public viewing. Earth, or the United States at least, 
had technically been at war with the Goa'uld since the fracas with Ra 
on Abydos. To that end, having representatives present for the 
System Lords surrender would nicely tie things up even if Earth had 
been only a minor nuisance to them in comparison to the Celestial 
Empire. 


The day of the long awaited surrender negotiation had finally arrived 
and the remaining System Lords were gathered in the throne room 
of the Imperial Palace. In a completely unsubtle indication of their 
inferior position, they were not given seats and had to stand. 


Across from them was the Obsidian Throne, upon which sat Naruto 
and Xanna and looked down on them from their elevated position. 


Sitting on a hovering platform off to the side was Kocho, ostensibly 
acting as an announcer and mediator. 


"This summit is called to order." She began. "Representing the 
Goa'uld Hegemony and the High Council of System Lords are 
Morrigan, Ba'al, Nirrti, Amaterasu and Yu-Huang Shang Ti acting as 
primary speaker." 


Kocho took a deep breath to prepare herself for the harder part of 
the introductions. Harder because Naruto couldn't help himself from 
working a little prank into it and then insisting that she do it. 


"Representing the Celestial Empire, His Divine Imperial Majesty 
Uzumaki Naruto, God-Emperor, also known as The Lord of the Sky, 
The Father of Mankind and The Badass Emperor of Badassitude." 
She finished the list of titles monotonously, inwardly wishing that 
Naruto hadn't gotten her involved in his pranks. 


Xanna looked at Kocho oddly before turning to give her husband an 
irritated glare, who tried his best to look innocent. 


In one of the palace's lounge rooms, SG-1 plus Bra'tac and Zarin 
watched the proceedings with various levels of exasperation and/or 
bafflement. 


"The Father of Mankind? Really?" O'Neill asked with vast amounts of 
sceptical sarcasm. 


Zarin rubbed her forehead irritably as she explained it to him. "It is a 
title given to him by people who stubbornly insist that he and Xanna 
were the ones to create humanity despite all evidence to the 
contrary. Naruto thought that it sounded impressive though and 
decided to keep the title in spite of his own asserations against it." 


Everyone else could only nod, as this sounded exactly like 
something that Naruto would do. 


"And Badass Emperor of Badassitude?" Jack pressed. 

"| believe he made that one up himself." 

"Of course he did." Sam muttered. 

"Also representing the Celestial Empire, Her Divine Imperial Majesty 


Xanna, God-Empress, also known as The Ten Tailed Goddess, The 
Mother of Mankind and She Who Thirsts. 


Xanna's glare intensified to thermonuclear levels and Naruto began 
exuding a nearly palpable aura of innocence. It was in fact such an 
intense aura of innocence that nobody would have believed it. 


"What is this thing that Empress Xanna thirsts for?" Teal'c asked, 
puzzled by the odd title. 


"That one is new to me as well." 


"When this is over husband, we will be having words about you 
adding stupid titles to our introduction." Xanna hissed quietly. 


It was inevitable for people as prominent as them to accumulate 
several titles over their lifetimes, but the original introduction was 
only supposed to use one. Naruto had clearly thought it would be 
funny to use several, some of which he'd made up himself recently. 


Naruto winced imperceptibly. That sounded like a 4 out of 10 on the 
Xanna irritation scale, which was enough to merit some kind of mildly 
unpleasant retaliation. 


Totally worth it though. 


"As demanded by the Empire, the proceedings of this summit will be 
transmitted not only across the Empire, but also across all Long 
Range Visual Communication devices within the remaining Goa'uld 
territories." Kocho continued and turned to look at the Goa'uld. "Have 
the System Lords familiarized themselves with the rules for these 
proceedings and the laws of the Empire?" 


"We have." Yu confirmed. 


"You are aware that you speak not only for yourselves, but for the 
entirety of your faction?" 


"We are." 


"Then we may begin. As the ones to initiate this summit, you have 
the first word." 


Yu stepped forward, keeping his expression neutral and hoping that 
the much younger System Lords behind him had the good sense to 
keep their mouths shut. He was well aware of the subtle snubs that 
the Empire had already offered by making them stand and not listing 
any titles for them, but they were not in any position to complain 
about it. 


"The System Lords recognize the superior power of the Celestial 
Empire and are ready to admit defeat. If you will agree to cease 

hostilities, then the Goa'uld will pay a yearly tithe of raw materials 
and not attempt to expand our territories any further." He offered. 


Those were more or less standard terms for a defeated Goa'uld and 
quite honestly the best they could hope for in the current 
circumstances. They might still be able to claw their way back into 
power from that position eventually. 


"A tithe? With the inefficient methods you employ.” Xanna scoffed. 
"The Empire gathers more resources in a month than all of you 
combined do in a year. No, those terms are far too generous to you 
given the discrepancy between us. Our counter offer is thus: you will 
disband your armies, give up your titles and your territories. In 
exchange, you will be allowed to live as citizens of the Empire with 
all past transgressions dismissed." 


"That is unacceptable!" Amaterasu snapped, glaring up at the 
horned woman. 


"It is more than you deserve." Xanna said back coldly, glaring back 
at the Goa'uld until she lost her nerve and looked away. "If you do 

not like it then we can resume hostilities and we will take it all from 
you by force, in which case you need not expect any mercy." 


"| have... plans for you in that case." Naruto added in a purr, raking 
his eyes over the three female System Lords, making them balk as 


they remembered that he had favored taunting them during his very 
short tenure as their prisoner a few weeks ago. 


Giving Amaterasu a gimlet eye to shut her up despite the fact that he 
agreed with her about it being unacceptable, Yu started giving 
another counter offer and the negotiation continued. 


Back in the guest lounge, the observers watched as the discussion 
continued for a good half hour, terms being offered and rejected and 
offered anew until something was hammered out. 


After a while, Daniel could come to only one conclusion as things 
proceeded. 


"They're up to something.” 
"The Goa'uld?" Jack asked. 
"No, Naruto and Xanna." 


"But they've already won, what could they possibly be up to at this 
point?" Sam asked, baffled. 


"I'm afraid | must agree with doctor Jackson." Zarin interjected. 


"How can you know?" Bra'tac asked curiously. Not that he doubted 
their assessment, but since he always got the feeling that the horned 
duo were up to something, it didn't really tell him much. 


"It just isn't like them to humor someone like this." Daniel explained 
with a thoughtful frown. "I've looked into their past diplomatic 
interactions and they usually just dictate terms and refuse to back 
off. All this back and forth isn't like them at all." 


"This is humoring them?" Jack asked sarcastically. 


The Colonel had a point too, as Naruto and Xanna were steadily 
beating down the Goa'uld position into an ever bigger hole despite 


the best efforts of the System Lords to retain at least some token 
independence. 


"Yes." Zarin confirmed succintly. "When | first heard that they had 
agreed to this summit, | expected them to dictate terms similar to 
what Xanna had first offered and threaten to use their recently 
seized fleets if they did not accept. That they are willing to negotiate 
with an avowed enemy such as the Goa'uld when they do not do so 
with their own people is suspicious." 


"They appear to have reached a consensus." Teal'c rumbled, 
interrupting any further conversation. 


For the System Lords, the negotiation had been exhausting in a way 
they were not accustomed to. The Celestial Empire didn't want their 
tithes, had no use for their Jaffa as conscripts and felt only disdain 
for their technology. The only bargaining chip they had that was of 
any use was that continuing the war would be costly in lives and 
time. Not even the lives of the Empire's soldiers at that, but that of 
their own Jaffa and human populations which they wanted to keep 
alive. 


In the end, they had been forced to relinquish all of the worlds that 
they controlled and most of their military strength in exchange for 
being allowed to keep control over their respective Throne Worlds. 
Even that only on a probationary basis under the laws of the Empire, 
to be taken from them at the first severe breach. 


This meant that a large amount of restructuring awaited them in the 
future, which they were not at all looking forward to, but they would 
survive and they had managed to retain some scrap of their former 
power. 


"The summit is concluded." Kocho announced. "The Goa'uld 
Hegemony will from this moment on operate under the laws of the 
Celestial Empire as a vassal state and will be expected to 


immediately change those of its practices that are now illegal. Do the 
System Lords have anything else to say?" 


The System Lords did not look at each other as they shook their 
heads. What was there left to say? All of them were more than a little 
disgruntled at how little of their respective domains they had 
managed to preserve, but they knew that they couldn't fight 
anymore. 


"Nothing at all?" Naruto asked, leaning forward in his seat intently. 


Starting to feel a vague sense of dread, they exchanged confused 
glances as they tried to figure out why there was an edge of danger 
to the question. They knew that there was no protocol to be followed 
as a conclusion and nothing else was really coming to mind. 


"No." Yu finally said, knowing that an answer had to be given. 


Naruto stood up abruptly and grabbed hold of the Kusanagi from 
where it had been leaning against the throne, turning it a bit to make 
the light reflect off the blade for dramatic effect. 


"Then | find you to be in violation of the Empire's laws and sentence 
you to immediate execution." 


"WHAT?!" More than one Goa'uld voice cried out in shock. 


"Your enslavement of your current hosts is a crime well deserving of 
the penalty." Naruto went on belligerently. 


"We cannot help our need for hosts! It is a biological fact!" Nirrti 
yelled in outrage, backing away fearfully from the gleaming blade. 


"You said you were familiar with our laws, then you must have known 
that symbiotes must ask for volunteer hosts. You could have done so 
and waited for one to come forth. In that event, you would have been 
given time to wait for a volunteer to come forth, but you did not, 
thereby violating the condition that you would immediately rectify 


those of your practices that conflict with imperial law." Xanna 
interjected boredly, examining one of her claws. 


"None of the humans would have volunteered." Amaterasu sneered. 
"Irrelevant." Xanna sneered back ten times as disdainfully. 


"We are willing to do so now." Ba'al said quickly, seeing that the 
Situation was quickly heading towards violence. 


"You have already been sentenced, there is no appeal." Naruto shot 
down the idea with finality. "As you spoke for all Goa'uld, the 
punishment extends to them as well. Any Jaffa that slay a Goa'uld 
will be doing a service to the Empire and have my personal 
gratitude." 


The System Lords had just a moment to realize that the last 
sentence had been meant for any Jaffa that might be watching the 
proceedings on the communication spheres before the Kusanagi 
whistled through the air and five heads thunked across the floor of 
the throne room. 


"A technicality? He executed them on a technicality?" Sam said in 
disbelief, mostly to herself. 


"At least we know what they were up to." Jack chimed in, not at all 
bothered at seeing the Goa'uld getting screwed over. 


"They never had any intention of letting Goa'uld walk out of there." 
Daniel said grimly, more than a little perturbed at how the whole 
thing had obviously been a setup from the start. It gave all of the 
Empire's diplomatic endevours a distinctly sinister overtone even if 
nobody was going to say that the Goa'uld didn't deserve it. 


"With the System Lords slain, the remaining Goa'uld will collapse 
into chaos and many of them may very well fall to their Jaffa guards 
if they heard the Emperor's last words." Bra'tac observed. 


"And the Empire's going to come down on them like a ton of bricks 
while they're busy with each other." O'Neill caught on. 


Jack was more right than he knew, as Setsuna had already been en 
route even before the summit turned execution was over. It would 
have been a bit awkward if the Goa'uld had caught on to the verbal 
trap, but that had always been a remote possibility. 


She wasn't as good at ship-to-ship combat as she was on the 
ground, but she didn't need to be when the fleet she was 
commanding was now crawling with Replicators that had boosted 
their power many fold and were reprogrammed to accept verbal 
commands from a few select people, her among them. They would 
wait a while for the tenuous pact between the various minor Goa'uld 
to implode and then swoop in to seize the control of the situation. 


The remaining parasites would no doubt scatter to the winds in fear 
for their lives, but they would inevitably get themselves caught either 
by the Black Clan assassins hunting them or by the more regular 
military. 


Either way, the Goa'uld were finished. 


And that's it for the Goa'uld part of this story. 


I have no idea how many chapters are left in this, so don't ask 
xD. 


Chapter 24 


To answer many of you, no | have not forgotten about Anubis. 


The Wraith and Ori will be making appearances as well, but 
things will get concluded a lot faster than they did with the 
Goa'uld. A lot of that is due to the fact that the Empire is already 
established and powerful and some of it is simply because 
there is a lot less wiggle room for any politicking with those two 
factions. 


I think I've answered all non-plot related questions through 
PM's already, though I have a feeling I've missed something. 


Well, onwards with the chapter! 


With the death of the System Lords and the subsequent collapse of 
the Goa'uld Hegemony, things began to progress swiftly. 


The Celestial Empire found itself at peace for the first time in its 
existence. This didn't really impact the civilians since the war against 
the Goa'uld had never touched them, but the military found itself 
undergoing some changes. 


Pacifist groups began to lobby for the Empire to demilitarize, citing 
the lack of need for the large army it currently fielded. 


Naruto and Xanna agreed to do so once all of Creation was explored 
and deemed to be empty of threats, spawning equal amounts of 
laughter and outrage, depending on who you asked. 


Still, with no enemies to fight at the moment, the focus was shifted 
towards exploration and uplifting/assimilating the scattered tribes of 
humanity that dotted the galaxy. As there was no threat of attack 
from the Goa'uld, the Empire no longer tried to coerce people to 
leave their homeworlds and resettle on an already established 


imperial world. That only still happened with particularly belligerent 
populations that operated under stupid and /or barbaric laws and 
were deemed to be in need of an attitude adjustment. 


Over a dozen bases were built on otherwise empty worlds that were 
meant to serve the purpose of using the stargates to explore the 
galaxy in the same manner as the SGC. This caused a sudden 
upswing in the need for explorers, ambassadors, diplomats and 
orators. The roles were filled quickly, as there had been many people 
waiting impatiently for the Goa'uld problem to be removed so that 
they could get to it. Only people that made themselves useful got 
access to the Empire's best stuff, so there was never any shortage of 
manpower for the various projects that Naruto and Xanna had going. 
Large portions of the Black Clan joined these bases as well, eager 
for adventure and excitement as they were now that there were no 
more Goa'uld to kill. 


On the Earth front, the SGC found itself encountering the Celestial 
Empire more and more often with every passing day. No longer kept 
occupied by the war against the Goa'uld, the Empire put all of its 
resources into exploration and assimilation. Seeing as they had 
every stargate address that the SGC did and then some as well as 
some actual intelligence on the state of the galaxy, it started 
becoming a rarity for SGC personnel to visit a planet that hadn't yet 
been visited by the Empire and even if they did, it usually didn't take 
long for them to show up. 


This was very frustrating for both the SGC and their superiors in 
Washington, but they could hardly tell the Empire to back off and 
stop exploring. For one thing, they didn't want to antagonize them 
and for another, they would definitely be ignored. 


As a result of both that and the defeat of the Goa'uld, the Senate 
Appropriations Committee finally had the excuse they needed to 
make massive cuts to their budget, though they hadn't managed to 
shut the whole program down. The number of SG teams were 
reduced and the amount of trips through the gate greatly lowered. 


On amore personal note, Teal'c also left SG-1 to return to his family 
and people. Carter spent more and more time on the science part of 
the job and Jack unsuccessfully tried to help Hammond convince the 
Washington bean counters to increase their budget again. SG-1 
wasn't officially disbanded, but they didn't really go on missions 
together anymore. 


Former Goa'uld Throne Worlds, each boasting populations in the 
millions, began to present a bit of a problem. Having been under 
Goa'uld dominion for millenia, a lot of people simply didn't know how 
to live any other way. Warlords and opportunists started appearing, 
sometimes getting their hands on abandoned technology, even 
Ha'tak class ships occasionally. As Goa'uld technology was by and 
large made with the intention of being operable even if you couldn't 
count past twenty, it didn't take them long to figure out their 
functoning. 


They named themselves the Lucian Alliance and turned out to be far 
more cunning than their former masters, as they avoided drawing 
attention to themselves. Though not technically breaking imperial law 
at the time, Xanna refused to tolerate rogue militant groups and sent 
a fleet of the Empire's vastly superior ships to seize whatever the 
Lucian Alliance had managed to cobble together. The conflict was 
brief and ended with the Lucian Alliance disbanded a mere two 
months after it was formed. 


In the wake of that minor problem cropping up, it became clear that 
the former Throne Worlds needed to be dealt with immediately. They 
were forcibly annexed to the Celestial Empire and assigned a 
planetary governor whose job was to turn them into proper imperial 
colonies. There was initially stiff resistance to this move from the 
native populations, but it quickly subsided as their living conditions 
began steadily improving. Some die hards continued to attempt 
inciting rebellion, but as they had no real knowledge about 
propaganda campaigns or even the ability to spread their message 
to large groups of people, they accomplished little more than angry 
muttering. 


Bra'tac and Teal'c, still dreaming of a independent nation of Free 
Jaffa, managed to convince the more traditionally minded of their 
brothers to return to Chulak to and make this dream a reality. They 
expected Naruto to pull some dirty trick or other that would force 
them to stay, but he let them go with a smile, even providing supplies 
and insisting only that they remain in contact. 


Surprised but relieved, they agreed and got started on the hard task 
of learning how to govern themselves. 


Their relief was fairly short lived as they realized that they had a big 
problem. Namely, they had a lot of men, but comparatively very few 
women. 


Most Goa'uld, even the ones using female hosts, had favored male 
Jaffa, with the sole exception of Bastet. This had the side effect of 
making Jaffa society rather chauvinistic and sexist. Having spent 
time in a society without the condescending undertone towards 
them, there weren't many Jaffa women that wanted to go back to 
that, even if they too believed in the dream of an independent nation 
for themselves. 


Though Bra'tac and Teal'c had long since divested themselves of 
any gender prejudices, the others who had followed them were less 
open minded. They did what they could to correct this problem, but 
their young continued to return back to the Empire as they found 
themselves missing female companionship. That same female 
companionship usually refused to return to Chulak with them, 
causing a slow trickle of young Jaffa to be lost to them as they 
decided that there was no point in staying on Chulak if there was no 
women there for them and it wasn't as if the Empire was a bad place 
to live anyway. 


A few hotheads suggested that they attack the Empire and take their 
women back by force, but were quickly smashed over the head for 
even considering it, Knowing that anything of the sort would see all 
their heads on the chopping block. 


Two groups proved to be unexpected additions to the Empire, not 
because of they wanted to be, but because they literally had no 
choice. 


The first were the Sodan warriors, descended from Jaffa who had 
rebelled against their Goa'uld master five thousand years ago and 
lived independently ever since. They had retained their lifestyle and 
their dependence on the symbiotes, which had forced them to raid 
Goa'uld temples for young symbiotes that had not yet been 
implanted. With the Empire's purging of the Goa'uld, they had no 
more symbiotes and were forced to contact the Empire once they 
heard that they could remove the Jaffa's dependence on symbiotes. 


They were even more stubborn and prideful than regular Jaffa and 
wanted nothing at all to do with the Empire. Having a lot of work to 
do with other projects, neither Naruto or Xanna felt inclined to play 
games with a nearly extinct Jaffa sect that hadn't done anything with 
itself for five thousand years. The Sodan were paradoxically 
offended by this offhanded dismissal and decided to maintain some 
minor contact in spite of themselves. They mostly hung out with the 
traditionally minded Jaffa that Teal'c and Bra'tac were trying to turn 
into a proper nation and traded war stories. 


Naruto was amused at how much they reminded him of a bunch of 
oldtimers talking about the 'good old days’, even though they weren't 
quite up to that level of bitching. 


The other group was a species called the Ilempiri, whose only real 
difference from normal humans was that they couldn't be taken as 
Goa'uld hosts. Anyone familiar with the Alterans and their penchant 
for harebrained ideas recognized how that had come about. 


The Goa'uld had addicted the entire species with a drug called 
Roshna in order to subjugate the remnants of their decimated 
civilization. With the Goa'uld destroyed and unable to continue 
producing the drug, they found themselves in danger of extinction. 
Aris Boch, formerly a bounty hunter in the employ of Sokar, 
approached the Empire with this problem with the hope of working 


out some kind of deal. He was confused and suspicious but also 
pleased when the Ilempiri were offered treatment with no strings 
attached. 


As their own civilization was in ruins, the Ilempiri didn't put up much 
of a fight as what was left of them was swallowed into the Empire. 


Setsuna stared down at the planet beneath her, deep in thought. 


It was the unnamed Goa'uld homeworld, from whose waters the 
detestable species first emerged, taking Unas hosts and using the 
stargate to spread across the galaxy. 


The Emperor didn't know that she was here. He hadn't authorized it 
and she knew that he had no plans in that direction. He had ordered 
that Goa'uld hunted down and killed, but she knew perfectly well that 
he hadn't included the ones on the planet under her in those orders. 


Her ship was carrying a payload of missiles filled with a virulent 
neurotoxin of incredible potency, specifically engineered to affect 
only symbiotes. It had never been used in the war because it would 
have massacred the Jaffa just as it would the Goa'uld. Highly 
restricted stuff, but she was one of the few people that could 
requisition it without asked the Emperor or Empress for permission. 
The only person come to think of it. 


She was here because she despised the entire species and believed 
will all her heart that they needed to be exterminated like the filth 
they were. She had hated them ever since they had murdered her 
parents and she was old enough to understand the suffering they 
had caused her people. She'd put the ghosts of her parents to resta 
long time ago and her former people had become just a small part of 
the greater whole that was the Celestial Empire, but her hatred for 
the Goa'uld had only continued to deepen over the years as she saw 
the uncountable atrocities laid at their feet. 


Centuries ago, she had sworn an oath to herself that she would see 
them all dead and she had never forgotten it. That oath would finally 
be fulfilled now. 


There were a lot of people that would scream out demands that she 
be tried as a criminal if they knew what she was planning, but 
Setsuna dismissed that thought with the ease of someone who had 
been dismissing the bleating of stupidly naive pacifists for so long 
that they barely registered anymore. 


Just because evolution had seen fit to create this abomination didn't 
mean that it deserved to live. She was willing to grudgingly tolerate 
the Tok'ra, since they seemed to genuinely want to live in true 
symbiosis with their hosts, but every other member of their species 
had to go. 


Besides, this planet was also home to the Unas and the bipedal 
lizard species deserved the chance to evolve properly without the 
constant threat of a parasite jumping out of the water and taking over 
their bodies. 


Her course decided, she made a flyby around the planet, firing her 
deadly payload so that it would contaminate every source of fresh 
water on the planet, leaving the primitive Goa'uld with no safe haven. 


The genocide complete, Setsuna made her way home. She 
respected her Emperor too much to even consider hiding this from 
him. She wouldn't try to say that she'd done it because they might be 
a threat in the future. No, this had been an act done in hate, plain 
and simple. 


She found him on the highest balcony of the palace, staring over the 
capital city. It was admittedly an interesting sight these days as 
swarms of Replicators crawled over it, renovating, repairing and 
making certain that not a single scrap of material went to waste. 


Watching his back as the wind tossed around his golden hair and 
white haori, Setsuna was suddenly seized by hesitation. This was 
the man that had given her everything, the god made flesh that had 
burned away the darkness of a galaxy gripped in the hands of evil 
and carved out a glorious Empire where everyone could be safe and 
free. For over five hundred years she had followed him and not once 
had he steered her wrong. 


And now she'd gone against him to satisfy her bitter hatred against 
an enemy that had already been beaten. Worse actually, as the 
symbiotes on that planet had never left those waters. 


She had been resolved to tell him what she'd done, but now that she 
was actually here a sudden surge of shame closed her throat. She 
still felt that they were a blight on the galaxy that needed to be 
eradicated, but she regretted going behind his back the way she 
had. She should have asked, even if he might have said no. It was 
not her place to make decisions of that magnitude. 


"That's a pretty heavy aura you're carrying around Setsuna. What 
have you been up to?" Naruto asked without turning to face her. 


Setsuna swallowed and stepped next to him, taking a deep breathe 
in preparation. She would not be a coward. 


"| went to the Goa'uld homeworld." 

"Did you now?" 

"... [killed them all." 

Naruto merely hummed noncommittally in response. 


The silence stretched on for a while after that. Setsuna was almost 
starting to wish that he would do something, anything, intead os 
staying quiet. Even if he pitched her over the edge, at least she'd 
know where she stood. 


"Do you feel better now?" 
Setsuna blinked in surprise. "What?" 


"For as long as I've known you, you'be carried your hatred for the 
Goa'uld like an anchor around your heart. Do you feel better now 
that they're dead?" 


Setsuna took a long moment to thik about that. She wasn't a woman 
prone to introspection and it took her a while to discern the answer. 
There was a sense of grim satisfaction, but little else. 


"No, not really." 
"When was the last time you had a vacation?" 
"Heika, what are you saying?" She asked, starting to get worried. 


"I'm just asking when was the last time you took some time for 
yourself, and | don't mean the times that | made you do it, | know 
that you didn't really take a break then even if | told you to." 


It was an easy question at least. 
"Never." 


"Why don't you go do that now? Relax a bit, get a massage, pick up 
a hobby or a sport, stop thinking about work and have some fun." 


"Am I being relieved of my command?" She asked, hiding her 
nervousness. She wouldn't know what to do with herself if she had to 
live as a civilian. 


Naruto finally turned to look at her and smiled. "Of course not. 
Nobody actually gives a shit about the Goa'uld or what happens to 
them, me least of all. | just want you to take some time off." 


"If you think it best." She agreed. Dubiously. Still, she was far too 
relieved that he wasn't upset with her to argue. 


He put an arm around her shoulder and drew her into a hug, ignoring 
the way she stiffened in surprise at the move. "I do. Don't try to cling 
to old hatreds Setsuna, the dead won't care about your spite and 
you'll just make yourself miserable." 


"You sound as if you speak from experience?" She said cautiously, 
relaxing slightly in the hug. It was nice. 


Naruto smiled and thought about Madara. The old bastard had 
driven himself crazy by stewing in his hate. He himself had stayed 
angry at the man for years after he'd killed him and had felt only 
relief when he'd learned to let go. Setsuna was probably a better 
person than either of them and deserved better than that. Emotional 
bonds made of hate had never made anyone happy. 


A few days later, Setsuna was sitting in her house, feeling more than 
a little lost. 


She just didn't know what to do with herself. She'd never really taken 
time off. 


There had been the occasional short diversion, but most of her life 
had been invested in the Empire's military. She'd had as much ofa 
hand in making it what it was today as the Emperor did. It, and the 
people who served in it, were her pride and joy. 


She'd taken a young man to bed every once in a while, but never 
more than that. The ones who had wanted something more quickly 
became discouraged when they realized that she didn't have much 
time to spare for them. Not that she'd been particularly interested in 
settling down with any of them anyway. 


She didn't have much in the way of friends either. Karasuba could 
actually be counted as her closest friend. She sometimes wondered 
what that said about her even if the Black Sekirei had mellowed out 
a bit over the years. 


She felt horribly tempted to log into Empire's military network and 
begin organizing something, anything. Drills, practices, inspections, 
war games, anything to keep the sword sharp. 


That's what she had always done whenever the Emperor had 
suggested that she take a break before. Not this time though. For 
one thing, the war was over and for another, she'd promised that 
she'd try actually taking a break for once. 


Which brought her back to the original problem that she didn't know 
what to do with herself. She didn't even have the option of cleaning 
her home like she used to, since it was self cleaning these days. 
She'd never been much of a housekeeper and had always employed 
maids before technology had made them redundant, but right now 
she almost wished that her tub would need a good scrubbing. 


She supposed that she could try to cook something, her mother had 
been a fantastic cook. Unfortunately, she well remembered her last 
attempt. Despite what she'd done to the Goa'uld recently, the 
Empire's army did not really employ chemical warfare, but if they 
ever did, Setsuna knew that she could add her cooking to that 
arsenal. 


Well, that was a bit harsh perhaps, but Setsuna still had no desire to 
attempt eating anything that she could conjure in the kitchen. 


She was brought out of her thoughts when she heard the front door 
Opening and voices coming from that direction. 


"Isn't it polite to ring the doorbell Karasuba-sama?" A guilelessly 
innocent voice asked. 


"I'm not polite Mu-chan." A more mature voice answered dryly. 


Setsuna hadn't really needed to overhear that in order to know who it 
was. Karasuba was the only one that would just barge in like this, 
though Musubi was a bit of a surprise. 


The enthusiastic fist fighter was still a bit airheaded despite being 
around fifty years old by now, not that she looked it. Karasuba was 
still a role model of hers and she'd wanted to try fighting Setsuna 
too. 


"Karasuba, Musubi." She greeted. "To what do | owe the visit?" 
"We heard you got booted out of the army." Karasuba smirked. 


"| did not get booted out of the army." Setsuna denied stiffly. "The 
Emperor merely felt that | should learn to relax now that the war is 
over." 


"How's that going for you?" The Black Sekirei smirked some more. 
Setsuna deflated. "Not so well." 
"We could spar!" Musubi suggested enthusiastically. 


"| believe the Emperor had something less combative in mind." 
Setsuna replied, her lips twitching in amusement. Musubi was just 
too amusing sometimes. 


A silence descended as the three women tried to think of something 
to do that was not combat related. 


It was a long silence. 


"We could go swimming!" Musubi exclaimed, certain that her idea 
was the right one. 


Karasuba snorted. "Yeah sure, with all the annoying brats and the 
people staring either at my hair or your tits. No thanks." 


Musubi deflated for a moment but perked up again quickly, unwilling 
to give up on the idea of swimming just yet. "Minato-sama was telling 
me about this new planet where the water is purple, we could go 
swimming there." 


Now Karasuba was intrigued. "Purple water? Why?" 
Musubi shrugged. "I don't know, but it sounds really cool!" 


"I've never gone skinny dipping in purple water before." Karasuba 
mused. "Alright, lets do it." 


"Has it not occured to either of you that going swimming in strangely 
colored water on a newly discovered planet may be unwise?" 
Setsuna asked pointedly. 


"Feh, what's the worst that could happen?" Karasuba snorted and 
Musubi gave Setsuna a pleading look with her fists held under her 
chin. 


"| could not list everything if | had a week." Setsuna said dryly. 


"Even if we die, Naruto is just going to bring us back to life anyway." 
The Black Sekirei argued. 


"You should not rely on the Emperor abusing the natural order in 
order to support your ideas." Setsuna said disapprovingly. 


"It's Musubi's idea, but whatever." Karasuba dismissed. "We're 
going." 


"If the planet is newly discovered then it has not yet been cleared for 
this kind of activity." Setsuna protested. 


"You said that you haven't been booted out of the army, right?" 
"What does that have to do with anything?" 


"It means that you're still Warmaster, so you can get away with it." 
Karasuba reasoned. "Musubi, grab her legs." 


"Okay!" 


"Wait, stop!" Setsuna protested as the two Sekirei manhandled her 
out the door. They hadn't activated their seals, so they were both far 
stronger and faster than her. 


A little while later, Naruto smiled as he dismissed the report of a 
stolen ship and gave orders to do nothing. 


He had no idea where they were going, but after seeing Setsuna 
moping around her house for the past few days he didn't really care 
as long as she was going somewhere. 


That was why he'd arranged for Musubi to find herself going along 
with Karasuba to visit her. Even Karasuba found herself being more 
playful than normal when she was around. Karasuba didn't have 
much respect for authority at the best of times and putting her in 
close proximity to Musubi just made that trait more prominent. 
They'd make sure that Setsuna forgot about duty for a while and 
broke some rules. 


Aside from their many uses, there was one other thing gained from 
the Replicators. 


Hundreds of exabytes of data. Enough information to keep 
researchers buried up to their eyeballs for years. Maybe decades 
considering the fact that it wasn't ordered in a particularly user 
friendly fashion. The little mechanical techno bugs had gotten their 
feelers on a lot of Asgardian computers and the Asgard were almost 
as bad at compartmentalizing information as the Goa'uld. Not that it 
would have mattered much since they'd also chewed up a few 
planets, but still. How the hell had they never considered a self- 
destruct? 


In any case, Naruto's curiousity had gotten the better of him and he'd 
dived into that mess with the desire to divine where they'd come 
from. It had fortunately been one of the bits of info that was relatively 
easy to find. 


So here he was, walking along in the ruins of a long destroyed 
civilization where, according to the oldest data in the Replicator 
database, they had originated ages ago. 


It didn't take him long to zero in on the faint power source he could 
feel nearby. It was the only thing of any real interest around here. 


Walking into the sealed chamber where the feeling originated from, 
he stared bemusedly at the android laid out on the stone slab. It 
looked like a pretty girl with dark skin and not at all like the progenitor 
of the Replicators. 


With a shrug, he stepped closer and reacharged her nearly depleted 
energy cell. 


It took a couple of minutes before she woke up, at which point she 
quickly sat up, took one look at him and bolted to a corner of the 
room. 


"Who are you, where is my father?" She asked in a frightened voice, 
her eyes flicking over him and being quite obviously scared of his 
appearance. 


Naruto was rather fascinated. She really was an impressive 
construction, complete with breathing and an artificial heartbeat. 


"I'm Naruto and your father is probably dead, just like everyone else 
on this planet." He answered bluntly. 


She flinched and shrunk in on herself, obviously hit hard by the 
words. "My name is Reese... please don't hurt me." 


Naruto's expression instantly softened at her meek reply. It didn't 
matter to him whether she was made of flesh or metal or if her brain 
was a made of nanites, he saw only innocence and need. 


"Don't worry sweetie, I'm not here to hurt you." He said soothingly. 


"| just wanted to know if you were the one to make these." He 
continued and pulled a Replicator from the Interdimensional Storage 
Locker, though he did it behind his back to avoid confusing her. 


"Y-yes." She admitted hesitantly. "The others were scared of me and 
| was bored, so | made my own toys." 


"| see." Naruto said thoughttully. 


She's just a child. He realized. Even if she looked full grown, Reese 
was no more mature than a five year old. 


"Why won't it listen to me?" Reese asked, her brow furrowed as she 
stared at the Replicator. 


Because you don't have the will to control them. 


He'd felt her mind reaching out for the Replicator, but it was so very 
weak. She would have lost control of them as soon as their numbers 
became high enough. That explained how the civilization here had 
gotten thrashed. A few of the local humans had probably freaked out 
and tried to attack her, afraid of anything different than them as 
always. In response, Reese had told her 'toys' to replicate and 
protect her. They had done exactly that, but Reese didn't have the 
strength of will to rein them in once their numbers had been large 
enough, so she'd panicked and put herself into stasis, unable to deal 
with what she'd done and trusting her father/creator to make things 
better just as any child would. After that, the Replicators would have 
gone on to execute the orders she'd given them, which was to 
replicate. Forever. 


They must have run into some trouble along the way if the huge time 
gap between these events and their appearance in the Ida Galaxy 
was any indication, but that was almost certainly what had 
happened. How ridiculous that a child's plaything had almost undone 
the ancient Asgard civilization. 


Why did this have Alteran fingerprints all over it? Reese and the 
Replicators were far more advanced than anything else he'd seen in 
this ruin so far. It would be just typical for some eccentric Alteran 
genius with a harebrained idea to come here, put it together without 
taking precautions and have it all blow up in his face in the most 
spectacular fashion imaginable. The idiot had probably thought that 
making Reese childlike would keep her docile and completely forgot 
that young children were among the most thoughtlessly cruel little 
bastards in existence. 


"They listen to me now." He shrugged. 


"You stole my toys!" Reese yelled with a stomp of her foot, glaring at 
him. 


Naruto quirked an amused eyebrow at her petulant behavior. 


"Would you like to come home with me and be my little sister?" He 
asked. He could only hope that nobody had ever taught her not to go 
anywhere with strange men, because he most definitely qualified. 


That quickly put an end to her mounting temper tantrum, causing her 
to gape at him with wide eyes. "W-what?" 


"Would you like to be my little sister?" He repeated patiently, holding 
out his hand. "I'll take care of you and we can have lots of fun." 


Reese hesitated for a while, biting her lip and searching his face for 
duplicity, all the while glancing longingly at his outstretched hand. 
She was obviously desperate to have someone care for her, so 
Naruto just waited until she decided that she was more lonely than 
scared. 


"Alright." She said in a near whisper and hesitantly put her hand into 
his. "Can | have my toys back?" 


"We can play with them together." He deflected and gently closed his 
fingers around her hand, leading her back to the stargate. 


The Replicator skittered after them obediently. 


Miya shot a disgruntled look at her husband, but Takehito noticed it 
not at all, deep in conversation as he was with his new best friend 
Machello. 


The two of them had been like excitable school children ever since 
Naruto had showed up with the android Reese a few days ago, 
talking in scientific jargon so complex that everyone in hearing range 
went cross-eyed. Naruto hadn't allowed anything invasive to be done 
to the artificial girl, but the scans were more than enough to make 
them giddy. 


She was genuinely happy that her husband had found a friend that 
was just as brilliant as him. The fact that Takehito was more gifted 
with research and theory while Machello was an inventor made it 
even better. The two of them worked so well together that more than 
one lesser scientist had broken down in tears as they were made to 
feel like cavemen that could barely manage to tie a rock to the end of 
a stick. 


That was all well and good, but their newfound enthusiasm for the 
creation of Al based on scans made of Reese was currently 
interrupting dinner and their manners had devolved to the level of 
small children. 


Expertly, she launched two small rocks at their heads to get their 
attention and smiled sweetly when they turned to her. "Please don't 
ignore the dinner | worked so hard to make, it's very impolite." 


Her words, augmented by the dreaded Hannya Mask, were more 
than sufficient to make the two geniuses focus on their food and 
save the talk for later. 


With the wealth of knowledge that had suddenly become available to 
the Celestial Empire, they once again began making huge 


technological leaps forward. 


This sent the older Tollan into a mild panic as they saw the distance 
between them shrinking rapidly. The younger generations weren't so 
bothered as the Empire had never showed any overt hostility 
towards them, but it was always old people in power that had 
freakouts like this. 


Travell, Omoc and other members of the Curia who were in favor of 
their isolationist policy insistently tried to limit contact with the Empire 
as much as possible, believing their way of life to be threatened by 
them. 


They were of course correct, but several factors worked against 
them. 


Firstly, the massive screw up with the Triad and the way Travell had 
ignored the warnings given to her had done a lot of damage to their 
credibility. Travell herself was actually in serious danger of having a 
vote of no confidence made against her and losing her position. 


Secondly, the younger generations were not nearly as concerned 
with preserving their way of life as the older ones and they had no 
actual power to restrict the movements of people who wanted to 
continue interaction with the Empire. The only way to do that would 
have been by passing laws which allowed the Curia to regulate the 
actions of its citizens, which would have at this point likely caused 
their government to collapse in the inevitable backlash of such a 
decision. 


Thirdly, a lot of Tollan were waking up to the fact that hiding away in 
their little corner of the galaxy was making them miss out on a lot of 
things and they didn't want that anymore. Naruto's stunt with the 
forced military education had sunk into enough government officials 
that they saw the danger inherent in cutting themselves off from 
everyone. It wouldn't stop those who were already hostile and 
greedy, but it would make sure that they had nobody to help them if it 
ever happened. 


So it was that when the die hard isolationists among the Tollan tried 
to stick the collective heads of their people back into the sand, they 
found the task to be beyond their ability. 


Like the Jaffa, the Tok'ra too had some disagreements among them, 
though on a much smaller scale due to both their fewer numbers and 
Oma's interference. 


Even that didn't last long when the Empire set foot on the planet of 
Pangar, which they had long known was a former planet in Ra's 
domain that had been abandoned, but had not contacted so far 
because they were busy with the destructon of the Goa'uld. 


The Pangarans were a friendly people eager to make allies and 
wasted no time in presenting their greatest achievement, Tretonin. A 
drug that allowed them to live in perfect health and gave them great 
longevity. 


It took the imperial diplomat all of two seconds to confirm that 
Tretonin was nearly identical to one of the initial stages in the 
development in Saisei and all that this implied. Word was sent back 
to Erius and caught Naruto's personal interest. 


So it was that the Pangaran leadership found itself nervously 
awaiting his arrival. 


"Their diplomat was a shrewd man, no doubt their Emperor will be 
even more so." Dollen, the leader of the Pangaran government, said 
mostly to fill in the silence. He had gotten the feeling that the 
Celestial Empire was a powerful nation and the news that they'd 
gathered the personal attention of their Emperor was making him 
both nervous and hopeful. 


"We must be at our best to match the challenge." Commander Tegar 
replied, equally nervous and hopeful but also fearful of possible 
hostilities. One look at their equipment had let him know that they 
were at a tremendous technological disadvantage. 


"Personally, | cannot wait to meet such a man." Dollen said back, 
stiffening his spine as the stargate activated. 


They hadn't been sure what to expect. Perhaps a man in his older 
years but still hale and hearthy, dressed in lavish clothing and 
accompanied by a cadre of elite guards. 


The lone traveler with bare feet and a bare chest, looking like every 
stereotype of a demon ever imagined was certainly not it. 


The horned man ignored the skittish backpedaling of the dignitaries 
behind them and strode right up to Dollen and Tegar witha 
frightening razorgrin. 


"Hi there, I'm the God-Emperor of the Celestial Empire, Naruto 
Uzumaki." He greeted and then got right to business. "How many 
people have you given the Tretonin to?" 


Tossed severely off balance, Dollen answered without thinking. 
“Hundreds of thousands." 


Naruto could only roll his eyes at the stupidity of some people. 


"Nice going. | bet the Goa'uld Queen you've been experimenting on 
is either dead or near dead after years of mistreatment and you're 
about to suffer a sudden population drop because of it." He stated 
knowingly. 


Tossed for another loop at having that particular secret tossed out in 
the open like it was nothing, Dollen and Tegar could only mutter a 
confirmation. "She is alive, but weakening." 


"Here's the deal: We have a perfected version that doesn't ruin the 
immune system which would probably fix the damage you've done to 
yourselves. You take me to the Queen and I'll let you start sending 
your people over for treatment." 


Seeing as the alternative was a massive wave of death in the near 
future, they could do nothing but agree. Not that they would have 
refused terms that generous in any case. 


On the way to the laboratory they filled him on how they found the 
Queen and Naruto mulled the situation over. It was very odd for a 
Queen to be put into stasis the way they'd described unless she was 
something special. Hathor had been Ra's mate and the mother to 
most of his best rivals and underlings. Whoever this Queen was, she 
was likely on an equal level of notoriety. 


The mention of her spawn being mindless was also baffling. That 
made no sense at all. 


In short order, they stood before the tank that held her and Naruto 
could see that she was visibly sluggish. Obviously sixty or so years 
of experimentation hadn't agreed with her. 


"If | might ask, why did you want to see her?" Tegar plucked up the 
courage to ask. He hadn't expected to be so completely bowled over, 
but he figured that an Emperor would have to be forceful if he 
wanted to succeed. 


"Curiousity." Naruto stated, snatched the Queen out of the tank and 
held her to the back of his neck. 


With minimal hesitation, the symbiote tore into the skin of his neck 
and wrapped herself around his spinal cord. 


That was where the normal part of the blending ended however. 


Egeria could feel herself regenerating quickly as she was connected 
to this immensely powerful host, but she couldn't take control even 
though she had sunk her mandibles into the brain, nor did she have 
access to his thoughts. There was only blankness and a sense of 
tremendous willpower that she knew could kill her at any moment. It 
was disqueting to be a mere passenger in the body of someone that 


now had absolute control over her life and she brielfy wondered if 
this was how the host of a Goa'uld felt. 


Well, no matter. She was not Goa'uld and had never had any 
intention of usurping control of the body of the one who had saved 
her from her own personal hell. 


Ah, Egeria. Queen of the Tok'ra. Of course Ra would be stupid 
enough to keep you alive after he defeated you. A voice boomed 
wryly inside her mind. 


You know of my children? She asked hopefully. 

You could say that we're closely acquainted. Was the response in 
the same wry tone, followed by a stream of images of the various 
female hosted Tok'ra he'd bedded. 


So I see. Egeria replied, just as wryly. 


A surge of easy amusement burst down the link in response, along 
with his response. HA! A sense of humor. Most of your kids are 
definitely missing that. Maybe they'll lighten up once they have you 
back. 


With that, Naruto turned his attention back to the Pangarans behind 
him, who had been nervously watching him for some time. 


"Sorry about that, | needed to have a chat with Egeria." He 
explained. 


"Are you... alright?" Tegar asked, obviously wanting to know if he 
was still in control of himself. 


"Don't worry about me." Naruto waved off. "I can't be taken as a host 
against my will and Egeria isn't a Goa'uld in the first place." 


"She's not?" Dollen asked in bafflement. 


A short explanation later had the Pangarans offering their profound 
apologies for the mistreatment to Egeria and their equally profound 
thanks to Naruto for saving their people. 


Naruto was pleased. Pangara was going to be ridiculously easy to 
assimilate. Not only were the people curious and eager to interact 
with others, they were also going to owe him a huge debt. 


You have an impressive civilization. Egeria commented as they 
returned to the palace. 


It is pretty impressive, isn't it? He responded smugly. 


Egeria gave the mental equivalent of an eyeroll. Do the Goa'uld not 
bother you? 


Another stream of images, this time longer. Five centuries of 
bloodshed, culminating in the execution of the last of the System 
Lords. If they could bother us from beyond the grave, I'd be truly 
impressed. 


You've defeated them? She asked in awe. 

Thoroughly. 

Egeria took a while to digest this news, feeling a weight dissipate 
from her as she realized that the depredations of her species was 
finally ended. Eventually, her attention was once more drawn to what 
he was doing. 

What is that? 

An advertisement. 


| do not understand. She said in confusion. 


You will soon, now shush and let me finish this. 


Egeria did as she was told, but continued to watch as he wrote 
something on his computer. 


Egeria, Queen of the Tok'ra, seeking host. 


Female, non-Saisei user. Must be willing to undergo examination to 
determine if she is capable of safely giving birth to birth to symbiote 
larva. Must also be willing to actually give birth to symbiote larva in 
the future. 


A few hours later, Zarin found her E-mail swamped with offers by 
women wanting to become Egeria's host. 


This was entirely secondary to the fact that Egeria was on Erius and 
looking for a host. 


She stormed up to Naruto, not sure if she wanted to kiss him for 
saving the Tok'ra's Queen and therefore their future or if she wanted 
to punch him for letting her find out the way she did. 


Either way, none of the Tok'ra were eager to leave once the news 
spread that Egeria was among them again. 


Indeed, the amount of gawkers that had come to bother Naruto and 
ask to speak to her had convinced him to pick the first decent 
sounding applicant and have Egeria switch hosts. He'd gotten 
dangerously tempted to simply create a copy of Hathor's body and 
stick her into that just to get some peace. 


"Heh, this one sounds interesting." Naruto said with a chuckle, 
reading from a datapad. "Optrica and/or Bedrosia, a planet divided 
into two large landmasses, each home to a single nation." 


"Two names for one planet?" Xanna asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Apparently the Optricans and Bedrosians hate each others guts so 
badly that they can't even agree on that. They've been at war since 
their countries were first formed." He explained. 


"What could possibly have made them hate each other so much?" 
She asked, amused. 


"According to this, the Bedrosians believe that the Goa'uld Nefertum 
created them, while the Optricans believe that they were brought 
there from another planet. Naturally, the stargate is on Bedrosia." He 
explained sarcastically. 


"They are fighting... over a difference of opinion on a subject that is 
not even important in the grand scheme of things?" She asked 
slowly, the immense stupidity of the situation making her eyebrow 
twitch. 


"Pretty much, though at this point they've probably got a lot of other 
reasons to hate each other." 


"Warship and threats of violence if they don't listen?" She asked. 


"Definitely. Probably better to assign two or three ships actually, just 
in case. They don't have proper space flight or FTL yet, but they're 
close." 


"Good point." She nodded firmly and sent the order for an 
appropriate Captain to take the mission. 


After all, the average citizen was probably a lot less dumb than the 
two governments, even if they sounded like the type to spam enough 
propaganda to make Stalin envious. An unknown spaceship showing 
up and initiating proper first contact would no doubt grab everyone's 
attention. Once the truth was explained, the Bedrosians were almost 
guaranteed to lose their shit and do something stupid, which would 
give their Captain all the excuse he needed to depose their 
government and establish a temporary takeover by the Celestial 
Empire until things settled down. 


During that time, they would get a foothold on the planet and begin 
the process of absorbing them into the Empire. 


It would be ideal if the Optricans turned out to just as dumb and give 
them an excuse to do the same to them. Maybe they were. 


Of course, it was also possible that neither of the two nations would 
be that dumb, but both Naruto and Xanna considered that a remote 
possibility given the source of their dispute. 


"This one is also has potential." Xanna went on. "Orban. They have 
not yet achieved faster than light travel, but they do have some skill 
with nanotechnology. They have in the past five decades or so 
accelerated their rate of advancement by heavily augmenting the 
brains of certain children with nanites to allow them to learn at 
incredible speeds and then removing and distributing the nanites 
among their population to share the gathered knowledge. This has 
the side effect causing catasthrophic brain damage to the affected 
children and leaving them at the level of infants for the rest of their 
lives." 


Naruto and Xanna looked at each other for a moment before passing 
judgement. 


"Stupid." 

"Lazy." 

"Short-sighted." 

"Sacrificing the young for the benefit of the old." 


"Why not just give the same intelligence boosting nanite upgrade to 
everyone?" 


"Most people are never going to use that knowledge anyway, so why 
not simply allow the children to grow and drive innovation?" 


"There's no way that this shit is without opposition." 


"Orators among our diplomatic envoy to demonize the pratice, 
instigate unrest and stir up outrage?" 


"I'd also send a few of the Black Clan to snoop for dirt, make things 
more effective." 


"Yes, that would work. Perhaps extend an open invitation to Erius so 
that people could see a better alternative. We do after all have 
superior nanotechnology." 


"Not right away though, give things some time to simmer." 
"Indeed." 


The fate of the Orbanians decided, they moved on to the next planet 
on the list of independent human civilizations. 


"Planet Langara," Naruto began reading. "home to the nations of 
Kelowna, Tirania and the Andari Federation, which predictably don't 
like each other. Seems that our timing was pretty lucky on this one. 
Kelowna was making a naquadria enhanced nuke-" 


"Naquadria?" Xanna interrupted, being unfamiliar with the term. 
"Some kind of radioactive isotope of naquadah. Very powerful and 
very unstable." Naruto explained. "Anyway, Reiko managed to 
defuse it before it went critical. If it wasn't for her suit she'd have 


been extra crispy and glow in the dark, as it was she still needed to 
be treated for radiation poisoning." 


"So they owe us for saving their skins?" 
"Yeah, though they're trying to cover it up." 


"No matter, they will repay their debt to us or else find themselves 
visited by warships." 


"It might come to that either way. These guys seem almost as 
stubborn as the Optricans and Bedrosians and they've got a long 


history of war even if things have cooled down a bit right now." 


"Actually, perhaps we should forget about the stargate in this case 
and go directly with the ships." Xanna said slowly. 


"Why?" Naruto asked in puzzlement. "We always go for the soft sell 
first." 


"Yes, but we would have access to only one of three nations this 
way." She explained. "If we force all three of them to the same 
negotiation table, we may be able to use the tensions between them 
to our advantage." 


Naruto thought it over for a moment before giving her a wide grin. 
"Agreed." 


"Next?" Xanna prompted. 


Naruto scrolled down on his datapad. "Ooh, this is a good one. 
Hebridan, home to the native humans and a xenos species called 
the Serrakin. We should definitely perform Exterminatus on them to 
purge the Xenos filth." 


Xanna simply looked at him until he got serious. 


"Alright, fine." He rolled his eyes and huffed. "The Serrakin lost their 
homeworld a long while ago to some natural disaster and stumbled 
on Hebridan. It was ruled by a minor Goa'uld at the time, so they 
kicked his ass and freed the humans. They've been living together 
ever since and even seem capable of interbreeding, so the Serrakin 
are almost definitely the result of some bored Alteran's genetics 
project from a few million years ago. They used to be a democracy, 
but their capitalist inclinations got out of control and it turned into a 
corporocracy." 


Husband and wife looked at each other and then simultaneously 
shook their heads. 


"Too easy." 


A nation governed based on corporate interests had so many levers 
that it wasn't even funny. It would be rife with corruption and filled 
with people that were easily bribed. Even worse, it would have a lot 
of people that were completely fed up with the fact that the top 1% of 
the population hoarded almost all the wealth, so simply offering an 
alternative would see a stampede of immigrants defecting over to 
them. 


They wouldn't even have to worry about the Hebridans trying to pull 
anything in return because the economic system of the Empire was 
frigidly inhospitable to capitalism. It had been set up that way on 
purpose both because it worked well for as long as they were around 
to keep order and because they had no intention of getting into a 
money grubbing contest with Earth. How fortuitous that it was also 
useful for the Hebridans. 


Vala Mal Doran, thief, con artist, smuggler and similar things was 
one of the people who had less appreciation for the Empire's 
aggressive approach to cleaning up the galaxy than most. 


Being a former Goa'uld host who had no desire to join the Tok'ra 
once they'd freed her years ago had left her in the position of having 
to look out for herself. It was surprisingly simple if you Knew what 
you could and couldn't do. 


Basically, as long as she'd avoided the attention of the System Lords 
and limited her interaction with the Goa'uld to the less blatantly evil 
minor ones, things went fine. A little theft here and a little trade there 
and a resourceful woman like her could live fairly comfortably by 
skirting around the fringes of Goa'uld territory where it was possible 
to find humans that weren't quite independent but not quite slaves 
either. 


The chaos caused by the Celestial Empire had actually helped her 
until recently. Now that the System Lords were all dead however, the 


Empire was really bringing down the hammer on the rest of the 
galaxy and it was making her activities decidedly difficult as her 
various associates found themselves having to give up the life of 
crime. 


She was honestly happy about the Goa'uld getting what was coming 
to them and she could appreciate what the Empire was doing, but 
how was a girl supposed to get her pretties if the galaxy was 
suddenly taken over by someone that actually knew how to run it? It 
could still be done, but Vala could see that it wouldn't be for much 
longer. 


They did have some very nice hardware though. She would have 
really wanted to take one of their ships, but that was both too risky 
and likely beyond her ability to control given how advanced they 
were. If she could get one of those, she could sell it for a fortune and 
live like a queen for... well, for a while at least. It was a risky plan 
though. 


Eventually, greed had won over caution and she had gone to one of 
the planets that she knew had an imperial delegation and tried to 
steal one of their weapons, along with anything else that was small 
enough to carry while they slept. 


‘Tried’ being the operative word. 


She'd figured that stealing from one of these small teams that the 
Empire was sending all over the galaxy wouldn't be that hard. 


Unfortunately she'd gotten caught in the act and now found herself 
staring into the cold facemask of a Black Clan assassin. 


"Sorry?" She tried. 


"Nice try." Even through the voice filter, the dry tone came through. 
"Why would a former Goa'uld or Tok'ra host try to steal one of our 
weapons?" 


Ah, that explained how she'd gotten caught so fast. They must have 
some kind of sensor that could detect the naquadah in her blood. 
Good to know that it was just bad luck and not her skills getting rusty. 


"| wanted to get your attention." She bluffed. 
"Really?" Obviously the rather well built man did not believe her. 


Under normal circumstances she would have probably tried to 
seduce such a prime example of manhood, but that suit did not look 
like it came off easily and the reputation of the Black Clan convinced 
her that it was better not to try. 


"Yes, take me to your leader." She continued to bluff. It wasn't the 
first time that she'd gotten caught in the act and it paid to always 
have either an escape plan or an enticing enough bribe ready. 


To her mild surprise, the man shrugged in a careless manner that 
was much at odds with his menacing appearance as he answered. 
"Alright then, I'll take you to the Emperor." 


Vala bit her lip. This was potentially very, very bad. She'd meant his 
immediate superior, to whom she could have traded information or 
some useful trinket that would have made him look good if he 
claimed to have found them himself while letting her go. That was 
how it had always worked before. 


She had absolutely no desire to be brought to the attention of the 
galaxy's new overlord. A man like that would have no superiors to 
look good for or any reason to let her go after he got what he 
wanted. 


It was a very nice room, Vala thought. Comfortable furniture, access 
to refreshments, good view from the window. As far as holding cells 
go, it was be best one she'd ever been in. Clearly the Empire was 
doing well for itself if they could afford to make prisoners this 
comfortable. 


Only the fact that she was confined to it until the Emperor deigned to 
grace her with his presence ruined the experience. 


The door swished open and the man in question walked in, instantly 
giving her a once over. 


"Nice outfit." He quipped as a form of greeting, apparently liking her 
skintight black leather corset and pants. 


"Thank you." Vala said with an unnecessarily big smile. She hadn't 
expected him to be quite so intimidating, or quite so well built for that 
matter. 


"Vala Mal Doran." He drawled out her name slowly. "That is a nice 
name, really rolls off the tongue." 


"Thank you." Vala repeated, her smile a bit more strained. 
"Am | making you nervous?" Naruto suddenly asked. 


"| don't get locked in a room with a big, half naked man often." Vala 
admitted and then paused. "Not under these circumstances at least." 


Naruto chuckled in amusement. "I'm sure. How about you tell me 
why you decided to steal from my people?" 


Vala took a deep breath and decided to tell the truth, the whole truth 
and nothing but the truth. 


"A short time ago during my travels, | stumbled on a planet where 
the Goa'uld had conscripted most of the adults into their army to fight 
you and left the children to fend for themselves. | thought if | could 
steal a few things and sell them expensively enough, i would be able 
to provide enough food for them to survive." 


Well, she tried. At least the part about selling was true. 


Naruto hummed and circled around the woman, placing his hands on 
her shoulders and starting to massage them. 


"So, if | understand the situation correctly, you attempted to steal a 
biometrically locked Mark 9 Standard Laser Rifle, a Mark 6 Standard 
Plasma Grenade, a chocolate flavored ration bar and a soldier's 
personal data storage device mostly filled with naughty videos of his 
various girlfriends both past and present... to feed starving orphans? 
Did | get that right?" 


Vala squirmed, both because she got the distinct feeling that he 
didn't believe her and out of a strange mixture of fear and arousal as 
she got a really good shoulder rub from a man that could probably 
rip her head straight off. 


"Yes?" She winced. That had come out as far more of a question 
than the firm statement it was supposed to be. 


"And upon being caught, you demanded to see me so that this 
village of starving orphans could be brought to the Empire's 
attention?" He continued drolly. 


"Exatly." Vala beamed. 


One of Naruto's hand dropped to wrap around her waist and pull her 
against him while the other tangled in her hair and gently pulled her 
head to her side so that her neck was exposed, which he then 
proceeded to push his nose into and take a deep whiff. 


"You smell like a liar." He purred and then paused for a moment. 
"Though | don't think | would have believed you even without that 
ability." 


Vala winced again and did her best to unstiffen. Whereas the 
shoulder rub had made her feel aroused and a bit fearful, this new 
behavior was making her feel fearful and a bit aroused. 


"Would you consider letting me go if | gave you an ancient tablet that 
leads to a great treasure?" She asked. 


Naruto paused. That sounded kind of familiar. 


"Does it have a strange geometric script on it?" He asked. 


"Yes!" Vala nearly exclaimed, feeling her chances of getting out of 
this in one piece skyrocketing. 


"Can you read Alteran writing, Vala?" 
"What?" 


"What you're describing sounds like a tablet that an ancient race 
called the Alterans liked to leave behind. If you don't know how to 
read Alteran writing, how do you know if it leads to a great treasure?" 


That was a very good point, Vala conceded. 


"I'm sure they wouldn't have left it behind if it wasn't important." She 
argued. 


"Ten to one odds that it leads to yet another leftover problem." He 
muttered, audible to her only because he had his lips right at her ear. 


Despite her confusion, she was very relieved when he let her go and 
started pacing around the room. He was exactly the type of man that 
she wouldn't have hesitated to sleep with in most situation, despite 
his various... additions... but the almost animal-like behavior was 
very disconcerting. Oh, and the fact that she'd stolen from him and 
didn't want to risk trying to seduce him in case he took offense, 
knowing that there was also an Empress out there. 


"Why did you really try to steal from my men? The real reason, if you 
please." He eventually asked. 


"Because nobody has managed to get their hands on imperial tech 
yet and | know some people that would give me a lot of things in 
return. A girl has to make a living somehow." She deflated, resigning 
herself to the consequences since he didn't seem care about the 
tablet. At least he didn't seem inclined towards torture, so she might 
be able to get out of this by sleeping with him if his earlier behavior 


was any indication. She just hoped that she wasn't going to be 
spending an extended amount of time in a jail somewhere, that 
would be almost worse than torture. 


"How would you like to come work for me?" He offered with a grin. 
Vala was surprised, but also very pleased. Nobody had ever offered 
her a job before and it would certainly serve to get her out of trouble 
at the very least. 

"What kind of work?" 

"We'd have to run you through an aptitude test, though | suspect that 
a woman of your talents would do best among the explorers once 
you demonstrated that you have all the right abilities and could follow 
orders." 

"Are there any perks?" She asked with a playful grin. 

"A comfortable place to live, a steady supply of food, the Empire's 
protection, access to drugs that would at least double your lifespan, 
all the sex you could want." Naruto rattled off. 

"You had me at 'drugs'." Vala smiled widely. 


"Damn, and | really thought that the sex was going to be the selling 
point." He smirked. 


Vala decided then and there that she liked the Emperor. It was the 
first time in her life that she was glad to have gotten caught stealing. 


The diplomatic relationship between the Celestial Empire and Earth 
stayed lukewarm at best for quite a while. 
There were reasons for this. 


One of these reasons was that Naruto and Xanna's approach to 
diplomacy was a bit offputting and it made people at the White 


House nervous, particularly in light of the extreme disparity in their 
military strengths. Quite bluntly, the United States was a bit skittish at 
the idea that they didn't have the bigger stick for once. 


Another was that with the defeat of the Goa'uld, the Empire found 
itself buried neck deep in the work of assimilating all of their territory. 
Naruto and Xanna simply didn't have time to deal with Earth 
personally and they weren't willing to delegate the job, knowing that 
it would be problematic due to its huge population and how divided it 
was. 


There was also Daniel and Teal'c, who kept in touch with their 
friends and made sure they were in the loop. They didn't have all the 
juicy details, but they could see the effects. On the surface it looked 
as if the Empire was simply prone to sticking its nose into everyones 
business, but because they meant well and wanted to share the 
wealth and not because they were out to take over the galaxy. 


The last reason was one that they hadn't anticipated. 


The Stargate was in the hands of the USA. United States foreign 
policy was decided by American politicians. In contrast to places like 
Europe, a lot of American politicians were genuinely religious to 
some degree. It tended to rub religious people the wrong way when 
you proclaimed yourself a god, especially when people believed you. 


It wasn't that big a deal to be honest, but it did cause some dragging 
of feet and general complications that wouldn't have been there 
without it. 


Once Naruto and Xanna finally put together a system of delegated 
authority that allowed them to focus on Earth, they started pushing 
for a closer relationship. It was, as was often the case with them, not 
the most orthodox approach. 


"This is my little sister Yahan." Naruto introduced the brightly smiling 
girl to Hammond and O'Neill. "She's really curious about Earth and 
would like to spend some time here. You don't have to worry about 


her blowing your secret or anything like that, she knows that she's 
supposed to keep a low profile." 


"By ‘little sister’, do you mean Sekirei?" Jack asked shrewdly, giving 
the deeply tanned brunette a once over and seeing a fighter. 


"Yes." Naruto confirmed. 


"Can | stay for a while? Pleeease?" Yahan added, targeting the two 
Air Force officers with the Puppy Eyed Look. 


Hammond and O'Neill exchanged a look, both of them aware that 
they had racked up quite a few favors with Naruto and it wasn't like 
he was asking for anything big. Just a man trying to do something 
nice for someone he cared for. 


"I'll need to talk to my superiors, but | don't foresee any problems." 
The General finally said and extended his hand for Yahan to shake. 
"Welcome to Earth, miss." 


The Sekirei grabbed the hand and gave it an enthusiastic shake. 
"Thank you so much!" 


"That's quite the grip you've got there." Hammond chuckled with a 
small wince. He had no trouble believing the things he'd heard about 
the Sekirei after feeling the power in that grip. 


"Hehe, sorry." She apologized embarrassedly, rubbing the back of 
her neck. 


"| need to get back and finish up some absolutely riveting 
paperwork." Naruto said. 


"Ah yes, there's nothing quite like paperwork to liven up the day." 
Jack commiserated. 


"Indeed. Why, | think | might have had an orgasm while doing it 
yesterday." Naruto continued. 


"| can't say I've ever managed to reach such heights of bureocratic 
ecstasy before. Do tell how you achieved it." Jack asked. 


"Akitsu was giving me a blowjob while | was doing it." Naruto 
admitted. 


"| hate you sometimes, did you know that?" 
"It is good to be the King." 
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Chapter 25 


Vala nearly skipped towards Naruto's office, the Alteran tablet she'd 
tried to bribe him with in hand. 


She'd actually forgotten about it for a while. At first she hadn't 
retrieved it because Naruto hadn't seemed overly interested and 
there was always the chance that she might need it in the future if 
working with the Empire turned out to be not to her tastes. She 
couldn't have brought herself to stomp around like those 
bucketheaded Jaffa for example. Fortunately it hadn't been like that 
even if she did have to follow the orders of the team leader when she 
was out in the field. Later on she'd simply forgotten about it in all the 
excitement of acclimating to this new culture. 


And it had been very exciting for her. There was so much fun to be 
had and so many nice things to have. Admittedly, getting used to the 
idea that gold and gemstones were considered more or less 
worthless in the Empire had taken some getting used to, but she 
could still use them for jewelry and decoration so it was fine. 


And the clothes! Vala had always enjoyed wearing well made and 
sexy clothing, but getting your hands on them was an ordeal anda 
half when you were a wandering thief. She'd spent two whole days 
putting together a wardrobe before it had occurred to her that she 
might have overdone it a bit. 


In light of that it was perfectly understandable how a girl might forget 
about a dusty old stone tablet. 


It had eventually trickled back to the forefront of her mind though, 
and aside from all else, Vala was also an intensely curious person. 
She'd stolen that tablet from some backwater Goa'uld outpost years 
ago and had always figured that it must be important even though 
she couldn't understand a word of what was written on it. Now that 


she had access to someone that could translate it, she wanted to 
know what it said! 


"Translation time!" She chirped as she barged into Naruto's office. 
The intended translator merely raised an eyebrow at her. 


Ignoring the implied question, Vala sat herself on the edge of his 
desk and batted her eyelashes at him as she handed him the tablet. 
"Would you please translate this for me? | would be very grateful." 


"That look would have worked better with a different outfit." Naruto 
commented as he took it, but made no move to read it. 


"What's wrong with what I'm wearing now?" Vala asked, looking 
down at herself and feigning offense. 


Skintight black pants made of some kind of material that was both 
comfortable and good looking and it never got bunched up. A deep 
purple top that consisted mostly of cloth bands and basically only 
covered her breasts and small parts of the rest of her torso. A nice 
pair of boots and a necklace with an amethyst gemstone that 
matched her top completed the ensemble. She was looking pretty 
damn good if she said so herself! 


"Nothing's wrong with it." Naruto replied, giving her an appreciative 
once over. "But if you're going to do the batting-eyelashes-while- 
sitting-on-the-edge-of-a-desk thing, a skirt and blouse combo works 
a lot better." 


"Since when are you an expert on women's fashion." She said 
haughtily, refusing to admit that he might have a point. 


"Do you have any idea how many women I've had sex with on this 
desk?" He asked her with an amused smirk. 


Vala slowly siddled off the desk....and plopped herself sideways into 
his lap. 


"If you were trying to avoid areas of sexual activity, you haven't 
succeeded." Naruto observed. 


"I'm sure you clean yourself more often than you do the desk and 
you're not as hard." Vala countered. 


"Not yet." He quipped. 


Vala smiled brightly and wiggled around so that she was leaning on 
his chest. 


"Read the Alteran treasure map already Muscles." She ordered 
cheerfully, once again feeling silly for ever being afraid of him. He 
was such a teddy bear once you got past the pointy teeth and the 
creepy eyes. In fact, she sometimes had a hard time believing how 
people could be so stiffly respectful of him when he was so laid back. 


Naruto took no offense at either the nickname or at her presumption 
to give him orders and picked up the tablet. 


His eyebrow rose in surprise when it turned out that the tablet did 
actually mention a great treasure trove and on Earth of all places. It 
didn't say where on Earth, but the fact that it was signed by Myrrdin, 
which he knew was just another name for Merlin, narrowed it down 
considerably. 


"What does it say?" Vala asked eagerly. 

"Hmmm." Naruto hummed enigmatically. 

"Is there treasure?" She tried again, her voice taking on a wheedling 
tone. Even if gold and jewels weren't worth much anymore, she still 
liked a good adventure and there was always the chance that there 
was some long lost bit of technology there. 


Naruto narrowed his eyes at the tablet and hummed again, this time 
with even more gravity. 


"Tell meeeeeeee!" Vala whined, yanking insistently on his hair. Her 
curiousity was killing her. 


Naruto stopped pretending to read it and snickered at her 
impatience. 


"Surprisingly enough, your little fantasy was actually true." He told 
her. "There is treasure mentioned, but it doesn't say what kind or 
where it is, aside from the fact that it was on Earth." 


Though he was pretty sure that it was in Britain somewhere in light of 
Merlin being mentioned. He'd either have to do some research into 
Arthurian legend for clues or scan the entire island with his ships, but 
it shouldn't be too hard to figure out. 


"Earth?" Vala blinked. "Isn't that where those SGC people were 
from?" 


"Yes." 


"So when are we going to go get it?" She asked excitedly. "And can | 
keep it?" 


"Whether you can keep it depends on what it actually is. As for when 
we are going to go get it, not anytime soon." 


"Why not?" She demanded poutily. 


"For one thing, I've got plans for Earth and a treasure hunt isn't one 
of them. The second and much more important reason is that the 
Alterans had an incredibly bad habit of leaving their loose ends lying 
around for other people to find. I'm going to be too busy in the near 
future to take up any more of their unfinished business." 


Vala continued to pout at having her treasure hunt put on hold 
indefinitely. She turned on his lap so that she was stradling him and 
gave him her best emploring look. "You don't even know for sure if 


that's the case. We could take a small stealth ship, get the treasure 
and be back before lunchtime." 


Naruto put one of his hands on the small of her back and pushed her 
down over the bulge of his erection, even as he repllied with an 
inappropriately seductive tone for the conversation topic. "Trust me 
on this Vala, if you go kicking over rocks that some Alteran left 
behind thousands of years ago, something ugly is bound to crawl out 
from them." 


"Are you Suuure | can't convince you to take me... on a treasure 
hunt?" Vala leaned forward and whispered hotly into his ear, 
pressing her barely clothed chest against his naked one. 


" Yeeeeessssssss. " He purred back into her ear. 


Vala shuddered and nearly let out a whimper as the vibration went 
through her body. 


"You are a very frustrating man, did you know that?" She said once 
she'd regained her composure. "It should be illegal for any man to be 
this composed with me in their lap." 


Naruto chuckled, something that sent another jolt through her body. 
"Don't feel bad about it, you're actually doing great for a mortal. It's 
not your fault that I'm used to more effective techniques." 

"What kind of techniques?" Vala asked curiously. 


Naruto quirked a smile and brought his hand up, brushing a thumb 
against her nipple. 


A gasp tore out of her throat as a wave of pleasure surged through 
her body, making her back arch involuntarily and grind her crotch 
against him. 


"Those kinds of techniques." Naruto commeted wryly. 


Taking deep breaths to calm down the fire suddenly burning in her 
body, Vala managed to regain the power of speech. "Do you have 
any more?" 


"I've been doing this for five hundred years. Of course | have more." 
"Would you show them to me?" 

"| don't know, why should |?" Naruto teased. 

Vala started rubbing her groin along the bulge in his pants in a futile 
attempt to relieve the ache there. "You promised me all the sex | 


could want. 


"| didn't say it would be with me." He pointed out, teasing smile still in 
place. 


"You didn't say it wouldn't be either." She insisted. 
"A fair point." He conceded. 


"So, will you show me these techniques of yours?" She asked, 
pressing herself up against his body as much as possible now. 


"Have you ever heard the phrase ‘be careful what you wish for'?" 


Vala blinked at the seeming non-sequitur, momentarily snapped out 
of the lusty haze she'd been in. "No, | can't say that | have." 


"I'll have to teach you about it then." Naruto stated, a rumble of 
anticipation in his tone. 


Vala had no opportunity to question him further as he clamped his 
lips on her neck and sent another wave of pleasure through her 
body, leaving her gasping at the suddenness of the assault. She 
barely even noticed as he stood up and took her with him, ripping 
her top off in the process and sent her necklace clattering to the 
ground. 


She did notice when her back hit the cold wall however. She had no 
time to protest the mildly unpleasant sensation as he lifted her up 
and the wall suddenly sprouted hands and grabbed her wrists, 
leaving her immobilized. While she stared in surprise at the strange 
development, he ripped off her pants and boots and placed her legs 
on his shoulders. 


"Oh, so thaaaa... !" Whatever comment she had been about to make 
trailed off into a gasp when he started licking her inner thighs, 
sending more debilitating waves of pleasure up her body with every 
pass of his tongue. 


By now, Vala was squirming with need and desperately trying to get 
him to pay attention throbbing womanhood, letting out incoherent 
whimpers. 


A moment of respite and an amused sounding growl was all the 
warning she had before a long tongue dragged itself over the entire 
length of her opening and engorged clitoris. She climaxed with a 
shuddering gasp, bucking helplessly into his mouth as that same 
long tongue slithered inside and started exploring. 


When the much prolonged orgasm finally released its grip on her, 
Vala was tired, sweaty and already aching for more. It was already 
the best sex she'd ever had and they hadn't even gotten past 
foreplay yet. 


"Take me now!" She demanded forcefully. 


The wall released her and she found herself hitting the softness of a 
bed in what she vaguely recognized as her room. How exactly she'd 
ended up here was instantly dismissed as unimportant when a fully 
naked Naruto made his way up her body tongue first, leaving a literal 
trail of overstimulated nerves as he went. He made a brief stop over 
her nipples, nibbled lightly on her collarbone, went up her neck, 
scraped his teeth over the shell of her ear and then she suddenly 
had a face full of pectorals and something big was prying into her 
soaked nether regions. 


She bit down savagely at the flesh in front of her mouth as she was 
filled up with agonizing slowness, not even aware of the needy 
sounds she was making or the way she was clawing at his back ina 
desperate attempt to make him speed up. 


She climaxed again as soon as he was fully inside her, locking her 
legs around his waist to keep him in place. It took several long 
seconds for her to realize that she hadn't felt the rush of warmth 
inside her that would indicate that he had reached his peak as well. 
She was just about to comment on this insufficiency when he moved 
again, pulling out almost completely before thrusting back in. 


A strangled scream was ripped from her throat as the movement set 
off a completely unexpected orgasm, leaving her shuddering and 
gasping. There was no rest this time though, as he repeated the 
move over and over again, setting off another orgasm every single 
time. 


Vala lost all coherency or sense of time by the third one, clinging to 
him so hard that her muscles cramped. It would have been incredibly 
painful if she was capable of feeling anything aside from the 
pleasure that stole away her ability to feel anything else. 


By the time that Naruto reached his own climax she was barely 
aware of it, Knowing only that she was being filled up even more than 
before and that the sensation was even more powerful. 


Once he was done, Naruto gently removed her limbs from where 
they'd become locked in place around him, sending waves of healing 
energy through them to soothe the painful cramping. 


Pulling himself out and looking into her face, he smiled wryly as he 
saw that she looked like she'd taken a swim in a pool full of sweat 
and was Staring at the ceiling with glassy eyes while her body 
continued to spasm uncontrollably. Putting a finger to her forehead, 
he sent her to sleep, soothed the nerves and dulled the memory of 
this experience to the point that she would remember that it had 


happened and that it had been amazing, but not as clearly as she 
would otherwise. 


He probably should not have done this, but she'd been asking for it 
and Naruto always liked to show off. The minor memory modification 
was necessary or else she'd have done nothing but follow him 
around like a lost puppy begging for attention. 


It had taken Akitsu decades before she was able to build up enough 
tolerance to function as a person again without a memory 
modification after one of these ‘sessions’. 


He and Xanna had spent most of their ten year honeymoon doing 
that as they experimented with their newfound power to discover 
more ways of stimulating each other's bodies and made internal 
changes to enhance the sensation further. 


Yeah, he definitely shouldn't have let Vala goad him into anything 
other than regular sex. Well, whatever, she was hot, it had been fun 
and she'd be fine. Good thing that a mind broken through sex was 
much easier to fix than one that had been broken through torture, no 
pesky trauma to get in the way. 


O'Neill eventually got saddled with the task of making sure that 
Yahan actually knew how to keep a low profile. To his mild surprise, 
she did. In the week that she spent as his roommate, there was not a 
single occurrence that could be construed as a breach of security. 


Sure, there was that one time that she had strolled naked through 
the house, and the distinguished colonel suddenly found himself 
being temporarily vegan as she took over his kitchen, but that was 
hardly something that could be called a security breach. The novelty 
of living with an incredibly beautiful woman of questionable modesty 
quickly wore off for Jack after his third day without meat. He'd had to 
go eat out and leave her in the house by herself in order to geta 
steak. He suspected that she gave him a hard time about his diet 


more for fun than anything else. The fact that she called Uzumaki 
‘pig brother’ corroborated this suspicion. 


It had also struck him as a bit unfair that she was actually older than 
him but still looked twenty-five. He had been getting completely 
undeserved looks of both disapproval and envy whenever he was 
seen in public with her, because she liked to hang off his arm as if 
they were on a date. This he also suspected of being done on 
purpose to give him a reputation as a dirty old man that went after 
younger women. 


It had been hard enough to get people to believe that Carter was just 
a coworker and subordinate and not anything more. After Yahan, 
Jack feared that he wouldn't be able to convince his neighbours of 
anything anymore. 


After that eventful probationary period ended, Yahan was allowed to 
live on her own. 


She spent her days indulging in nostalgic memories of things from 
her home dimension, few though they were since that had been in 
Japan in the year 2020. 


One particular day that had been just like any other up to that point, 
a tranquilizer dart flew in from her open window and struck her in the 
back, followed by two more. 


Before consciousness left her because of the powerful sedative, 
Yahan had only one thought. 


It was about time . 


"So, what's going on?" Naruto asked as he stepped into the office of 
General Hammond, O'Neill close behind him. 


"There's no easy way to say this so I'll get right to the point." 
Hammond said heavily. "Yahan has gone missing." 


Naruto went very still and turned a hard stare on the bald General. 
"| assume that by 'missing' you meant kidnapped." He said frostily. 
"We don't know that yet." O'Neill tried to defuse the situation. 


"| suppose you think she just wandered off then?" Naruto asked 
sarcastically. 


“Emperor Uzumaki, | assure you that we will do everything in our 
power to find her." Hammond said firmly. 


Both he and O'Neill agreed that they did not want Naruto to get 
involved in the search for Yahan. The horned man would not care 
about discretion if it came to that. 


"From my point of view that isn't much at all." 


Both Air Force officers held back a grimace at the harsh tone, 
knowing that the resources available to them must seem insignificant 
indeed to someone like him. 


"Just give us a chance, we'll have her back with you in no time." 
O'Neill promised. 


Naruto stared at him for a long moment before speaking, though his 
voice was still hard and uncompromising. "I like you Jack, so I'll give 
you a chance, but | suggest you hurry. Yahan is one of my cute little 
sisters and I'm not going to wait around while someone holds her 
captive." 


Naruto turned to leave, but had one last thing to say first. "Oh, and I'll 
also expect those involved to be handed over to me, all of them! " 


With that he left, leaving the other two men to let out sighs of relief 
as the oppressive air went with him. A sense of urgency replaced it 
however, knowing Naruto had not been making idle statements. 


"Of all the stupid..!" Jack growled furiously. "Has the NID completely 
lost their minds?!" 


"We don't know if it was the NID Jack." Hammond said evenly. 


"Of course it was the NID." O'Neill grumbled. "Nobody else would be 
insane enough to pull a stunt like this." 


Despite the lack of evidence to support that conclusion, Hammond 
couldn't help but agree. The NID hadn't hesitated to attempt stealing 
whatever they could get their hands on in the past, regardless of 
consequences. It wasn't likely that anything had changed on that 
score. 


They had gone too far this time though. Targeting anyone's obviously 
loved family members was the quickest way to make a lifelong 
enemy, the old General could certainly attest for himself that anyone 
threatening his grand daughters would never get any forgiveness 
from him. 


But Hammond still had to work within the system, he couldn't just 
have anyone who crossed him killed. Uzumaki on the other hand, 
had no such restrictions and was infinitely more dangerous. The 
Emperor's respect for O'Neill wasn't going to hold him back for long 
and Hammond didn't expect him to care too much if he had to turn 
over every stone on the continent to find Yahan. 


Jack was sitting on a park bench, giving every impression of a 
simple middle aged man enjoying a lazy afternoon. 


In truth, he was not enjoying himself at all. It had already been a day 
since they'd informed Naruto of Yahan's disappearance and even 
longer since she'd actually disappeared. He was acutely aware of 
the passage of time, knowing that with every second that passed, 
Naruto's already thin patience was closer to running out. 


Another man of similar age sat down next to him. 


"Hello Jack." 


"Maybourne." Jack said back, his dislike for the other man leaking 
through. 


"You wanted to talk?" Maybourne asked idly. 


"You have to give her back Maybourne, now ." Jack told him without 
preamble. 


"Give who back?" 


"Yahan, black hair, dark skin, has a big brother that can glass the 
planet if he's feeling annoyed enough, ring any bells?!" O'Neill 
snapped back, his tone getting progressively more angry with every 
word. 


"| don't know what you're talking about." 


"Damnit Maybourne, stop playing around!" Jack hissed furiously, 
wishing that they weren't in public so that he could shout properly. "If 
Uzumaki doesn't have his little sister back soon, he's going to come 
here and he's going to slaughter everyone that was even remotely 
connected to this shit. It'll be bad enough already if she has so much 
as a hair out of place, we do not want him deciding that the search is 
taking too long." 


"That bad?" The other man asked after a moment. 
"Worse." 


Maybourne sighed and slumped slightly against the backrest of the 
bench. "I'd love to help you Jack, but this wasn't my op. | knew that 
the girl was on Earth and | heard that she'd gone missing, but | had 
nothing to do with her disappearance." 


Jack wanted to strangle the other Colonel. Granted, that was a 
frequent impulse when speaking to Maybourne, but this time it was 
mostly because he actually believed him. The only other person 


likely to be involved in Yahan's kidnapping was Kinsey and getting 
that holier-than-thou bastard to understand that he was poking a 
bear would be next to impossible. Maybourne could at least be relied 
on to understand the concept of self-preservation, but Kinsey was 
convinced that America was ‘one nation under God' and therefore 
entitled to doing whatever they wanted with impunity, with the same 
applying to him by proxy as a US Senator of course. 


Jack strongly doubted that Kinsey's delusional sense of divine 
protection carried more weight than UZumaki's armada of ships with 
big honkin' space guns, especially in light of his own increasingly- 
harder-to-deny claims of godhood. 


Naruto did not know about the NID and their absurdly high rate of 
agents that went rogue in order to advance the United States by any 
means necessary, even if it meant committing acts of war against 
other nations. He did not know about Senator Robert Kinsey or 
Colonel Harry Maybourne. He had made no attempt to look into the 
workings of the American government to make sure that Yahan 
would be safe from the likes of them. 


He hadn't needed to. He'd known perfectly well what governments, 
especially those used to being the top dog, were like. He hadn't 
forgotten the lesson he'd learned from Danzo. He'd known that the 
USA would have some overly patriotic moron in power that would 
see a Sekirei on their territory and think of it as the perfect 
Opportunity to abduct her, carry her off to some secret facility and try 
to figure out how her powers worked, even if they had to cut her 
apart to do it. 


They would have likely done it with anyone, even just a regular 
ambassador. That was one of the reasons that he'd delayed so long 
before sending anyone. 


That was also why he'd sent Yahan. Her unique ability to teleport 
would make sure that she'd be fine. More than that, Yahan knew how 


to be subtle, whereas other Sekirei would cause a big ruckus. She 
also loved this spy stuff and often asked for missions of this nature. 


It was for this reason that she wasn't alarmed when she woke up 
handcuffed to a chair with a light shining in her face and a shadowed 
man in a Suit sitting on the other side of a metal table. 


The man was idly leafing through a folder that she assumed held the 
lab results of whatever tests they had managed to do so far. 


"Yahan, a member of the so-called ‘Sekirei’, Japanese for wagtail. An 
odd name for a race." The man said blandly. 


Yahan ignored him in favor of scoping out the room and assessing 
her own condition. She was wearing a plain hospital gown and felt a 
bit woozy but otherwise fine and the room was the typical barren 
interrogation chamber. They must have kept her sedated for a while. 


"There's no point in trying to escape, the handcuffs are made of a 
trinium alloy and so is the chair." The man said. "Tell me Yahan, what 
kind of powers do you have?" 


Yahan smirked at him and teleported out of her bindings, appearing 
directly behind him and snapping his neck. She quickly looted his 
handgun and and teleported behind the two-way mirror, gunning 
down the men that had been observing her interrogation through it. 
They had already earned themselves the death penalty anyway, so it 
didn't matter whether she killed them now or let Naruto do it later. 


Finding herself with a moment to think, she decided on a course of 
action. Find a scientist and beat what they'd learned about her out of 
him, destroy the data, get some clothes, escape and lay low. 


She had to give her big brother time to get here after all. 


Even with Maybourne's help, Jack didn't have much success. 
Hammond's attempts to go through official channels were similarly 


stymied. Kinsey was on a suspiciously well timed vacation to 
somewhere that nobody knew about. 


When the SGC received a report about a massive object 
approaching Earth, General Hammond could only sigh in resignation 
as it became clear that they had failed to find Yahan before Naruto 
lost his patience. 


The aging General made his way to his office and picked up the 
handle of the red phone on his desk. 


" What should we do George? " The President asked. He was 
already aware of the situation. 


"I'm afraid there's nothing we can do Mr. President." Hammond 
sighed. He didn't like saying something like that. 


" Do you think he'll come to the White House? " If Naruto did that, 
they could still spin it as being the first contact between the Celestial 
Empire and the United States. 


Unfortunately, Hammond had to give his Commander in Chief more 
bad news. "I don't think so Mr. President. More likely, he'll start 
searching for Yahan right away." 


After having his first ship destroyed, Naruto had decided that he 
wanted the same kind of ship... just bigger. 


The ten kilometer profile of the rebuilt and upgraded Malleus 
descended into the atmosphere, generating sudden stormclouds due 
to the pressure increase. 


Despite the President's more impetuous military advisors insisting 
that they should attack it, no hostile moves were made as Hammond 
had already explained in detail that nothing they threw at it would 
penetrate the shield and even if it did, they had plenty more ships. 


The giant ship hovered over Denver, Colorado, casting a huge 
shadow over the city and causing pretty much all activity to grind toa 
halt as everyone stopped to stare at it. Not just in Denver either, as 
the news of a spaceship looming over the city spread at the speed of 
rumor, which was well known to be even faster than light. 


There were of course people who scoffed and dismissed it as some 
kind of hoax, but by and large it was believed as it dominated news 
channels across the world. 


There was a rash of heart attacks among the elderly and those of 
weak constitution, as well as a rash of suicides among the paranoid. 
Rednecks world wide(but mostly in America) jumped from their seats 
with gleeful exclamations of 'I told ya the aliens stole mah cows' or 
something similarly outlandish. There were also localized incidents 
of rioting and looting perpetrated by people certain that it was the 
end of the world.....or maybe just people who thought they'd get 
away with it in the excitement. Some suddenly discovered religion, 
while others suddenly discovered atheism. 


In short, a lot of people got very excitable, but for the most part they 
just stared in slackjawed shock at the giant ship, especially in 
Denver where they could see it in person. 


The reporters of Denver, despite not being used to anything even 
remotely this exciting happening in their city nonetheless got their 
wits about them fairly quick and rushed towards towards the ship. 


There was some confusion as to where exactly under the ship they 
should go, but a convenient beam of light indicated the spot. They 
went there as soon as it became obvious that it hadn't been a 
weapon and that they wouldn't die in a fiery explosion. 


It turned out that the area was a park and there was already a circle 
of gawkers standing there and staring at the horned man that was 
placidly waiting in the middle with his arms crossed. 


Since Denver was not a place like New York or Washington, the 
competition in journalism was a lot less heated and the reporters 
themselves had much better developed survival instincts as a result. 
Due to that, they initially stayed at a discreet distance and contented 
themselves with merely talking about the strange horned man that 
had come from the space ship instead of running up to him ina 
horde and shouting questions. 


Still, curiousity and ambition did eventually overcome fear and one of 
them decided to approach. She figured that the police had gotten 
bogged down in the city wide traffic jam somewhere, but she could 
hear the sirens in the distance and knew that the window of 
Opportunity was closing fast. 


Swallowing nervously as she came close enough to notice just how 
much bigger than her the horned man was, she also noticed that he 
continued to stare into the distance and ignored her entirely. 


"Um, excuse me?" She started nervously, having deep concerns as 
to whether or not drawing his attention was a good idea. Could he 
even understand her? Had skipping church been a good idea? 


Naruto turned to the reporter, smiled without showing his teeth and 
spoke in a pleasant tone. "Greetings. Who might you be?" 


The reporter and her camera man both had to lock their legs to keep 
them from shaking at the rolling thunder of his voice and the 
predatory intensity of his eyes. 


"C-Catherine Brady, Denver News." She managed with a minimal 
amount of stuttering. "Who are you?" 


This time Naruto's smile showed a lot of teeth. "Naruto Uzumaki, 
God-Emperor of the Celestial Empire." 


"Oh." Catherine said plantively, a bit at a loss for words. If she had 
ever managed to get an interview with a halfway important politician, 
she would have counted it as a big success in her journalistic 


carreer. She was not prepared for this. "Could you tell us why you've 
come to Earth?" 


At this point, some of the other reporters had clued in to the fact that 
they wouldn't be murdered horribly for approaching and started 
doing just that. 


With a lackadaisical wave of his hand, Naruto halted them in their 
tracks. They were simply unable to move any closer. 


"You'll see soon, | think she's almost here." He said enigmatically as 
if he hadn't done anything strange just now. 


Sh e ? The nonplussed reporter thought to herself . Who is 'she' and 
what was that ? 


The first question at least was answered shortly as a dark skinned 
young woman ran up to the horned man and launched herself at him 
with a happy shout. 


"Big brother!" 


Naruto caught her easily even as she swung herself acrobatically 
around his body as if it was a pole. 


"Hey there little sister, are you alright?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine. | managed to get away before they could do anything 
to me." Yahan confirmed. 


"Good." He nodded and turned back to the baffled reporter. 
"Catherine, this is my little sister Yahan. Her presence here was an 
attempt to forge closer diplomatic relations with Earth, but certain 
rogue elements in the United States government thought it would be 
a good idea to abduct her for their own purposes. When that 
happened | decided that subtlety was overrated and came to save 
her." 


Much of Naruto's fearsome image had been dispelled by the fact that 
he had a pretty young woman clinging to him and calling him big 
brother, as well as the fact that he was here to save her from 
unscrupulous people in power, which was always a popular theme. 
The problem that Catherine was currently facing was deciding which 
question she should ask next when there were so many things that 
needed answers. 


It became a moot point when Naruto preempted her. "I Know you 
have a lot of questions, but this is not the place for that. | will be 
holding a press conference in two days at the White House, where | 
will explain the situation in depth. Your government will make the 
necessary arrangements." 


Catherine was coherent enough to be upset by that. She might be 
way out of her depth, but she knew the story of a lifetime when she 
saw one. Her chances of getting in on that press conference were 
very close to zero. 


Naruto sensed her emotions and found himself liking her. She was 
fairly pretty and reporters were always good for a few laughs, so he 
decided to give her a present. "It was very brave of you to approach 
me like that without knowing anything. Here, take this as my gift to 
the first Earthling I've spoken to publicly." 


With that he brought his hands together and created something that 
he had totally stolen from the Silmarillion. 


Catherine gaped speechlessly as he extended his hand to her. 
Sitting in his palm was a beautiful crystal about half again as big as a 
chicken egg that radiated a soothing white glow. 


"Go on, take it." Naruto urged with a smile. Really, people were too 
easily impressed by pretty baubles. 


As soon as she took it, Naruto and Yahan said their goodbyes and 
vanished in a beam of light, with the spaceship moving to upper orbit 
immediately after. 


General Hammond turned off the TV in the briefing room and turned 
to the other two occupants. 


"At least he didn't mention the stargate or the SGC." Sam tried to be 
positive. 


"Yeah, instead he just threw mud on the government and armtwisted 
us into hosting his press conference." Jack replied with bitterly 
cynical sarcasm. Not that he had an abundance of respect for 
politicians, but this could be trouble. In fact, he was pretty sure that it 
would be trouble. 


Hammond was inclined to agree with O'Neill on this one. If so much 
as a peep of protest was heard by the public they might be facing 
nationwide outrage. It was already going to be bad enough because 
of the xenophobes and the religious nutcases. That was something 
that everyone had always figured was pretty much unavoidable if 
either Naruto or Xanna were ever introduced to the public. 


"And doesn't anyone else find it just a little bit convenient that Yahan 
just happened to have gotten free on her own and jump into 
Uzumaki's arms just as he's making his debut?" 


"You think he set the whole thing up?" Sam asked with wide eyes as 
the implication dawned on her. 


"I'm just saying that he ended up looking like the concerned big 
brother and we ended up being the cliché government boogeyman 
that kidnaps young girls for nefarious purposes." 


"That may well be so Colonel," Hammond interjected. "which is why 
both you and Major Carter will be going to the White House to see if 
you can get to the bottom of this." 


Naruto decided to spend the next two days in the White House as a 
guest. An uninvited guest, but a guest all the same. 


The Secret Service was a bit twitchy about that unilateral decision on 
his part, but they needn't have worried. He wasn't out to do anything 
more nefarious than empty the larders, drink all the booze, flirt with 
the women and make a general nuisance of himself. The President 
was one of the least interesting things in the building to him. 


Speaking of that guy, it was kind of weird. The year was 2001 and 
some dude named John Coleman was the President. Naruto may 
not have paid any particular attention to the matter before, but he 
was pretty sure that either Bill Clinton or George Bush were 
supposed to be President at this point in time. Ah well, probably just 
another butterfly flapping its wings at the wrong time somewhere in 
the past. Fucking butterflies and their chaos inducing wings. He 
would need to have the Ordo Malleus destroy them once he 
controlled this world. There was no place for Chaos Spawn in the 
Imperium! 


He wondered if there would still be planes crashing into buildings 
once September rolled around. 


As Naruto was contemplating the creation of an inquisitorial order 
whose mandate would be to destroy harmless insects and 
wondering whether said harmless insects had altered history enough 
to prevent a harebrained scheme consisting of hijacking a plane and 
crashing it into a building to prove a point, he received visitors. 


"Hey there." He greeted jauntily as Jack and Sam entered the room 
he'd taken over, looking very snappy in their Air Force blues. 


Bjorn the Fell-Handed also zipped through the door before it closed. 
He hopped over to Naruto and was immediately picked up. 


"Hello Bjorn, have you behaved yourself around the pretty blonde?" 
The horned man asked the rabbit. 


Bjorn reared back on his hind legs and raised a paw in salute. 


"Did the rabbit just salute you?!" Sam asked incredulously. 


"Of course." Naruto told her as if it was the most obvious thing in the 
world. "Bjorn is a venerable member of the Space Wolves, he would 
never fail to properly greet the Allfather." 


The two Air Force officers faces went blank as they attempted to 
process that bit of nonsensical information. 


Naruto could only sigh. All this time and they still hadn't caught on to 
all the Warhammer references. The SGC really needed a few nerds 
around to explain this stuff to them. 


Over in Area 51, Doctor Bill Lee inexplicably sneezed. 


Jack recovered faster, by the simple method of deciding to ignore 
that the last thirty seconds had ever happened. 


"Did you send Yahan here on purpose?" He demanded. 


Naruto looked at him oddly and answered in the slow tone reserved 
for the mentally challenged. "Of course | did Jack, | could hardly 
have sent her here by accident." 


"| meant if you sent here here knowing that she'd be kidnapped, 
smartass." 


"That's rich coming from you." Naruto snorted. "But to answer your 
question, yes, | suspected that there was a high likelihood that 
someone would try that." 


"So it was all just a ploy to get a foothold on Earth?" Sam asked, her 
voice a mix of angry and disappointed. 


Naruto frowned at her as he answered. "I do seem to recall telling 
you outright that I'm a manipulative warlord with intentions of ruling 
the galaxy. Did you think that meant 'the galaxy except Earth'?" 


Sam looked even more angry and so did Jack. Well that was fairly 
predictable at least, people always resisted when you shook up their 
carefully ordered world, even if it was for the better. Disappointing, 
but predictable. 


"Do calm down." He continued with an eyasperated sigh and an 
eyeroll. "What do you think would have happened if | sent someone 
other than Yahan? Are you going to try to tell me that this Kinsey 
fellow that Yahan tells me was behind it and his NID cronies would 
have left them alone? Even if it was just a regular human?" 


That briefly gave the two Air Force officers pause as they considered 
it. 


"Well no, but-" Jack started but got interrupted. 


"And do you think | would have just left one of my people in their 
hands even if | had no personal attachement to them? | sent Yahan 
because her teleportation ability makes her almost impossible to 
confine and they wouldn't be able to hurt her because of it, but no 
matter who | sent, | still would have come to save them." 


"You could have been more discreet." Sam insisted. 


"| could have." He admitted. "And you could have a government with 
some more integrity. Besides, I'm doing you a favor by showing up 
like this." 


"Some favor." Jack scoffed. 


"Don't get attached to your secrecy like a clingy ex-girlfriend Jack." 
Naruto chided. "This way things get blown open without any greedy 
morons trying to profit from it and all the blame gets tossed on 
Kinsey and his ilk, who | suspect you hate anyway." 


"Do you have any idea how much trouble this is going to cause us 
with the rest of the world?" Jack asked, frustrated that the horned 
man didn't understand the problem. 


"| never had any intention of dealing solely with America." Naruto 
stated. "You're just a small part of this world and you don't get to hog 
my fabulous company all to yourself no matter how wonderfully 
sarcastic you are." 


Jack tossed his hands into the air in frustration and stomped out of 
the room "Come on Carter, we're done here." 


"Yes sir." She said, a bit more subdued than normal. 


Naruto sighed as they left. Why had he felt like the most mature 
person in that conversation? It was unnatural. 


"Go on Bjorn, catch the pretty blonde and make sure you chew holes 
into her underwear tonight." 


That was better. 


The two days to the press conference Naruto had forced the White 
House to organize and host passed with excruciating slowness for a 
world that was hungry for news. His announcement that he would be 
speaking in two days had forced the President and his staff to follow 
his lead or else risk getting contradicted later, which would be 
disastrous at this junction. They had certainly tried to talk to him and 
work out a plan, but Naruto remained infuriatingly tight-lipped and 
refused to cooperate. 


People all over the planet continued to have serious freakouts the 
entire time, the worst cases being the very religious and the 
doomsayers. The more sensible parts of the population awaited the 
day with barely contained excitement, figuring that if they hadn't 
been invaded yet then they likely weren't going to be now. The 
image of Naruto hugging a pretty girl that called him big brother with 
obvious affection had also gone a long way to making him more 
relatable. Surely someone like that couldn't be too bad? 


On the national level, the United States had to endure an unending 
stream of bitching from the rest of the world, which felt that they had 
been done a grievous insult by the fact that contact with extra- 
terrestrial life had been kept from them. It was all very hypocritical 
since they would have done the exact same thing if the shoe were 
on the other foot. 


Naruto had been snickering at that the whole time, especially at their 
demands to be allowed access to him as if he was some kind of 
commodity. It was a good thing Xanna wasn't here yet or she might 
have decided that military invasion was the way to go after all. His 
darling wife did have a sense of humor, but it ended past a certain 
level of disrespect and the Chinese would have managed to exceed 
it within ten minutes. 


That was actually kind of impressive in a fatally arrogant sort of way. 
Not that the Russians had been too far behind on that score. Really, 
it was like they'd forgotten that there was a giant spaceship in orbit 
that could turn the planet into an asteroid field if he felt like it. 


North Korea had been even worse if possible, but nobody actually 
cared about what North Korea had to say. 


The reporters on permanent detached duty in the White House had 
of course known that Naruto was loitering there, but they hadn't 
managed to approach him despite their intense desire to do so. 


When the day finally arrived, The White House's press conference 
room was filled almost past capacity and there was a tangible 
anticipation in the air. Everyone and ther mother, and their dog, and 
their dog's mother had clamored for access to the event. 


Naruto decided that he wanted to be more flashy than the President 
when he hosted these things, so he had himself beamed up to the 
ship and then down to the podium instead of walking into the room 
like a pleb. 


The room jumped in fright and then exploded into questions as the 
gathered reporters lost their normal restraint at these types of events 
and started asking questions all at the same time. 


" Shut up! " Naruto roared, the power behind his voice shaking the 
walls. 


They shut up. 


"Good." He nodded. "First, I'm going to tell you a little story that will 
explain a lot of what you tried to ask me just now and then we'll 
proceed to the question and answer section." 


Of course, nothing ever goes as planned and there was more than 
one person that didn't want things to go any further. A man in a black 
suit burst through the side and started unloading his 9mm beretta 
into Naruto's chest. 


Women screamed. Men screamed. Everyone panicked. 


Naruto gave the would-be assassin a deadpan look even as the 
Secret Service tackled him to the ground. One of them tried to do the 
same thing to him out of sheer instinct, but only managed to look silly 
as Naruto remained immovable. 


"Really? Freaking really? You tried to kill me with that little popgun? 
Why don't you just throw the damn thing at my head instead, it might 
have done more damage." He said caustically and brushed a hand 
down his chest to dislodge the two bullets that hadn't already fallen 
to the ground after failing to penetrate his skin. 


Taking a look around the room, he saw a lot of badly rattled reporters 
staring at him in shock and rolled his eyes at the pointless disruption. 


"Are you bunch of slackjawed daffodils ready to get on with it or do 
you need a little timeout to calm down?" He asked them 
sarcastically. 


They looked offended. Naruto congratulated himself for that one. He 
hadn't expected to start offending people until the Q&A section. 


Satisfied that there would be no more assassination attempts or 
other annoying occurences, he reached into his haori and pulled out 
a holographic projector. 


"This little device will display helpful visual imagery to accompany my 
tedious monologuing." He said and placed it on the ground nearby. 
He was amused to note that there were a few suppressed titters of 
laughter. Someone at least looked to be enjoying this. 


With that settled he launched into the story of the Goa'uld and their 
little power trip, as well as how they had scattered humans all over 
the galaxy for their own purposes. Then came the short version of 
the Celestial Empire and their recent defeat of the Goa'uld. He did 
mention the stargates, but deliberately left out the activities of the 
SGC, leaving it up to them as to what they wanted to say on that 
subject. Instead he just said that he had contacted the US 
government a few years ago and that they'd head cordial but 
somewhat distant diplomatic relations ever since. 


"A short time ago, my adopted little sister Yahan wanted to see more 
of Earth and was given leave to stay in Colorado Springs for a while. 
One day she was shot with tranquilizer darts and abducted by what 
she later learned were NID agents acting under the orders of 
Senator Robert Kinsey and I'd be willing to bet my horns that the 
idiot with the peashooter from earlier was sent by him. That was the 
reason | decided that subtlety was clearly pointless and decided to 
come here openly. 


"| realize that this has caused a lot of chaos on Earth, but | wasn't 
going to let the kidnapping of my people for personal gain go 
unanswered. The situation is not without its upsides however. Now 
that everything is out in the open, we are able to help you. As | 
understand it, there are many regions of Earth that suffer from 
extreme poverty, disease and other difficulties. As we speak, my wife 


is en route with a convoy of ships carrying supplies that will alleviate 
the situation." 


Naruto took a deep breath and looked over the raptly attentive 
reporters, most of whom had kept their eyes glued to the images that 
the projector was showing the whole time. "Alright, I'm done. Time 
for the questions." 


Pretty much everyone in the room raised their hands and Naruto 
pointed at a pretty blonde in sitting in the first row. 


"Diana Adams, Washington Times." She introduced herself. "Two 
days ago you introduced yourself as 'God-Emperor'’, does that mean 
that the Celestial Empire is a dictatorship?" 


"Technically yes, but it is a bit more complicated. Mine and my wife's 
word is absolute and carries the weight of law, but there is alsoa 
more expansive government in operation beneath us that functions 
on a democratic principle similar to what you may be used to, save 
for the fact that there is a lot more technology involved." He 
explained. 


"So everyone has an equal vote, but you and your wife have the last 
word on everything?" 


"Not everyone. The Empire is now so abundant in resources and has 
sophisticated enough machine labor that nobody really needs to 
work for a living. Every adult is entitled to free housing and unlimited 
access to food and water, but is only allowed to participate in 
shaping the Empire if they take up a profession and make 
themselves useful. Other than that you are essentially correct." 
Naruto explained. 


She nodded in satisfaction and Naruto picked another reporter at 
random, a somewhat older man from a bit further back. 


"Joshua Duncan, Christian Broadcasting Network." 


Naruto raised an eyebrow. This should be good. 


"Would you care to comment on your resemblance to popular 
depictions of Satan?" The man asked bluntly, but not particularly 
accusingly. 


Naruto ran a hand through his hair. "Is it the hair? It's the hair isn't 
it?" 


"| was talking about your horns." Duncan elaborated, ignoring the 
titter of laughter that Naruto's response had generated. 


Naruto frowned at him in puzzlement. "That doesn't make any sense. 
| did read the Bible on a lark once and | don't recall Satan being 
described as having horns. In fact, he was described as being 
‘glorious’ and while | won't say that the rest of me isn't, my hair is 
definitely the most glorious thing about me." 


"So you deny any connection?" 


"It's just an amusing coincidence." Naruto shrugged. "The figure of 
Satan was actually inspired by a Goa'uld System Lord by the name 
of Sokar, he was a Sadistic piece of work but didn't look even 
remotely glorious." 


"Do you claim to be a god then?" 


"Yes." Naruto nodded and formed a ball of fire in his hand, bouncing 
it up and down as if it was a baseball. "I'm immortal and | have 
supernatural powers, that's more than enough to classify myself as a 
god." 


That obviously rubbed the man wrong, even if he was a bit cowed by 
the show. "What of your people? Do you demand their worship." 


"| wouldn't be much of a god if | needed mortals to worship me." 
Naruto shrugged again as he dispelled the fireball, pretending that 
he hadn't just made a deliberate dig at religion. "They can worship 


me and Xanna if they want, but it doesn't affect their lives beyond 
what goes on inside their heads. There are no temples dedicated to 
us, no holy books to read and no doctrine to be followed.” 


Duncan sat back, obviously a bit put out by some of the answers 
he'd gotten but no more than several others in the room. 


Naruto paid him no more mind, his attention having been caught by 
a dark haired MILF in the first row that had just crossed her (very 
nice)legs. 


"Maria Lopez, CNN." The MILF introduced herself. "You spoke about 
your war against the Goa'uld, but you didn't say anything about what 
became of them. Are they part of your Empire now?" 


"Oh no, the Goa'uld have been wiped out. A few of them might still 
be hiding out on some backwater planet, but they'll be found and 
killed eventually." 


"You're exterminating them?" Lopez asked, a bit of horror coming 
through. 


"| guess | should have mentioned that the Goa'uld have a genetic 
memory. They all remember everything that the line of Queens 
before them remembers. Goa'uld were born evil in a very literal way 
and have no civilians. The only sect of their species that isn't driven 
to dominate and enslave everything around them are the Tok'ra, who 
are accepted members of the Empire with the same privileges as 
any other citizen." He explained. No need to mention Setsuna's little 
detour to the Goa'uld homeworld. 


Actually, speaking of Goa'uld.....Naruto focused on the two of them 
he could still feel on Earth, one of them in a host and the other in 
stasis inside a canopic jar. 


A moment later Seth Fargough, better known as the former System 
Lord Setesh, was struck by an inexplicable bolt of lightning and 
instantly charred to a crisp. 


Elsewhere, the stasis jars of the still living Osiris and the long dead 
Isis found themselves teleported into the heart of the Sun. 


He wasn't in the mood to play with the Goa'uld anymore. 


"Are there any other aliens living in the Empire aside from these 
‘Tok'ra'?" Lopez questioned further, unaware that Naruto had just 
killed three people. 


"Not many, mostly just subspecies of humanity." Naruto admitted. 
"The Goa'uld usually wiped out any species other than humans they 
came across. The only truly alien species known to the Empire aside 
from the Tok'ra are the Asgard, Reetou and the Serrakin. The 
Asgard are longtime friends and allies, the Serrakin are a recent 
aquaintance and the Reetou are an insectoid species that lives 
slightly out of phase with our reality and are therefore invisible to us 
without the aid of specialized technology. We have a mutual 
agreement to ignore each other because of this as the differences 
between us are so severe that they make interaction pointless. | will 
be making more detailed information available in the near future." 


He left out the Nox on purpose. The little forest trolls would continue 
keeping to themselves and mentioning them would just cause 
hippies worldwide to become even more annoying than they were 
already. 


The MILF was apparently satisfied by this and had no further 
questions, so Naruto moved on to a redhead. Might as well complete 
the set of haircolors. 


"Lillian Winslow, New York Times." She stated after he indicated her. 
"You claimed earlier to be immortal, can you offer any proof of this 
claim?" 


Naruto quirked an eyebrow at her and flashed her a toothy grin. She 
must be quite the sceptical young lady to disbelieve him even after 
seeing him get shot and stay unharmed. 


"How strong is your stomach?" 

Winslow blinked, obviously confused. 

“Pretty strong, | guess." 

"Good." Naruto nodded firmly and shoved his hand into his chest. 
There was more screaming. 


"Calm your tits people!" He snapped and pulled the hand out, 
holding his still beating heart in the air for all to see. 


"As you can see, | can tear apart my chest cavity and extract my 
heart, but stay alive." He continued in a lecturing tone, ignoring the 
blood running down his chest and arm. "I could also have ripped off 
my own head and kept talking, because I'm simply awesome like 
that." 


Someone inevitably lost their battle against their rebelling stomach 
and puked, setting off a wave of vomiting from the reporters. 


Lillian Winslow was one of them. 


"| thought you said you had a strong stomach!" 


Even as Naruto's press conference was ending after his graphic 
demonstration of immortality, Xanna's fleet of ships appeared in the 
Solar system and veered towards Africa. 


They knew that the more developed countires of Earth would be 
somewhat problematic. Not only were they prosperous enough that 
they would face the same difficulties as they did with most of the 
independent human civilizations out in the wider galaxy, but they 
also had much larger populations to compound the issue. 


In short, not places where getting their foot through the door would 
be particularly easy. 


Africa was a different story however. Large portions of it were a huge 
mess that nobody had been able to clean up because they were 
either unable or unwilling to invest the necessary resources to do so. 


Even better, directly in the heart of the continent, in the Democratic 
Republic of the Congo, the most vicious and bloody conflict Earth 
had seen since the Second World War was in full swing. 


Well, it obviously wasn't a good thing for the people living there, but it 
was terribly convenient for Xanna. She didn't much care what it was 
about, being utterly certain that it was something ultimately stupid, 
but it gave her the perfect excuse to barge in, put an end to the 
fighting and seize power with the reasoning that she could improve 
the situation far better than anyone else. It would have been 
considerably more troublesome if the region was at peace. 


Even though her intention was to put an end to the misery there and 
uplift people, she still expected trouble from stubborn and obtuse 
humans that wouldn't know a good thing if it came up to them and 
gouged their eyes out. 


That was nothing new and more or less business as usual to be 
honest. The only difference was the population density of the region, 
which was considerably greater than a comparable amount of land in 
the Empire, excepting perhaps the capital. 


No doubt the rest of the world would also get in on the whining soon, 
throwing out all sorts of accusations. 


But Naruto would take care of that. He would keep the attention on 
himself with his loud, charismatic personality and attention grabbing 
stunts while she brought the region under control. Before the 
ponderous wheels of democracy even started moving to demand 
she leave, it would be too late. 


A day later, Xanna was smirking as she finished looking over the 
various documentation in Kinshasa, the capital of the nation she'd 


just taken over. 


It had been fairly easy. All it had taken was for her to send out the 
ships and beam away every weapon and vehicle possessed by 
anyone in the region and then continue to hover around to make 
sure that nobody else tried anything foolish. 


After that she'd just marched right up to the center of government in 
Kinshasa and told everyone there that they worked for her now. A 
couple of executions had already been necessary and she 
suspected that more were coming in the future as people 
desperately tried to prevent the loss of their power. The corruption 
here ran deep. 


What she was really smirking about however was the mind 
bogglingly terrible infrastructure. She'd have to build it practically 
from the ground up, which meant of course that the Empire would 
not be going anywhere once that was done. 


The area was very rich in resources as well, which was unexpectedly 
fortuitous. Most of that mineral wealth was being exported at the 
moment, but that would be ending soon. There would be less need 
to import resources if she could make use of the local sources. 


She did need to hurry it up however. The UN forces in the area had 
no doubt already reported her takeover and Naruto would only be 
able to stall for so long. She had to start improving things here 
before some idiot could get the idea into his head that attacking her 
was the right thing to do. It would fail of course, but she did not want 
things to escalate to that level. It would cause complications in the 
future if she got into a scuffle with the well meaning but rather 
ineffecutal UN troops. 


Practically every other country in the area was also going to be a 
problem in the near future. They were still spoiling for a fight and 
would probably become greedy once they saw the technology being 
used here. They would probably also give her an excuse to take 
them over too before long. 


Robet Kinsey, stripped of Senator status and awaiting trial for 
treason after Naruto had relayed evidence gathered by Yahan during 
her escape, was cooling his heels in a holding cell. Though he 
seemed more or less calm, he was actually fuming in rage. 


This had been his default emotional state ever since that damned 
demon had come to Earth. He just didn't understand how nobody 
saw him for the blashemous threat that he was. Instead they let him 
walk into the White House like he owned it! Worse that he'd gotten 
his own government to offer him up like a sacrificial lamb in order to 
pacify him. 


It just confirmed what he'd known all along. The current president 
was too willing to listen to that fool Hammond and his limp wristed 
tactics. They should have launched nukes at the demon's ship as 
soon as it was within range and knocked it out of the sky. They 
definitely shouldn't be rolling over for him like this! They were the 
United States of America and its current leaders were letting it 
become tainted by the alien demons. 


A sudden flare of fire inside the cell snapped him out of his angry 
ruminations. He flinched away from it on instinct, but it was 
momentary and harmless. 

"You!" The former Senator snarled. 

"Me." Naruto agreed pleasantly. 

“Guard! Guard!" Kinsey yelled. 


"Don't bother, they can't hear you." 


"What do you want demon?" Kinsey demanded once the truth of the 
horned man's words became apparent. 


"Well Robbie... do you mind if | call you Robbie?" 


"Yes!" 


"Excellent." Naruto grinned widely. "As | was saying Rob my man, 
I'm mostly just curious about something. How exactly did you 
manage to convince yourself that abducting one of my little sisters 
and attempting to experiment on her was a good idea? You had to 
have at least some inkling as to what you'd be provoking." 


"Spare me the show of outrage, | Know you sent her here on 
purpose." Kinsey spat scornfully, ignoring the last sentence entirely. 
"Don't think that you've won anything either. America will never allow 
itself to be subverted by unnatural abominations like you and your 
‘little sisters'." 


"Allow?" Naruto chuckled deeply. "You make it sound as if it's a 
choice." 


"No matter what you try, it will fail as it always has." Kinsey said with 
the certainty of the fanatical. "We are the children of God and He will 
not allow His children to fade from His great plan." 


Naruto quirked an eyebrow. 


He couldn't recall failing at anything in particular in his life that was of 
any importance and Kinsey certainly wouldn't have known about it 
even if he had. The man obviously believed that he was either Satan 
himself or an agent of his. The rant about God stopping him didn't 
even deserve consideration. If there was any such being in this 
reality, it was taking extraordinary measures to stay unnoticed and 
Naruto was fairly certain he could manage a stalemate against it 


anyway. 


He was beginning to suspect that Kinsey did not have an especially 
strong grasp on reality. 


It did give him an idea though. A mean, horribly evil and utterly 
hilarious idea. 


Kinsey balked at the evil grin that suddenly split open the horned 
man's face and then he found himself slamming painlessly into the 
hot ground, his clothing conspicuously missing. 


Looking around wildly, he beheld a terrifying sight. 


He was in a cracked and desolate landscape of dull red earth and 
suffocating heat. There were pools of boiling blood everywhere and it 
was lit only by the hellish orange of magma pits and towering fires. 


Dominating the area was a massive brass throne sitting upon a pile 
of millions of bleached skulls. Upon the throne sat the horned man 
that had just invaded his cell, but he was now of titanic size, holding 
a cruel looking pitchfork of black iron in his right hand. 


" Robert Kinsey! " He boomed with a voice that shook everything 
around him and made the former Senator lose all strength in his legs 
and collapse. " Welcome to your new home, you will be here fora 
very long time. " 


Naruto kept a forbidding expression on his face as he waited to see 
what the old man would do. 


Kinsey surprised him by suddenly clutching at his chest and keeling 
over, stone dead. 


" A heart attack? He had a heart attack? " Naruto said, his 
incredulous tone hugely at odds with his voice, which could currently 
be measured by the Richter Scale. 


"So DISAPPOINTED! " He roared, obliterating everything around 
him, including Kinsey's corpse. 


He slumped back into his brass throne dejectedly, upset that his 
super over-the-top prank had been thwarted by a heart attack of all 
things. 


" Bastard, your bad eating habits just cost me five minutes of 
amusement. " He muttered accusingly at the red smear that was the 
only thing left of Kinsey. 


He briefly considered bringing him back to life before dismissing the 
idea with a sigh. Resurrecting people just so that you can kill them 
again was a bit too petty even for him. Instead, he collapsed the 
pocket dimension he'd just created with a sigh and went to his wife 
for a cuddle. He needed it after this disappointment. 


The disappearance of Robert Kinsey would baffle investigators for 
quite some time. 


A few months later. 


Xanna grinned in amusement as she looked through the issue of 
Playgirl Naruto had sent her, the cover of which featured her naked 
and oiled up husband posing on it. That was just the latest thing he'd 
done to keep the eyes of the world firmly on himself. A few other of 
his more memorable stunts included illegaly joining and winning a 
dirt bike race while wearing only his pants, getting banned from 
Vegas for winning too much and giving away said winnings in the 
form of tips to all the pretty girls, stealing the show at a heavy metal 
concert, occasionally giving interviews, crashing the Playboy 
mansion with the express purpose of convincing some of the girls to 
put on bunny costumes and dance for him, taking people on a tour of 
the Empire, walking on water and healing people with a touch. 


The last two had been more than enough for the planet to suddenly 
gain a new religion. That had been a serious point of contention for 
many people. He'd stirred up so much controversy that people were 
barely paying any attention to what she was doing. 


The people of Earth were certainly aware of the fact that she'd 
basically conquered central Africa, but as usual only cared in an 
abstract sort of way. Why would they when Naruto's antics were so 
much more amusing and closer to home? 


Not like they had anything to complain about anyway. She had done 
more to stabilize the region in the past months than anyone else had 
in... ever. Life in central Africa was swiftly becoming very 
comfortable and no matter how many observers were sent, nobody 
could say otherwise. They did have a thing or two to say about her 
policy on criminals, which was basically that prisons were a waste of 
resources, but she was still being more humane than what had been 
going on before her arrival so they didn't have much of an argument. 


One of the ships had brought a stargate and a DHD to facilitate an 
easier mode of transportation. It had also coincidentally taken away 
gate priority from the SGC since they didn't have a DHD. This had 
forced the SGC to be shut down and probably caused a great deal of 
resentment on that front. That was just too bad, but it wasn't like they 
were doing anything useful with their gate anyway. 


After shutting down all exports to actually make use of the local 
resources and the influx of more exotic materials from the wider 
Empire, a flurry of construction was started. The locals had been 
more than a little shocked to see a gleaming modern city spring up 
out of basically nothing in the span of a few weeks. It had taken them 
about that long to get used to the constant skitter of Replicators too. 


Akitsu and Kocho had really outdone themselves with their capture. 
The little mechanical darlings made use of keron particles and 
monopolar energy fields that allowed them to absorb many forms of 
energy. Everything they built was photovaltic by default, meaning 
that every building was a giant solar collector. The newly built fusion 
reactor was barely strained despite the massive amounts of energy 
being used to allow all the acivity to function. 


Things were far from complete of course. Even though they could 
build in hours what would otherwise take months, the population 
here was still huge and not to be underestimated. Most of the locals 
simply didn't have the proper education to help this along, nor would 
they for some time. This had necessitated calling for help from Erius. 


Fortunately, it was easy to get people from the Empire to help. Not 
only were they interested in seeing humanity's homeworld, they were 
apalled at the conditions prevalent here. It was a simple thing to get 
them all fired up about helping. The fact that French was the 
language spoken here was irrelevant. Trifling concerns like that had 
been overcome by technology some time ago. 


By all appearances it would take years to finish work on Africa alone 
simply because it needed so much attention. The locals were still 
living in a subdued state of terror and were calming down only 
slowly, which was only to be expected since a war had only recently 
been ended and she was making massive changes to their lifestyle, 
but they'd get used to it eventually once it became clear that she 
wasn't going to grind them into paste or whatever ridiculous rumor 
was going around lately. 


There had been a few dozen assassins sent after her, a few of them 
local but most of them from countries that were upset with the 
changes she was making. At first, they had merely tried to negotiate, 
but once it became clear that she was not going to cooperate they'd 
resorted to attempted murder, apparently unconvinced that they 
were really immortal or simply assuming that Xanna was somehow 
‘less' immortal than Naruto. 


China had been particularly miffed at losing a major source of cheap 
materials once she'd shut down exports. They weren't the only ones 
either, as it seemed that half the planet had had their fingers in this 
particular pie and that included private corporations just as much as 
it did whole countries. 


The Chinese had definitely been the most irritating though. Their 
assassins hadn't even had the decency to be properly nervous as 
they went to their doom. Some of the American ones had at least 
been amusingly mouthy. 


The other thing Xanna was a bit annoyed about was the fact that the 
workload of managing the Empire had proven too much for her and 
Naruto despite the speeds at which they could work. There was 


simply too much going on for them to catch everything even with the 
efficient system they'd put in place. They had needed to clone 
themselves in order to keep a presence on Erius to manage the 
assimilation of the galaxy as well as that of Earth. This rankled 
Xanna mostly because she hadn't wanted to resort to that trick. 


Other than that, things were progressing well and she was taking a 
break from cleaning up the mess that human stupidity had left here. 
That was why she was drinking a glass of red wine and reading this 
amusing article about how Naruto enjoyed debating, board games 
and the sound of women screaming in pleasure. 


Her break was cut short however, when she sensed the approach of 
a man with very hostile intent. 


With a sigh, Xanna put away the magazine and settled into the 
throne(not as huge as the one on Erius, but still quite impressive) to 
await yet another assassin. Hopefully this one would prove to be 
more entertaining than the last one. Blasted Russian had acted 
almost like a machine. 


A fairly tall man barged into her throne room, black skinned and 
broad shouldered. From his neck hung a large wooden cross. 


A religiously driven assassination attempt! And a native at that. 


Xanna was pleased. Those were always fun and she hadn't had one 
yet. He might even be a priest, which would be extra delicious. 


"Die monster! You don't belong in this world!" He hollered without 
preamble and started firing a handgun of Chinese make at her until it 
clicked empty. That little detail bore investigation later on. 


She easily caught all the bullets one handed, her glass of wine 
barely disturbed. 


"Don't I?" She asked rhetorically. "Many of your fellows disagree. 
They worship me for the help I've given them." 


"Help?!" The assassin demanded in outrage. "You steal men's souls 
and make them your slaves!" 


"So it is with all religions." She countered grandly, raising her glass 
of wine in a toast and then draining it. 


"Your words are as empty as your soul! Mankind ill needs a savior 
such as you!" 


"What is aman?" She spat at him scornfully and threw the empty 
glass against the floor. "A miserable pile of secrets! But enough talk, 
have at you!" 


With that she used her thumb to flick the previously captured bullets 
at his legs, making him collapse to the floor with an agonized 
scream. 


Xanna chuckled throatily, finding this entire sequence of events 
highly amusing. "This has been a pleasant diversion, but | must say 
that | imagined you'd be here sooner." 


Sweating and looking as pale as his very dark skin would allow, the 
fallen assassin stared at her with shock and dismay. "You knew | 
was coming?" 


"Not you specifically." She elaborated. "Someone with a heart full of 
fire and a skull full of dung, shouting weightless recriminations in the 
name of an undeserving and uncaring deity. Tell me, did it trouble 
you to see the temples of your faith destroyed?" 


"You won't get away with this." The man ground out, his face a 
mixture of pain and rage. "The faithful will rise up against you, they 
will not allow you to succeed in your dark designs." 


"On the contrary, they will in fact help me succeed." Xanna 
confirmed with a wicked grin. "They will throw themselves at me in 
their reckless fury, attempting to overthrow all | have done here ina 
misguided conviction that faith is better than prosperity. They will 


stain their good image more with every attack, further aided by 
greedy opportunists that will use this aggression as a cover to launch 
their own attacks. However....all you will achieve is to give me an 
endless supply of excuses to do as | wish. When all the dust settles 
and the final act is done, the people of Earth will worship me and 
your god will pass unmourned into history, joining the thousands of 
others to have gone before it." 


He stared at her in horror as the images her words invoked passed 
through his mind. 


"But you need not concern yourself with that." She reassured him. 
"After all, you will never see how it ends." 


The last bullet crashed into his skull and killed him instantly. 


Xanna chuckled to herself at first and then decided to let loose the 
laugh bubbling up her throat. This must have been the most absurd 
conversation she'd had in years, all the more so because she didn't 
really care whether anyone worshipped her or not. She hadn't even 
torn down all those churches out of spite or a desire to displace the 
current religion, but simply because they had been in the way. 


Eventually, her amusement subsided down to a simple grin. 


"Oh my, if this is the reaction of fanatical Christians, | cannot wait to 
get started on the Jews and Islamists." 


Anubis stepped through the stargate on Dakara and pondered how 
one's plans could be undone by something that had nothing at all to 
do with them. 


He knew himself to be more powerful than any Goa'uld. His feat of 
tricking Oma Desala into helping him ascend and managing to stay 
partially ascended when the others forced him away gave him vast 
advantages. He was truly immortal and had access to knowledge 
that no Goa'uld could boast. He had used these things to create a 


small but incredibly powerful military that would have allowed him to 
become Supreme System Lord in short order. His Kull Warriors 
would be impervious to Jaffa weapons and his ships so much more 
powerful that victory was certain. 


At least, it had been until the Celestial Empire had revealed itself 
fully and defeated the combined might of the System Lords, seizing 
control of the galaxy in the process. 


Anubis was not fool enough to think that his relatively small fleet 
would be able to stand up to them. Unlike Sokar, he had no intention 
of throwing his help behind the losers and suffering ignoble defeat. 


He wished that he had more information on this new player, but his 
half-ascended state did not really allow him to gather information in 
the way of a fully ascended being. He could access the Astral Plane, 
but the others would not speak to him so that was pointless as well. 
The only one who truly interacted with him had been Oma and he 
hadn't seen her in centuries. 


Left with no other options, he was resorting to this final plan. If he 
could not rule the galaxy, then nobody would. 


Aside from being the planet upon which the first human was 
successfully transformed into the first Jaffa, Dakara also held a 
secret that he alone among the Goa'uld knew due to his current 
state. 


It was the planet from which the Ancients had seeded life throughout 
the galaxy untold ages ago. The tall spire of rock near the gate was 
in fact a terraformer of immense power. In conjunction with the 
system of stargates scattered across the galaxy, it could spark the 
creation of life on every planet with a stargate on it. 


Or alternatively....it could destroy it. 


That was what he was here to do. He knew that he could not wina 
head on fight against the Celestial Empire, so he would eradicate all 


life in the galaxy and start anew. 


Dakara was a dusty and barren place that the Empire had little 
interest in at present, so he had been spared the need to mount a 
full assault against it. Nobody would even be aware of his actions, 
much less have a chance to stop him. 


"| will not allow you to do this." A female voice came from behind 
him. 


Anubis stopped and turned around, mildly surprised to see a young 
looking Oma Desala. She had always appeared as a woman of 
middling age before, but her spiritual presence was unmistakeable. 
There was something strange about it though.....some foreign 
signature hung around her, emanating a feeling of danger that was 
greatly at odds with Oma's bright presence. 


"And how will you stop me?" He mocked, still puzzling over the odd 
feeling. "You cannot interfere, remember?" 


Oma looked into the empty darkness of his cowled robe, knowing 
that it reflected the darkness of the being who wore it. The robe itself 
was of Alteran design, made to contain non-corporeal creatures. No 
doubt Anubis had made it so as to give himself the ability to interact 
with the physical world without breaking the rules that the other 
Ascended imposed. The old monster had always been good at 
following the letter of the rules while breaking the spirit and the 
others were too jaded to care. 


They would let Anubis wipe out all life in the galaxy simply because 
he was not technically breaking the rules. Possibly also out of spite 
towards Naruto and Xanna. They were watching her even now, 
radiating disapproval. She knew they would not act though, the aura 
of warding that Naruto had placed around her after their last attempt 
was a constant reminder of the consequences. Both Naruto and 
Xanna had remained enigmatic about their reasons for extending 
this level of protection over her, but she doubted it was anything 
malicious. More likely it was some bit of humor that was known only 


to them, or perhaps they were just trying to tempt her into meddling 
even more extensively with the lower planes. 


Either way, it would be useful now. 


"| prefer to think of it as fixing past mistakes." She said with finality 
and called a strike of lightning down on Anubis, destroying his 
containment robe. 


Anubis himself was of course unharmed and simply oozed out of his 
ruined vestments like an oily black cloud. 


"How is it that the others do not stop you?" He demanded, his 
amorphous shape twisting with anger and confusion. 


"Fuck you, that's how!" 
Oma faltered in shock at the words that had just come from her. 


Anubis was no better off, the response being so extremely out of 
character for Oma that he was left speechless. 


After several long seconds, Oma's expression darkened slightly as 
she realized what had happened. The massively powerful 
compulsion to give that rude response had seized her as soon as 
Anubis had asked the question. Apparently Naruto had left more 
than just a warning to the other Ascended inside the cloak of 
warding. 


A few more seconds later, she resigned herself to conceding that the 
stupid prank had worked masterfully. Confronting Naruto about it 
would just egg him on, no matter how rude, offensive and downright 
immoral it was to put compulsions on people. 


Focusing back on Anubis, she got back to what she had come here 
to do and began forcing him back into a fully physical form. 


He fought back of course, but it was useless. She was stronger than 
him and the considerable amount of Tok'ra and even some humans 


that were either knowingly or unknowingly sending her their strength 
augmented her further. 


With a final enraged scream, Anubis became flesh and blood once 
more. 


Oma stared down at the furiously hissing desert snake, wondering if 
she should finish it or not. She decided not to. Anubis wasn't even a 
Goa'uld anymore and wouldn't be able to do any more damage. He 
wasn't even venomous. It was doubtful that he would be able to 
survive for long in Dakara's deserts, lacking the instincts of a true 
serpent as he was. 


Looking up at the Dakara terraformer, Oma wondered at how a 
monster that would use it to destroy all life in the galaxy could ever 
have deceived her so completely. Had she truly been that blind? The 
Alterans had never even considered that this device might be used 
to do harm, though it was easily capable of it, being focused on the 
good it could do. She had been the same. Too quick to believe that 
Anubis would realize how hollow his pursuit of dominance over 
others was. 


With a sense of rightness, Oma called the lightning again, making it 
strike the terraformer until it was destroyed beyond all hope of repair. 
It was too easily misused by those who hadn't walked the path 
required to create it, just like much of their technology had turned out 
to be. She might trust that Naruto and Xanna would not have used it, 
but there were no doubt many who would be mad enough to do it. 


That finished, she returned to Erius, intending to tell the clones of 
Naruto and Xanna where they could find Anubis' assets. He had a 
few underlings that might still cause some damage, but if the horned 
duo siezed it all, they'd just take it all apart for either study or raw 
materials. 


And that is the real ending of the Goa'uld, just as anti-climatic 
as the execution of the System Lords. xD 


There will be a short-ish timeskip in the next chapter and then 
the story is moving into the Pegasus galaxy. 


A special thank you goes to Joe Lawyer for helping me figure 
out the most probable behavior of American reporters when 
presented with something exceedingly strange, as well as the 
protocol for a press conference at the White House. Without his 
help that part would have been written a lot more poorly and the 
chapter itself would probably have taken a lot longer to write. 


Also, a note for those of you SG-1 fans that remember that Vala 
came to the SGC with the tablet already knowing that it talked 
about a treasure on Earth and that it was written in code. It 
never made a lick of sense to me that Vala or anyone else could 
possibly have that information, so | disregarded it. 


Chapter 26 


This chapter took a bit longer because | had a friend sleeping 
over for a few days. He's also got me into replaying Dark Souls 
2 again, so don't be too surprised if the next one isn't out super 
fast either xD. 


The aftermath of the Celestial Empire's arrival on Earth was far more 
pronounced than merely Naruto's public antics or Xanna's takeover 
of central Africa, it was also a series of events that were massively 
polarizing. 


Some people lauded it as a great thing that someone was finally 
doing something about the situation in Africa. These same people 
were also very excited about the idea that they might get to actually 
live in a Space Age, something that had been merely a pipedream 
beforehand. 


There were many others who had markedly less positive reactions 
however. 


After the initial shock wore off, outrage quickly followed. Outrage at 
the claims of divinity from the devoutly religious. Outrage at their 
dictatorial rule by those who believed such a form of government to 
be unquestioningly evil. Outrage at the fact that Earth had essentially 
lost a large chunk of land to the Celestial Empire. Outrage ata 
thousand and one other things, both real and imagined. 


The fact that Naruto continued with his sensationalist stunts and 
occasional displays of divine power only made this polarization 
worse. 


The older generations in general did not like him, but the younger 
ones did for the simple reason that he was 'cool'. The casual way he 
thumbed his nose at any and all authority and did as he pleased won 


him a great deal influence with frustrated young people that were 
disgruntled with their elders. It was a very intangible influence, but 
popularity was a power all of its own if used right. 


Another reason why older people didn't like him and the Empire in 
general was because of their attitude towards sex and nudity. Old 
people tended to be more conservative and the Empire... wasn't. 

Inversely, that was one of the bigger reasons why younger people 
did like the Empire. 


The displays of divine power on the other hand, had an even more 
profound effect. Even though it wasn't his intention, it won him a lot 
of converts. After all, the platitudes that a priest would speak to the 
parents of a dying child could never compare to a self proclaimed 
god strolling into a hospital and healing everyone that had been 
deemed fatally ill. 


As it turned out, a lot of people were willing to convert en masse to 
the worship of just about anything if it would save them or their loved 
ones. 


Naruto had known this would happen, but it still caused him no end 
of consternation as he was suddenly inundated with requests to heal 
this or that person, offering anything he could want in return. There 
was also the unseen spiritual tug as some people resorted to outright 
prayer, probably not knowing that he could actually feel it. 


But no matter what minor irritation Naruto felt at the many people 
that suddenly seemed to think he would solve all their problems if 
they metaphorically(or in some cases literally) sucked his dick, it was 
nothing on what the major religions of the world felt because of him 
and Xanna. 


The Shinto and Hindu religions were not making any particular 
stance known, being far more flexible and decentralized than the 
Abrahamic ones, Shinto especially as it was a very informal sort of 
faith. Naruto and Xanna made them uncomfortable, but they were 
mostly taking a wait and see approach. 


Buddhists tended to classify them as either Deva or Asura and 
continued as normal. 


The Jews did not like them at all, but gave them the cold shoulder 
instead of being openly hostile. Of the three Abrahamic religions, 
they were by far the smallest and as a consequence were both less 
impacted and less willing to be as vocal as the other two. 


Christianity was a tad more visibly upset at the fact that a flippant, 
irreverant, disrespectful and altogether irritating off-worlder of a 
decidedly demonic appearance was going around performing 
miracles attributed to the supposed prophet and son of their god. 
The sudden conversion of a not insignificant chunk of both their own 
followers and agnostics to the worship of a man that managed to 
offend everyone around him and to a lesser degree a woman that 
could charitably be described as a sneering imperialist did not sit 
well with them. 


Proselityzing intensified noticeably and people from places like 
America's Bible Belt started producing increasing numbers of 
hotheads wanting to 'do something’, though for the most part they 
only managed to cause problems for their parent nation. 


The leaders of the Islamic faith were the least restrained and had 
decried them as evil almost from the moment that Naruto had 
finished that first press conference in the White House and it only got 
worse when a new religion suddenly cropped up around them. Islam 
had long claimed that it was the last religion that would ever exist 
and they were willing to go to great lengths to demonize Naruto and 
Xanna in an attempt to keep hold of that claim. 


And these were merely the most prominent social problems. 


Xanna's decision to shut down exports from her newly conquered 
lands caused a fair few economic problems for the rest of the world. 
Problems which continued to worsen as the influence of the Celestial 
Empire spread and ever more land fell under their control. 


The rest of the world might have placed an embargo against a nation 
that pulled a stunt like that in normal circumstances, but they 
realized that they would have a mighty hard time doing that when the 
supplies were coming to it by starship or stargate. Likewise, no one 
had yet been mad enough to try picking a serious fight when there 
were starships constantly hovering in the sky, equipped with 
technology that they couldn't hope to match. 


Deep in the Congo, inside the now imperial city of Kinshasa, there 
stood a tall and wide tower named the Pillar of Heaven. It was so tall 
that its peak pierced the clouds and often attracted lightning strikes, 
which were summarily absorbed and diverted to the energy grid. It 
was a feat of engineering and architecture that nobody on Earth 
could hope to match, made of insanely strong materials that gave it a 
beautiful light purple sheen. It had already attracted the title of 
‘eighth wonder of the world’. 


It was also like a giant middle finger to the rest of the world, 
displaying unequivocally that the Empire could afford to make a 
statement by constructing a ten kilometer high tower that weighed 
upwards of a billion tons in materials that were beyond priceless to 
them. An expenditure of resources like that would have broken the 
economy of any of Earth's nations, but the Celestial Empire was 
moving unreal amounts of raw material towards Africa to speed its 
transformation. Sol's asteroid belts may not have any naquadah, but 
they were plenty rich in other metals and minerals. 


Despite its very dramatic name and imposing appearance, the Pillar 
of Heaven was little more than Xanna and Naruto's official place of 
residence on Earth. The lower levels functioned as government 
headquarters in a similar way that the Imperial Palace on Erius did 
for the whole of the Empire, while the higher levels were personal 
accomodations. 


It was from this tall tower that the two of them hatched new plans to 
annex yet more territory into their Empire. They had already spread 
as far as Botswana to the south, Kenya to the east, Gabon to the 


west and the Central African Republic to the north. The last one was 
going to need a name change though. 


This was what they were doing even now, cuddling naked in their 
large and comfy bed while they watched the news on their giant 
sized TV. 


Xanna chuckled around the icecream cone in her mouth as she saw 
yet another news channel talking about the chaos that she and 
Naruto were causing on Earth. It was another report about the 
sudden conversion of several thousand people to what was already 
being called the Imperial Cult after Naruto had visited a few hospitals 
in Alabama. There were already signs of tension between the local 
Christians and the newly converted people. 


"What's so funny?" Naruto asked, bemused by her sudden humor. 


Xanna slurped up the rest of the frozen confection and handed him 
the cone for disposal. "| am merely amused at how easy they are 
making this. No other planet we have visited thus far has had a 
population that was won over so easily by a few tricks. Even the very 
primitive ones were often more resistant." 


"A lot of these people are simply so used to putting their faith in 
some higher power that switching deities is easier than abandoning 
one." He replied with a slight shrug and munched down the empty 
cone. 


"It is certainly proving useful." She commented, making another 
icecream cone fly into her hand. "If this continues to escalate, the 
United States will be so hampered by internal problems that they will 
be unable to put up a coherent resistance when we move on them. 
You should step up your little visits in China, Russia and Europe as 
well." 


"Useful maybe, but irritating." Naruto grimaced. "The ones in 
America are already talking about building a church for us." 


Xanna paused in her demolition of the latest icecream cone to crane 
her head backwards and look at him quizzically. "But we don't have a 
church, we don't even have a design for one." 


"Someone made one up." 


She snorted derisively and returned her attention to the icecream 
cone. "A transparent power grab. That will have to be dealt with 
before they manage to give us a bad name." 


"| thought so too, but | think we're going to need to allow them to 
make us a formalized religion at least long enough to replace all the 
others. We can always disband it later, but trying to get rid of 
Christianity, Judaism and Islam outright would be more trouble than 
it's worth, and | still have no idea how we're going to manage it with 
Hinduism and their eight gajillion gods." 


"As | said, useful." Xanna repeated. "It will no doubt take generations 
to do away with, but their insipid whining for salvation will wane as 
their problems do. Hinduism may take longer, but it is inextricably 
connected to their culture. It will fade away alongside it." 


Naruto was a bit more sceptical, knowing that India's population was 
approximatelly the size of the whole Empire, not counting their 
recently acquired African people who were far from properly 
assimilated. They would have too much inertia to be so easily 
dismantled. 


Wait..... dismantled? 


Taking it on as a whole would be a problem, but if we were to 
separate the population into smaller chunks..... 


The idea percolated in Naruto's mind some more. India's population 
was indeed huge, but the country itself was relatively small-ish, 
almost certainly too small to assure a good living standard for 
everyone. They would be cramped and eager to escape. Coupled 
with the economic difficulties they were causing all over Earth, the 


increase in poverty would lead to yet more irresponsible fucking and 
contribute to making the situation even worse. All they would need to 
do is ascertain that the immigrants were getting dispersed to every 
corner of the Empire instead of congregating in one place, 
something that shouldn't be too hard considering the ease of travel 
between planets and the interconnectivity afforded by the subspace 
based internet of the Empire. That was actually not a bad idea for 
everyone else too now that he thought about it... 


Sure, the original territories would still be a problem, but if they could 
lure away enough of their young, then the whole thing would die out 
eventually. All they'd need was to make it unpalatable to keep living 
there. 


An empty icecream cone was shoved into his face and he bit down 
on it by reflex. 


"Oh look, the Saudis are ranting again." Xanna commented 
amusedly, having switched the channel to show a news station from 
Saudi Arabia. They were not technically supposed to have access to 
it, but that was a minor concern when you had the technology to 
overcome it. 


Naruto grinned as he listened to the thinly veiled religious diatribe 
that was an obvious bit of propaganda against them. 


"| think we should go ahead with our plan to start selling oil to the 
developed countries." He said, his mind still on the earlier idea. 


The Empire had vast stores of oil that it had no real use for. Selling it 
to Earth's energy hungry nations for a pittance would serve to do far 
more damage to the Arabic nations than anything else they could do 
short of an orbital bombardment and make them easier to take over 
later. 


"Were we not going to wait with that until all of Africa was ours?" She 
asked, puzzled by the haste. 


Naruto quickly explained his idea, adding to it as it came to him. 


"We open up our borders and offer up healthcare, limb 
replacements, cloned organs for transplant, treatment for cancer, 
AIDS and other ‘incurable’ diseases but ask for nothing in return, 
offer the possibility of immigration, send ships to clean up the oceans 
and empty the landfills, anything we can think of to make us look 
better. That'll cause even more division and soften Earth up for later. 
We're going to need to deal with the Arabs quicker because of it 
though." 


"Our operation in Mali is proceeding faster than expected." She 
mused, warming up to the idea. "With the infrastructure we've built 
there, the local government has already started fading into 
unimportance as the people look to us to solve their problems." 


They had recently decided to establish a presence in western Africa, 
choosing the landlocked country of Mali as a starting point. It was a 
nation whose people were often at the capricious whims of the harsh 
weather in regards to their food supply and had been all too glad to 
accept the Empire as it established food, water and medical 
distribution centers around the country. The additional start of the 
project to terraform the chunk of the Sahara desert that dominated a 
large part of the country had won them nearly as much awe as any 
feat of divine power so far. 


In retrospect, the fact that western Africa was predominantly Muslim 
may have had something to do with why the Arabs hated them. 
Though Islam was pervasive there, it was not quite as deeply rooted 
in the culture as it was on the Arabian peninsula, so there was no 
shortage of people willing to abandon it in exchange for a better, 
more active god. There were a lot of Muslims around the world who 
took exception to that, seeing it as an attack on their faith. Which, to 
be fair, it was . Inadvertently so, but Naruto and Xanna were far from 
displeased by the side effects of their campaign there. 


"| will need to go there personally." Xanna continued. "If the pattern 
stays true, Mali's government will be giving its last gasp soon and 


attempt some ill conceived bit of violence in an attempt to retain 
power." They had certaily been making enough noise about violated 
sovereignty lately to easily guess at that much. "The Arab countires 
are not likely to be enthused about the idea of us taking outright 
control of a mostly Muslim country, So we may as well give them 
something to really cry about by taking away their oil revenue." 


"| can do that." Naruto offered. Tearing down the local government 
and establishing imperial rule wasn't much of a big deal. 


"You will overdo it." Xanna stated flatly. 
"| will not." He insisted. 


She raised herself out of his embrace to better give him a highly 
sceptical look. 


Mali. A few days later. 


Naruto stood in the courtyard of Mali's place of government in the 
city of Bamako and stared at his sword, watching the blood slowly 
trickle off. 


The local government had been overthrown and the country was 
theirs, but Naruto found himself feeling a bit sour about the whole 
thing. 


He hadn't known that slavery was still a thing on Earth, but 
apparently he'd been wrong. That was where the blood had come 
from, one of the local government stooges had tried to offer him 
slaves in exchange for.....something. He hadn't listened that long, 
hence the blood on his sword. 


Slavery had always rubbed him the wrong way. He valued the ability 
to choose far too much for it to be any different. It did explain why 
the officer in charge of the Empire's expedition here had been so 
terse and angry though. 


A deeper look at the neighbouring countries had revealed that quite 
a few of them also still practiced slavery. 


You knew about this, didn't you? He sent to his wife. His job had 
been to stir up controversy and keep the rest of the world too busy 
arguing with itself to care about the happenings in Africa, so he had 
left it all in Xanna's capable hands. 


Of course | did. | encountered slavery in some areas here as well. 
She answered. 


Hmm. Naruto assumed that she didn't tell him because he 
sometimes got a bit... overenthusiastic... in his methods of 
abolishing the practice. His public showboating would be a tad less 
effective if he periodically went on killing sprees. He'd killed more 
than a few people during that time, but it had been done discreetly. 


You are going to overdo it, aren't you? She asked after a while. 
Probably. 


That was the end of their conversation. Both of them knew that an 
aggressive military takeover of any country would make things more 
difficult later, but Naruto was not inclined to treat any government 
that condoned or even tolerated slavery as if it deserved any actual 
consideration. Dealing with the Goa'uld for all these years had 
spoiled him, he'd forgotten that there were humans out there that 
would make even the parasites cringe in horror at the things they did 
to each other. 


There was also the fact that his own people were not likely to 
practice any restraint in the matter. Xanna might have been able to 
hold them back and keep them in line, but Naruto tended to only 
exercise such control in broad strokes. They had been fighting 
against slavery for five hundred years and would be howling for 
blood at having encountered it here and he simply didn't care 
enough to stop them as long as they kept their fury away from the 


uninvolved. They too were used to the Goa'uld being the enemy and 
would be doubly pissed at the idea of humans enslaving humans. 


Mind made up, he took out a subspace communicator and called 
Kocho. 


Her holographic image appeared over the device a short while later. 
"Heika, what can | do for you?" She asked promptly. 


"I'd like you to send say... another 40% of the Empire's total reserve 
of Replicators and assimilation personnel to Earth, as well as 
another two dozen frigate class ships. Oh, and another 20% of the 
army to act as a police force." Naruro said. 


Kocho paused pensively. "That will bring up the total resources we 
are using on Earth up to 78%, wartime fleet assets not included." 


"So it will." He agreed. 


"The efficiency of our efforts on the rest of the galaxy will drop nearly 
to a standstill." She warned. 


"Can't be helped." Naruto shrugged philosophically. Every long term 
investment required an initial expenditure. It would lead to a massive 
payoff once Earth and its population was added to the fold, but for 
now it would suck up resources like a black hole. 


"Very well Heika, | will send out the orders at once. Shall | dispatch 
Warmaster Setsuna as well?" 


"No, | don't think that would be a good idea." 


Setsuna would be entirely too... enthusiastic in her efforts. Her fury 
wouldn't be aimed only at those countries that had slavery within 
their borders, she would see everyone on the planet that hadn't 
acted to stamp it out as culpable and want to act accordingly. There 
were in fact a lot of things on Earth that would make her angry and 
they simply didn't have the resources to keep control of a planet with 


over six times the population of their own territory if they invaded. 
There was no reason to bring Setsuna here only to give her an 
aneurysm by telling her that she couldn't act. 


For the next few months, the rest of Earth lived in a state of quiet 
terror as Naruto seized control of all the land west of Nigeria and cut 
a bloody swathe through the persistent African slave trade in the 
area and through everyone that kept it going, resulting in tens of 
thousands of people being put to the sword. 


The police and army personnel of all the newly conquered nations 
were also disbanded and replaced with the Empire's soldiers, further 
enforcing the image of a military occupation. 


It was all the more shocking because he'd cultivated the image ofa 
powerful but more or less harmless goofball that liked to have fun up 
to this point. 


The efforts to improve living conditions in these lands were more 
intense than ever, but just as Naruto and Xanna had once taken 
advantage of the journalistic trait to focus on the most sensational 
news, it now worked against them since the mountain of corpses left 
behind was a lot more attention grabbing than anything else. 


Fortunately, the previously stirred up controversy and the tactic of 
‘beam away their weapons and roll in with zero casualties' meant 
that there was a lot of reluctance to do more than grumble about it. 
Not many were willing to get into a fight with a technologically 
superior foe when said foe wasn't even doing anything particularly 
heinous. Sure, he'd killed a lot of people, but he'd taken the effort to 
prove that they'd been slavers and there weren't a lot of people out 
there that were sympathetic to slavers. 


Nigeria found itself stuck between the two imperial territories and 
asked for outside help to defend its borders, but the previously 
mentioned situation applied and they received only silence in 
answer. 


Despite the silence however, tensions continued to escalate as it 
became apparent that the Celestial Empire had no intention of ever 
leaving. Nationalism went on the rise again as propaganda was used 
to demonize the Empire. 


Countering this sudden bad press was the initiation of the plan that 
Xanna and Naruto had agreed upon earlier. With their borders open 
for anyone wanting to visit and an increasing number of locals 
learning to use the internet, the negative propaganda about the 
Empire was not as successful as it would have been otherwise. 
China and a few other nations attempted to combat this by restricting 
which content their citizenry was able to access. Some countries 
such as Russia and the United States took a more subtle approach 
and merely had their news outlets slant information the way they 
wanted it instead of trying to cut off information entirely. Then there 
were places like North Korea and Saudi Arabia, which didn't even 
pretend to be remotely objective and outright lied to their people. 


Naruto and Xanna countered most of these actions by setting up 
their own news network and using their massively superior 
technology to hack into their computers, giving contradicting 
information and generally causing varying levels of problems, 
depending on how badly they were being misrepresented. 


Naruto took particular glee in periodically flooding the Arabian 
peninsula with porn of all sorts. The dirtier, the better. 


Speaking of the Arabian peninsula, they were suddenly finding 
themselves in pretty dire straits as the Empire began selling oil at 
ludicrously low prices. Much of their economy was reliant on their oil 
exports and suddenly finding themselves cut off from that source of 
income was not something they were at all happy about. They were 
also not happy about the porn invading their computers and 
televisions. 


After that initial trouble, the offer of free medical services to anyone 
who wanted them was made. Interest was tentative at first, but 
eventually it became an accepted fact that if you had any kind of 


physical ailment, you could take a visit to the Empire's new territories 
and have it fixed at no cost. Interest was naturally high. 


The governments of the Earth's stronger nations had decidedly 
mixed feelings on the Empire after that. On the one hand, they were 
handing out oil practically for free and thus giving a massive boon to 
their economies, not to mention the sheer volume of humanitarian 
aide they were performing. On the other hand, they had seized 
control of about half of Africa and clearly had no intention of stopping 
there. There was also the fact that Africa was a very resource rich 
continent and the Empire was not allowing them to exploit those 
resources anymore. 


Though they were unwilling to pick any kind of fight with the Empire 
directly, they were more than willing to fund the efforts of the many 
extremist Muslim groups that popped up in the wake of Naruto's 
aggressive takeover. 


Filled with religious fervor, these were people who did not truly 
concern themselves with the futility of their actions or their lethal 
consequences. In other words, perfect stooges for anyone wanting 
to take advantage of their blind hatred. 


Unfortunately for them, Naruto and Xanna had known long before 
they'd come to Earth that there would be no avoiding that particular 
issue and had planned out a way to take advantage of it a long time 
ago. 


With that in mind, Naruto went about the business of deliberately 
riling them up without appearing to be doing it on purpose(more than 
the porn had done already at any rate). He tore down every mosque 
that wasn't historically significant and claimed he'd done it because it 
was in the way of some important construction. He removed the 
‘religion’ section from every library and filed things like the Bible, 
Quran and Torah under ‘fiction’, bad fiction at that. While he didn't 
ban any religious practices, he made them as difficult to follow as 
possible. He employed a team of people whose sole job was to 
produce mocking, satirical and downright insulting depictions of 


Islam. He set up schools and filled them with teachers that would 
present evey religion in as bad a light as humanly possible(even that 
of himself) while still telling the truth and invited international 
observes to film the classes and show the world that he wasn't out to 
make anyone worship him. 


Considering how little it took to set off radical Islamists at the best of 
times, he was spectacularly successful. He was in fact so successful 
with his smear campaign that he managed to set off a great deal of 
the more moderate ones as well. 


Naruto drank in the outrage like a fine wine, absolutely delighted at 
being able to offend so many people with so little effort. 


When the inevitable attack came, Naruto was informed of it well in 
advance and waited patiently for his would be killers. 


There was no need for any checks when there were ships in orbit, 
frequently scanning for weapons or explosives. Not that the would- 
be terrorists knew that of course. 


Since his temporary residence in Mali was unguarded and open to 
anyone, it was almost assured to attract at least one person that 
thought they'd found a way to defeat his immortality. 


To his mild surprise, the one who came for him did not look any older 
than fifteen. 


"So you're the distraction, huh?" He asked rhetorically. 


"You killed my parents." The boy said as coldly as his pubescent 
voice would allow. 


"And you think you're going to avenge them?" Naruto mocked 
without a drop of sympathy. 


"Yes, | will." The boy confirmed and drew a long silver knife from a 
sheathe hidden in his clothes. 


Naruto started chuckling, first slowly and then getting faster and 
louder. Soon he started laughing outright and clapping his hands. 


"A silver knife? Really?" He asked, still laughing gratingly. "Do | look 
like a fucking werewolf to you?" 


The boy lost his temper and charged at him, plunging the knife into 
Naruto's chest with a flying leap. 


"Wow. Bravo. Champagne. Cheers. High-five. Slow clap." The 
horned man said sarcastically, pulling the bloody silver knife out. 
"Out of curiousity, what were you going to do after you killed me?" 


The boy swallowed nervously and backed away even as he 
answered. "Allah will provide." 


"He didn't provide for your parents." Naruto pointed out heartlessly. 


The boy took exception to that and tried another reckless charge, 
getting smacked across the room for his trouble. 


"Tell you what Abdul, why don't we make a deal?" Naruto offered 
genially. 


"How do you know my name?!" Abdul asked in shock, rubbing his 
sore jaw. 


"Your mind is an open book, now about that deal..." 


Abdul had to take a moment to get his equilibrium back, after which 
he interrupted with an enraged yell. "I will make no bargains with you 
demon! You killed my parents." 


"Yes, we've established that." Naruto retorted scathingly. "They were 
also slavers and if you were any older I'd have spilled your guts right 
next to theirs, but | can still do that if you don't want to talk." 


Alas, the extent of the conversation that Abdul seemed willing to 
have was a litany of rage fuelled curses. Naruto quickly grew 
annoyed by the (in his opinion) mostly unwarranted vitriol and 
grabbed the idiot boy by his throat to shut him up. 


"| was going to tell you that your buddies were just using you to 
distract me while they tried to blow up a school, but | get the feeling 
that you'd just keep running your mouth." Naruto said with some 
irritation as the flailing boy started turning blue. "I guess I'll have to 
use someone ele." 


His hand twitched slightly in preparation to snap the fragile neck of 
the angry brat, thinking that it really was too bad. If he hadn't been 
so damned hung up on his dead parents then he would've worked 
perfectly for the plan. Young, presumably innocent of any 
wrongdoing prior to this adorable little assassination attempt, 
sympathethic even once he dropped the homicidal attitude. Too bad 
he was so wrapped up in his own self pity that he wasn't good for 
anything but fertilizer. 


Inspiration struck and he dropped the boy on his ass, leaving him 
gasping for air on the floor. 


"Congratulations!" Naruto chirped brightly. "I'm not going to kill you... 
though you'll probably be wishing | had, but you're still useful." 


"Wha..." Abdul tried to say but got interrupted by coughing because 
of his abused throat. "What are you going to do to me?" 


Naruto grinned toothily at the terrified boy. 
"I'm going to make you see ." 
A couple of days later, Abdul went on international television and 


spoke about the evil his parents had done and how Naruto had done 
a service to the world by killing them. He also spoke about the 


extremist group that had recruited him and everything that he knew 
about them and their goals. 


He was very subdued and looked as if he hadn't been sleeping well. 


Xanna and Naruto were once more in their private room inside the 
Pillar of Heaven, indulging in a favorite pastime. 


Reading the idiot mail. In other words, the mail they received that 
was so stupid that you could do nothing but laugh at it. 


They were both naked as they were most of them time when not in 
public, with Xanna laying on her stomach and kicking her feet up as 
she read from a datapad. 


"This is a good one." She snorted lightly. "That American gun 
collector is trying to bribe us in exchange for a plasma rifle. Again." 


Naruto stopped sucking on her big toe for a moment in order to reply. 


"Yeah I'll get right on that, it's not like we've turned him down four 
times already or anything." He said sarcastically. 


He decided not to go back to the big toe and progressed to nibbling 
on her calves instead. 


"The next one is actually several messages rolled into one. They are 
from various corporations based mostly in America and consist of 
veiled threats of legal action for killing a few of their employees in 
Sierra Leone, but they will agree to drop the charges if you continue 
to supply them with diamonds and gold." 


"Would it be an excessive response if | dropped a million metric tons 
of each on Wall Street?" Naruto queried after a disbelieving moment. 
Nobody had tried to blackmail him for quite some time before this 
and this attempt was even dumber than most. 


"For now, but you can do that later." 


Naruto shrugged and nibbled his way up her thighs, but he stopped 
when Xanna suddenly snickered at something. "What is it?" 


"This one is from the World Bank, wondering when we are going to 
repay the debt that the countries we have taken over had with them." 
She elaborated, snickering all the way. 


Naruto started snickering too. "They actually think we're going to pay 
them?" 


"It would seem so." More snickering. 


"Talk about ignoring the signs." He commented and went back to the 
nibbling. 


"Indeed." Xanna agreed. "Huh, it seems that his Holiness the Pope 
would like to OW!" 


The horned woman turned back to glare at her husband, who 
currently had his teeth sunk in her left butt cheek and was looking at 
her with an amused twinkle in his eyes. With a growl, she grabbed 
one of his horns and dragged him forwards. 


Now laying on top of her and prevented from biting her ass any 
further, Naruto asked what the leader of the Christian faith wanted. 
"What does the chief replacement want?" 

"He would like to visit." 


Naruto waited....and waited... and then gave up on trying to figure it 
out. "So... what?" 


"| think he is expecting us to make a big deal out of it." Xanna 
reasoned. 


"Ooohhh, so that's why it was sent to us instead of the travel 
department?" He realized. 


"No doubt." Xanna frowned. "Honestly, as if we have time to waste 
on a useless old man in a silly hat." 


"Eh, what do you expect from someone that spends all his time 
playing dress up." Naruto shrugged. "Next?" 


"This one is mostly for you | think." She noted. "A petition signed by 
various Muslims, complaining that the food is not Halal ." 


"I'm not making them eat it." Naruto shrugged, mildly baffled by that 
particular complaint. The food that the Empire provided was both 
high in nutritional value and tasted good, so he was not entirely sure 
what they were kvetching about. The fact that it was either grown in 
automated hydroponics facilities or assembled molecule by molecule 
from nutrient goop was hardly the worst thing he'd done that went 
against some aspect of Islam, so this complaint was downright 
bizzare. 


"| wonder if they will starve themselves in protest?" Xanna 
wondered....almost eagerly. 


"They won't." He said with certainty. 


"You don't know that." She argued. It would be terribly amusing and 
she would like to see it. 


"Yeah | do." Naruto refuted. It had been a long time, but he 
remembered what it was like to go hungry. You stopped caring where 
the food came from after a certain point. Sometimes you stopped 
caring if it was actually edible, or even food. 


Anyone that was capable of refusing to eat for some abstract reason 
when there was plenty of food to be had had his respect for their 
willpower, alongside a corresponding lack of respect for their 
intelligence. 


"Perhaps." Xanna conceded grudgingly. "This one is for both of us. A 
complaint against the use of the contraceptive nanoimplant." 


"What possible problem could they possibly have with that?" Naruto 
asked, baffled once more. 


Everyone in the Empire got one of those shortly after birth. It 
prevented conception until the age of twenty-one, at which point the 
controls for its deactivation became available to the implantee. It was 
a near perfect way to prevent unplanned pregnancy and had 
eliminated the need for abortion clinics in the Empire. 


Xanna took another look at the message and frowned at the rather 
extensive number of reasons listed. "Goes against religion, violation 
of basic rights, unethical, blah blah blah." 


"None of that is as important as the ability to have unlimited amounts 
of unprotected sex without the risk of pregnancy." Naruto declared. 


"Quite so." Xanna agreed. "Next are various requests from countries 
looking to open diplomatic and trade relations once Africa is 
completely ours." 


"Sounds like they're throwing Africa under the bus and hoping we'll 
stop there." He reasoned. 


"Indeed, quite naive of them." She agreed and then frowned. "What 
are you doing?" 


Naruto stopped nibbling on her earlobe. "Nothing?" 


"Uh huh." She responded sceptically but continued with the idiot mail 
anyway. "One of the Playboy bunnies is saying that you got her 
pregnant." 


"Awesome." Naruto said dryly, raised himself up and sheathed 
himself in Xanna's backdoor in one move. 


The woman in question gave a short yelp of surprise at the sudden 
filling, but then turned her head to look at him. 


"Nothing you say?" 


"It might have been something." Naruto conceded. 


"You know | hate it when you interrupt my laughing at the stupidity of 
mortals, and in the wrong hole on top of it." She chastised with a 
frown. 


Naruto responded by rolling his hips, drawing a short moan from his 
wife and once again giving thanks for the ability to create lube by 
thinking it. 


"I'm sorry, | couldn't help myself after getting a taste of your ass." He 
apologized insincerely. "And you don't have any wrong holes, 
remember?" 


It certainly wasn't being used for waste disposal, so there was no 
reason not to spam the anus with all sorts of pleasant nerve endings. 


"| might need a reminder." Xanna purred, tossing away the datapad 
and repositioned herself to better take advantage of his slow 
movements. 


"Happy to be of service." Naruto purred back and continued rolling 
his hips in wide motions. 


Despite the continuous rumble of pleasure emanating from her 
chest, Xanna made a note to herself to stop letting Naruto convince 
her that they could do these things during cudddle time. 


On an otherwise unremarkable day, Naruto received a visitor from 
the United Nations. He'd been told that she would be coming quite 
some time ago, but he hadn't really considered it important so it had 
slipped his mind. 


That was why he experienced a bit of confusion when the dark 
haired woman in her mid to late thirties showed up. She was quite 
obviously not local given her pale skin and he knew that she wasn't 
one of his either, so it made him wonder what it was that she wanted. 


“Emperor Uzumaki," She greeted politely but without giving any 
obvious hint on her true opinions of him. "I am Doctor Elizabeth Weir. 
The United Nations sent me here to act as a mediator in the hope 
that your pursuit of the terrorists allegedly hiding in Nigeria does not 
cause undue political friction." 


Naruto just had to grin at her extremely diplomatic conversation 
starter. It was all the more funny because he knew that the people 
who had sent her here did not actually expect her to succeed, but 
merely hoped that she would delay the Empire's expansion. 


"Well then Lizzie," He grinned some more when she frowned at 
either his familiarity, the shortening of her name or maybe both. 
Either way she obviously disliked it. "I'm afraid that we've got a 
problem. You see, | suspect that there's going to be a lot of friction 
with Nigeria in the near future and it won't be the type of friction that 
can be ameliorated even by a diplomatic lubricator of your..... talents 


Weir frowned some more. She'd been warned about the horned 
Emperor, but no amount of verbal descriptions really prepared a 
person to deal with someone so blatantly determined to twist even 
the most serious of discussions into an uncomfortable mockery of 
what it should be. He'd just managed to put more innuendo into one 
sentence than what she got from her boyfriend in a month. It also 
irritated her that he called her Lizzie. Only her father had called her 
Lizzie. 


But she hadn't become known as one of the best, if not the best, 
mediators and diplomats in the world without learning to deal with 
intractable people. 


"I'd still like to give it a try, Ruto ." She replied firmly, taking a risk at 
shortening his own name without being given permission. That 
wasn't a thing you typically did with a virtual stranger(particularly one 
in a position of authority) unless you were trying to insult them, but 
she had a feeling that the rules were different in this case. 


Her gamble was rewarded when a genuinely pleased look came 
over his face and his grin widened to frightening proportions. 


"| like you." Naruto announced, staring at her with unabashed 
interest. 


It wasn't the first time that Elizabeth Weir had felt uneasy when 
someone had said that they liked her, but it was definitely number 
one based on the intensity of that unease. 


Elizabeth Weir was quite sure that this was the strangest version of 
diplomacy she'd ever had to deal with. 


Whenever she tried to broach the subject of the Empire's 
unsanctioned incursions into Nigeria, he would digress or change the 
subject and continue with a stream of inane conversation that had 
nothing at all to do with anything. Furthermore, he'd insisted on them 
talking while they walked, apparently unconcerned about secrecy or 
even privacy. 


That much she could appreciate at least, as the backroom dealing of 
politics had always been something that she'd disliked. The fact that 
he seemed to be determined to play tour guide for her through the 
recently rebuilt city of Bamako and the wider area was more baffling 
than appreciated. He was good at it though. 


It was undeniably interesting, even impressive how much work had 
been done, but she had to wonder at the point of explaining to her 
how this bit of technology was used to keep the area a bit cooler 
than it would be otherwise under the African sun, or how well the 
transformation of the Sahara was going. 


Under normal circumstances, she would have been thrilled to do 
this. Being given a personal tour, complete with air car ride to the 
more relevant locations and having it all explained by a 

knowledgeable guide would have held her rapt attention. But she 


was here with a purpose and could not stop thinking about the fact 
that he was putting a lot of effort into sidetracking her from it. 


By the time that the dinner he'd insisted they get was finished, she 
was more than ready to start acting like a dog with a bone and 
refuse to let go. 


In what had become a theme over the past few hours, Naruto started 
talking just as she was about to say something. 


"How was the food?" He asked, seeming genuinely curious about 
the answer. "This molecular food construction technology is pretty 
new and we're still waiting to see if there's anything wrong with it. 
Machello has been busy trying to figure out pure energy-to-matter 
construction for a while, but the man has the attention span of a fruit 
fly sometimes." 


Weir deliberately ignored his admittedly fascinating rambling and 
decided to get to the point of her presence here. "It was delicious 
Naruto, but we really should talk about the situation with Nigeria." 


The horned man deflated a little bit, but much to her relief didn't 
seem inclined to change the subject again. In spite of his rather 
crude sense of humor and utter disregard for any kind of propriety, 
he was very easy to talk to and his pride was apparently impervious 
to injury, something that she could appreciate after years of dealing 
with prickly politicians, but damn could he be frustrating when he 
wanted to avoid talking about something. 


"There's no point in doing that." He declared with a sigh, standing up 
and starting to pace around the room. 


She stood up as well and quickly contradicted him. "Your troops are 
searching all over the country without permission from the Nigerian 
government, I'd say that's a pretty good reason to talk about it." 


"Not really." He dismissed. "I have no intention of leaving even after 
all of those idiots are caught and my wife will be joining me soon 


after. There are a lot of people in Nigeria that could use help, help 
that Xanna and | can provide. The Nigerian government won't like it 
because we'll be subverting their authority in the process, but if they 
try to stop us we'll just beam away all their weapons and take over 
by force." 


Elizabeth just stared at him for a while, stunned at having their 
expansionist plans stated so bluntly. She had trouble processing how 
anyone this direct could possibly be a politician. 


"So you're just using the terrorist threat as an excuse to set yourself 
up in yet another country?" She asked, her tone perhaps a bit harder 
than she'd intended it to be. 


"Pretty much." Naruto admitted. "I did go through quite a bit of effort 
to provoke them after all and it isn't like they can actually do any 
harm for as long as I've got my ships in orbit doing a constant 
passive scan for weapons, explosives or any other contraband." 


"| could tell the United Nations about this." She warned. 


He snorted. "Go ahead. Are they going to send in that guy that can 
stop us? What was his name again? Michael Mcdoesn't exist?" 


"Why give me the runaround for the whole day then?" She 
demanded, not even bothering to hide the frustration she was 
feeling. 


"Because you were cheeky enough to give me a nickname within 
two minutes of meeting me and | didn't want you to have come here 
for nothing." He admitted. "Don't try to say that you didn't enjoy it 
either, | know that you did." 


"That's not the point!" She exclaimed in exasperation. "You can't just 
go around taking over countries left, right and center." 


"| can't?" He asked, sounding genuinely puzzled. "Isn't that how your 
country was formed, by taking land from someone else? Come to 


think of it, wasn't that how every country was made?" 
"That was hundreds of years ago!" 


If anything, this only made him look even more puzzled. "What does 
the time period have to do with it?" 


"You're really serious about this, aren't you?" Weir asked, looking 
seriously shaken up. Naruto suspected that is was because the 
validity of his point was something that she'd never contemplated. 
"You're going to take over all of Africa." 


"No, of course not." He reassured. "We're going to take over all of 
Earth." 


“There's no need to look so stunned." He said in exasperation when 
she didn't reply for a while. "It's not like it wasn't obvious or 
anything." 


"You're just using a front of helpfulness to make it easier to conquer 
one country after another." She went on. 


At this point, Naruto was starting to smell some fear from her and it 
almost made him give his eyes a good roll. The good doctor was 
apparently thinking that he was planning to dispose of her since he'd 
been so open. It wasn't his fault that people liked to stay willfully 
blind and hadn't figured it out yet despite his and Xanna's fairly 
lackluster effort at concealment. 


"All the humanitarian aid, just a way to divert attention." 


Naruto considered pointing out the many humanitarian organizations 
from the so called ‘first world countries' he'd come across that were 
either less than effective or just a straight out cover for something 
else. The banking information he'd tracked on a few of those 
presented a less than charitable picture. In the end he decided not to 
in favor of indulgently listening to her mini rant. 


"Are there even any terrorists in Nigeria?" She asked, rather 
suspiciously it had to be said. 


"There are." He confirmed, amused. "They're just... not very effective 
at actually doing any terrorizing." 


"What about that boy that went on television a few months ago, 
Abdul?" 


"What about him?" 
"How did you get him to talk?" 


"Lizzie, are you asking me if | tortured a fifteen year old brat to say 
what | wanted him to say?" He questioned, smirking at her. 


"It seems strange that he would speak out against his parents and 
former comrades like that." She said evasively. "Extremists aren't 
known for having a change of heart often." 


"Torture probably wouldn't have worked either." He pointed out, still 
smirking. "But to answer your moderately subtle implication, no | 
didn't torture him. What | did was far crueler, | made him see ." 


Weir was aprehensive at first and then confused. See? See what? 
And what could be so terrible that it was worse than torture? 


"| don't understand." She admitted. "See what?" 
"The truth." 


If anything that only confused her more. Fortunately, Naruto was in 
an explanatory mood. 


"Sapient mortals are such an interesting breed. You have eyes that 
see, but few care to look . You have ears with which to hear, but 
almost none bother to listen . You have brains evolved enough to 
reason and think, but are for the most part so disappointingly dull . 


You have so much potential, but it usually gets wasted for the 
dumbest of reasons." 


"Where are you going with this." She asked warily. 


Naruto looked at her thoughtfully for a while before giving a defeated 
sort of sigh. 


"Ah fuck it, trying to do the philosophical thing seriously just isn't 
working for me." He said a moment later, throwing his hands up in 
the air. "How about I just show you?" 


Before she could assure him that that wasn't necessary, he'd already 
stepped forward and placed the very tip of his claw against her 
forehead. 


Elizabeth had only a moment to feel a sense of fearful confusion 
before a veritable tidal wave of alien misery, despair, anger, fear and 
other dark emotions drowned out all else. She had no idea how long 
it lasted, but when it was over she found herself sobbing on the floor 
and struggling to gulp down air in spite of the convulsions wracking 
her body. 


A big hand started rubbing her back comfortingly, accompanied by a 
low purring that felt like a huge cat was trying to make her feel better. 
It helped and she was able to get off the floor, unthinkingly taking the 
handkerchief offered to her, allowing herself to be led to a couch and 
making no protest when he sat next to her and wrapped an arm 
around her shoulders. 


"What was that? What did you do to me?" She asked hoarsely as 
soon as she'd recovered the power of speech. 


"The same thing | did to Abdul, | gave you a glimpse of the truth. | 
allowed you to sense the emotions of other people." Naruto 
explained. 


"That's what humanity feels like?" She asked desparingly. What was 
even the point of living if all they knew how to do was spread 
misery? 


"Hardly." Naruto scoffed. "That was just a hundred or so people in 
bad situations in Nigeria. If I'd opened you to the feelings of 
everyone on Earth, the weight of it would have crushed your soul 
and stopped your heart." 


"All that pain..." She trailed off in a whisper. Just a tiny fraction of 
Earth's population and she already felt as if she'd never be happy 
again. There was no doubt in her mind that he was telling the truth. If 
a hundred peoples emotions had reduced her to a sobbing wreck, 
then she doubted that she could survive even a few thousand, 
nevermind six billion. 


"It'll pass soon and you'll be mostly back to normal." He said idly. 


Elizabeth snorted cynically, something that was very out of character 
for her. His casual implication that he'd caused her some kind of 
permanent damage warranted it though. The worst part was that she 
couldn't even muster any anger at him, not with her sense of 
empathy screaming at her to do anything at all to help a group of 
people that she'd never even met, but whose pain she'd felt in ways 
she'd never dreamed possible. 


A thought suddenly occurred to her and she turned to him with a 
question. "what about you?" 


"What about me?" He asked bacl. 

"Do you feel everyone?" 

"Always." 

That was a shameless lie. Even Naruto with his stunted and warped 


sense of empathy wasn't willing to keep himself open to the feelings 
of billions of people. He'd just been developing the ability back when 


he'd been playing hide and seek with that neurotic idiot in the bat 
costume and he'd felt compelled to kill several hundred people 
before he'd figured out how to shut it off. If he tried to use it without 
some serious blocks now that it was so much more powerful, he 
would probably be tempted to blow up the Sun or something. Even 
Xanna wasn't willing to try that and she was the type that could 
watch a random innocent being tortured and feel nothing. 


Still, he could do it at any time, so it wasn't a total lie. Either way, it 
made Lizzie look at him with sympathy and thus increased his 
chances of exploring her lubricative talents. 


"You know," He began casually, gripping her opposing shoulder a 
little bit more tightly. "Sex would help you throw off the residual 
feelings." 


Semi-predictably, the good doctor nearly jumped off the couch and 
gave him an indignant response. 


"| have a boyfriend Naruto." 


"So?" He grinned back. "I have a wife. And a concubine. And a half 
dozen or so steady fuck buddies." 


"How do you even get anything done?" She blurted out in shock. 
"Fuck you, that's how." 

Weir exhaled gustily in exasperation. That particular phrase had 
become absurdly popular lately. Probably not what Letterman had in 


mind when he'd invited the horned menace to his talk show. 


"I've always got time for an emotionally distraught MILF, even if she's 
not actually a mother." Naruto continued when she didn't reply. 


"| think | can manage just fine by myself." She said with mild 
irritation, wondering if she'd just been called attractive or old. 


"But Lizzie, masturbation isn't anywhere near as effective as a good 
fucking." He insisted passionately. 


"That's not what | meant!" 


"Liar." He teased. "I can smell the tension on you. I'll bet that 
boyfriend of yours is neglecting your needs and leaving you to polish 
the pearl all by your lonesome." 


"The only thing making me tense right now is you." She snipped. 


"I'm sorry." He apologized sincerely. "I'd be more than happy to take 
care of that for you and I'll even make sure that your boyfriend never 
finds out if you don't want him to." 


Elizabeth took a deep breath to cool down the sudden spike of anger 
that rose in her, reminding herself that hurling insults at the 
presumptuous asshole was not very mature and would probably just 
encourage him. 


Yes, her and Simon's sex life was not the most exciting, or frequent. 
She travelled a lot and he was a medical doctor with many demands 
on his time, but that didn't mean that she was going to jump into bed 
with someone else just because Simon wouldn't find out. There was 
more to a relationship than sex after all. 


"How you feeling Lizzie? Still depressed?" Naruto asked out of the 
blue. 


Elizabeth blinked at the non-sequitur, needing a few seconds before 
she figured out what he was talking about. 


"No." She said slowly, realizing that the bout of depression he'd 
given her earlier was pretty much gone. She still desperately wanted 
to help whoever those people were, but she didn't feel on the verge 
of sobbing at the cruelty of the world anymore. "Did you make me 
angry on purpose?" 


"Yep." He admitted. "Don't get me wrong, | still want to fuck your 
brains out and will mount you like a mule at the first sign of 
agreement from you, but you seem to be pretty set on your boring 
boyfriend so I'll back off. Keep me in mind for a booty call if you 
break up with him though." 


Elizabeth took another deep breath and reevaluated her opinion on 
the horned man's capacity for subtlety. 


"Where were we before you diverted this conversation into an 
attempt to seduce me?" She asked, rubbing her head, feeling the 
beginnings of a headache from dealing too long with annoying 
people. 


"Well, | took you on a guided trip around the country to show you the 
many ways in which I'm improving the lives of the locals, then we 
had dinner made with a fancy little gizmo that will solve the 
widespread starvation problems of Earth, then | made you feel the 
abject misery that a lot of people are still living in and now you're 
about to decide that your indoctrinated loyalty to the status quo isn't 
worth the continued suffering." Naruto rattled off pleasantly. 


Elizabeth opened her mouth to say something. Then she closed it as 
her usual eloquence failed her when she realized that the smug 
bastard was right. There was no way that she could justify to herself 
the continuation of the current state of affairs after what she'd 
experienced, it had hit too deep. 


"You are impossible." 

"So I've been told." 

"What's so different about you?" She challenged. "You outright 
admitted that you're projecting a helpful image to make it easier to 


conquer Earth." 


"Ah, but Lizzie, who says that it's just an image?" He grinned at her 
widely. "I am Emperor and there is an inherent responsibility in that 


position. Just because | like to have fun doesn't mean that | don't 
take my responsibilities seriously. Once Earth is ours, its people will 
become my people and | will treat them as such. Fact is Lizzie, | 
don't like losing and a nation can only be considered prosperous if its 
people are prosperous, so | am going to make things fucking 
awesome for everyone and no amount of whining by a bunch of bald 
old motherfuckers that don't want to lose their power is going to stop 
me." 


"What about all the unique cultures you're destroying in the 
process?" She asked nearly half a minute later, having actually been 
very impressed by the force behind his short speech. 


Naruto rolled his eyes in a wide arc to demonstrate his exasperation 
and muttered to himself loudly. "Everyone is always so goddamn 
worried about the cultures ." 


He turned back to the woman that had caused his exasperation and 
explained things to her. "We, that being Xanna and myself, are going 
to rip apart everything that currently exists into tiny pieces. Then we 
are going to take the pieces and throw them into a metaphorical 
sack. Then we are going to take up a pair of metaphorical 
sledgehammers and go crazy on the metaphorical sack. Once we're 
done with that, the metaphorical sack is going to be emptied onto a 
metaphorical conveyor belt. Whatever bits and pieces have 
managed to stay intact through all this are going to stay on the 
conveyor belt and eventually fall into a metaphorical box marked 
‘stuff that is good for something’ and become part of the Empire, 
everything else is going to be swept off the conveyor belt and 
discarded in the great junk heap called 'the past’, where it will be 
forgotten like the useless garbage that it is." 


Done with his explanation, Naruto took a deep breath and looked his 
guest dead in the eye. "Any questions?" 


"Yes, but I've got a headache and | don't feel like dealing with you 
anymore." She stated bluntly, any thoughts of diplomatic 
conversation having long since passed. 


"You know what the best way to get rid of a headache is?" He asked 
lecherously. 


"Well it can't be what you're thinking, because it just got worse." She 
jibed. 


"Ooh, catty." He grinned. "And your head hurts because you're 
denying your burning desire to ride my joystick." 


"Ugh." Was all the response that she could muster as she started 
walking away. 


"Come back anytime with your questions." He called after her. "Or 
preferably for a booty call." 


She didn't answer and Naruto chuckled to himself at her surly 
behavior. "Now there is a woman that needs her pipes cleaned more 
often. | wonder if that boyfriend of hers would appreciate my 
suggestion that he should bend her over and fuck her like a two 
dollar whore once in a while?" 


Well, | didn't make it to Atlantis, obviously. I'm almost positive 
that | will in the next chapter though. 


No idea when that will be though xD. 


Chapter 27 


-So, | have received a few complaints about my "bashing" of 
religion and was seized by a sudden desire to espouse 
educationally on the topic of bashing in fanfiction. Please 
indulge me. 


First, allow me to present an example of bashing. 


Within weeks of the arrival of demonic looking aliens that were 
determined to spread their peaceful ways(by force if necessary), the 
religions of the world went completely batshit. 


Every Muslim without exception suddenly and without provocation 
started stoning their women, marrying their children, decapitating 
infidels and demanding that Christmas be cancelled. 


The Jews suddenly and without provocation decided that Egypt 
needed to pay for the oppression perpetrated on them in the old 
days and started bombing the shit out of it. Even more horrifying, the 
sick bastards started mutilating every penis they could get their 
hands on. 


Europe suddenly and without reason went back to the dark ages. 
The Pope demanded that a new prepubescent boy be delivered to 
him and his posse in the Vatican every day. Witch burnings became 
a thing again. American rednecks started shooting their neighbours 
in the name of Jesus, oblivious as ever to the irony of such an act. 
Spain reformed the Spanish Inquisition and nobody expected it! 


The above is a short and rather satirical example of some high 
quality bashing, the likes of which is frequently inflicted on 
Uchiha Sasuke and Ron Weasley in fanfiction. 


But what is bashing? 


Bashing is the act of exaggerating or outright making up 
negative characteristics of the bashed party and ignoring any 
good ones(if applicable), removing all depth and giving the 
impression that a certain thing or character exists solely for the 
purpose of being hated by the reader. 


Now if you would cast your mind back to the previous chapter, 
you will note that | managed to restrain myself from doing this. 
No, | did not paint a flattering picture, but hark! There isa 
method to my madness. 


Organized religion is - once you look past the hocus pocus - an 
organization much like any other. In fact, the Catholic Church 
could probably rename itself Biblebucks and start selling 
overpriced coffee called the Jesuspuccino and require minimal 
restructuring, though the success of such a venture is anything 
but certain. Any organization - be it a government, a company 
or a religion - has a way of doing things that they are 
accustomed to and do not like it if some random dude starts 
stomping around in their cabbage patch and will therefore react 
negatively to said stomping. This is what I tried to portray with 
as much accuracy as | could with my limited understanding of 
the organizations in question . 


If you were simply upset that | showed a situation that had your 
religion of choice fading into obscurity with the lack of grace 
inherent in such things, then you are sad and I no longer wish 
to speak to you. 


And now that | have taken the opportunity that the butthurt 
crybabies among you have given me to pad my word count 
while simultaneously dispensing some education, it is time to 
move on to the chapter proper. 


Captain Noodlehammer awaaaaay! 


Henry Hayes let out a long and tired sigh as he sank into a 
comfortable armchair. The President of the United States sitting in 
the dark, drinking scotch by himself and generally wishing that he'd 
never run for the office was perhaps not the most inspiring image, 
but he couldn't quite make himself care right now. 


Another day was over. Another day of his cabinet members and 
advisors listing problems that had no solutions. It would repeat itself 
tomorrow, but for now he could enjoy this moment of peace. 


How had things spun out of control so fast? 


One day, it had been business as usual for his predecessor and then 
the Celestial Empire had shown up out of the blue. By the time that 
Hayes had gotten elected, all of Africa was effectively under the 
control of an offworld interstellar Empire and removed from the 
interconnected world economy. 


It was almost funny. Everyone knew that large parts of Africa were in 
bad shape, but nobody considered how many resources were 
exported from it. Well, they sure knew now that those resources 
were suddenly taken out of the picture. Even setting up a trade 
agreement was way more difficult than it should be because their 
economic system was too different. The Empire had no use for their 
money and could produce everything they needed by themselves 
anyway, and of better quality at that. Every attempt at getting some 
penetration into their economy had been a miserable failure. 


A lot of people had been advising a military campaign to push the 
Empire out, but there were so many problems with that course of 
action that only a madman would try it. 


For one thing, how would they justify it? Were they going to accuse 
them of spreading education, healthcare and prosperity with an iron 
fist? That would go over well with the general public, even if it was 
true. Sure, they could have tried to launch a PR campaign to paint 
things in a darker light, but the Empire had proven itself to be no 


slouch in the PR department, not to mention the number of old 
skeletons they had managed to dig up. 


More importantly, what were they going to attack them with? An F16 
was sure to make a fantastic showing against a space capable craft 
with energy weapons and shielding. 


Hayes rubbed a hand across his face, knowing that it was a bad sign 
when he was being sarcastic in his own thoughts. It was well earned 
though. Decades spent in politics, climbing all the way up to the 
highest office in the country, only to watch helplessly as everything 
fell apart right before his eyes. For all the vaunted genius of 
America's top scientists, they were not anywhere close to mustering 
any kind of response to the Empire. 


The country was drowning in controversy, which - if his advisors 
were to be believed - was a deliberate move on the part of the 
Empire, the worst of it indisputably being the rapidly growing religion 
centered around its rulers. 


The so-called Imperial Cult(a lot of people seemed to think that the 
name had been taken from a board game called Warhammer 
40,000, but that was just ridiculous) was gaining influence and 
members at an unheard of speed. There had been a lot of cries to 
outlaw it, but freedom of religion was a constitutional right in the 
United States and the government was compelled to assure it, even 
if they really didn't want to. 


The problem with that was that if things kept going the way they 
were now, Uzumaki would likely stand a better than even chance of 
getting himself elected President in a few years if he was given 
citizenship and cared to run for office. Unlike any other politician ever 
known to Earth, the horned Emperor could afford to horse around 
and make an unrepentant spectacle of himself. He was already 
established as an effective ruler and didn't need to be dignified. The 
scary part was that Hayes was pretty sure that he wasn't even trying 


Between the people who honestly believed him to be a god and 
cynical youngsters who simply thought he was someone that could 
get things done, he had a lot of support. This was especially 
disturbing in light of the fact that the man was apparently immortal, 
or at least extremely long lived and nigh unkillable. 


Hayes was not really religious, but a lot of America's voters were and 
it would be pretty dumb to announce that fact and drive them into the 
arms of his opponent. He was pretty sure that he wasn't the first US 
President to have done that either, but there was of course no way to 
be sure. So needless to say, he knew full well what a big role 
personal beliefs played during elections. Church and state might 
technically be separated, but in practice there was still a lot of 
intermingling. 


Something that the imperials clearly knew if their vicious smear 
campaign against Christianity and Islam was any indication. Before 
their arrival, Africa had been divided between the two Abrahamic 
religions almost evenly, along with a smattering of various native 
religions that managed to hang on despite the efforts of the 
aforementioned Abarahamic religions to root them out. That 
amounted to quite a large number of people. People who had been 
living in pretty bad conditions. Naturally, this had provided the 
Empire a nearly infinite supply of examples of atrocities done in the 
name of those two religions. 


Of course, an intelligent enough person would understand that those 
things were likely to have happened either way, religion or not, but 
people by and large weren't that intelligent. The fact that they didn't 
use their own news outlets but invited outside observers for it made 
it all the more effective, as they couldn't be accused of making things 


up. 


Neither of the two religions just sat back and took it of course, 
retaliating as much as they could, but Hayes was pretty sure that 
that was exactly what Naruto and Xanna wanted. From things as 
mild as public debates to extremes like terrorist attacks, they 
managed to use everything to prove their point further. 


Naruto laughed off all criticism, apparently finding it endlessly 
amusing whenever someone insulted him or tried to find fault in the 
formless pseudo-religion of the Empire. Then, when someone 
inevitably burst a blood vessel at his provocation, he could point out 
in a perfectly reasonable tone that getting upset over documented 
facts or someone else's opinion was silly, coming out of the situation 
smelling like roses despite the fact he'd obviously been fishing for a 
reaction. And that was just the debates, the more extreme responses 
were even easier to use as further ammunition. 


Xanna got her own share of criticism for her heavy handed 
approach, but she handled it with disdainful superiority, naming a 
long list of terrible things that were no longer happening because of 
that very approach. 


He'd known that being President would be stressful, but looking on 
impotently as the influence of the Empire continued to spread had 
not been in the job description. That was the main reason that he 
regretted winning the election. 


A slight crackle of energy from nearby brought him out of his 
brooding. Looking to the side, he saw that it was coming from the 
chair next to him. He jumped out of his chair just as the horned man 
he'd been thinking of appeared in the chair with the sound of 
discharging electricity. 


"Good evening." Naruto greeted in a bad Dracula imitation, 
stretching the second word out so that it was pronounced 'eve-eh- 
ning’. 


"And what do you want?" Hayes dropped back into the chair asked 
in a surly manner that he couldn't get away with using in the light of 
day. He'd already been in a bad mood and this interruption to his 
brooding didn't improve his disposition any. 


"| want you to surrender the sovereignty of the United States and 
become part of the Celestial Empire." Naruto answered honestly. 


Hayes stared at him blankly for a moment, shocked at the sheer gall 
of the request, before realizing that he had asked and shaking it off. 


"No." 


"| figured you'd say that, which is why l'm here to tell you that even 
as we speak, my wife is invading Saudi Arabia." 


Hayes couldn't even muster any surprise at this revelation. He hadn't 
thought that the narrow stretch of the Red Sea was going to stop 
them. 


"Couldn't just leave them alone, could you?" He asked rhetorically. 
He didn't much like the attitude of the majority of the Middle East's 
leaders and would shed no tears if they were removed from power, 
but having the Empire take over that area put them that much closer 
to world domination. 


"Of course not, the way they cover up their women offends me." The 
horned man sniffed in a snobbishly exaggerated manner. Truth be 
told, he would probably have fun peeling a woman out of that 
ridiculous black outfit and aimed to do exactly that sometime in the 
near future, but he was still going to bury that particular custom on 
sheer principle. Nobody covered up his eye candy. Nobody....except 
the eye candy itself, which was an entirely different can of worms. 


"I'm sure that a lot of things about you offends them too." Hayes 
sighed. 


"After the amount of effort | put into it, they had damn well better be 
offended." 


"| don't think you've got anything to worry about on that score." 


"Did you know that they've been calling me and Xanna Al-Masih ad- 
Dajjal lately?" Naruto asked brightly. "That's apparently supposed to 
be some kind of evil false messiah or something. It's the nicest thing 
that any Muslim has ever said about us and it would be rude to 


disappoint. The ornery bastards are still making nuisances of 
themselves even with the way we shot their economy in the foot, so 
going all Antichrist on them seems appropriate. Our milestone one 
thousandth assassin from Earth was sent by them just recently after 
all. You'd think they would stop trying by this point, but nope, still 
going strong.” 


"That'll make it pretty hard to keep control of things." Hayes 
observed, ignoring most of the rambling despite his incredulity at the 
amount of assassination attempts they had. 


"The Middle East in general and the Arabs in particular were always 
going to be a pain in the ass." The horned man shrugged. "If all else 
fails, we'll contrive some means of separating children from their 
parents for extended periods of time and cutting their culture off at 
the knees. We've done it before, though it admittedly wasn't 
anywhere close to this scale." 


"Why are you telling me this?" The President asked suddenly. 


"I'm sure that it's become obvious to you by now that we intend to 
add Earth to the Empire and that you can't stop us. | was mostly just 
coming to check if you're at the ‘if you can't beat them, join them’ 
stage yet." Naruto admitted. 


Hayes pinched the bridge of his nose, finding it hard to believe that 
he was actually missing the political doublespeak that he usually 
hated. 


"Even if | wanted to - which | don't - | can't just hand the country over 
to you. Unlike some people, | answer to the public." 


"| know that." Naruto said dismissively. "I'm not asking you to make a 
big announcement or anything, | just want you to prepare things for 
an easier transition when the time comes." 


"I'm not going to help you take over America!" Hayes burst out in 
incredulous anger, hardly able to believe that the horned man 


actually expected him, the President of all people, to do that. 


"Oh, come on!" Naruto exclaimed with an exasperated eyeroll. 
"Aren't you responsible for the prosperity of the people you govern? 
Handing the country over to someone more capable than you is the 
best thing you could ever do for them. Why does everyone have 
such a hard-on for the place of their birth anyway? Some of you 
Americans are especially bad about it. Is it because of that creepy 
pledge of allegiance shit you make your kids do in school?" 


"And | Suppose you consider yourself more capable?" Hayes asked, 
getting progressively more angry. 


"Duh." Naruto confirmed instantly. His five hundred year track record 
should speak for itself. "If it makes you feel better, | promise to treat 
them just like any other Imperial citizen." 


"What the hell gives you the right to come here and tell me that | 
should just roll over and surrender my country to you?!" By this point, 
Hayes had gotten to his feet and was shouting at the still sitting 
Emperor. Not a very diplomatic move perhaps, but he was very 
angry and had consumed enough alcohol to loosen his inhibitions 
somewhat. 


"Again with the 'you have no right!’ crap?" Naruto asked rhetorically, 
his irritation obvious. "Funny how those rights you're so enamoured 
with tend to get taken away exactly when you need them the most. 
I'm sure the Jews had plenty of rights in 1930s Germany. Didn't 
seem to help them much." 


"Are you comparing America to Nazi Germany?" Hayes asked ina 
low tone that might have registered as dangerous to anyone else. 


Naruto was merely amused. The mildly tipsy President had clearly 
blown a logic circuit somewhere to make that leap, but whatever. He 
could use this too. 


"Perhaps an example closer to home then? America 1942, over a 
hundred thousand Japanese-Americans are relocated to internment 
camps for no reason whatsoever aside from the fact that the country 
in which their parents were born attacked Pearl Harbor. All those 
rights sure did come in handy, didn't they?" 


Hayes grimaced. That had definitely not been one of America's 
better moments. 


"But we're getting off topic." Naruto continued. "Fact of the matter is, 
all of Earth is looking at a change of management in the future and 
you can't do shit about it. Try to fight it and we will simply turn off the 
oil supply once we've taken control of enough sources and leave you 
crippled, after which you'll have no choice but to accept help from 
the Empire. Help that will inevitably lead to us taking control. The 
same thing is going to happen in Europe. Later on, I'm going to send 
assassins to wipe out North Korea's leadership, which will hopefully 
make the Chinese dumb enough to launch a nuke and give us all the 
excuse we need to seize control there. If we're really lucky, the 
Russians will panic when they see that happen and launch a few of 
their own. Hell, for all | know, you might panic. 


"Alternatively, you can make preparations and gracefully hand over 
the reins a few years in the future. That way, the transition will be 
gradual and there will be much less pointless angst over the whole 
thing. You might even get to keep running the show here in our stead 
since the United States are developed enough that it won't need in 
depth personal attention from either me or my wife too often. You'd 
have to take a pay cut though, because politics in the Empire is a 
minimum wage job." 


Hayes angrily worked his jaw for a while, trying to find something to 
say. He was angry at so many things that it was hard to find 
something specific to focus on though. 


Seeing that he wasn't going to get a response anytime soon, Naruto 
stood up and gave the glaring President a friendly clap on the 
shoulder. "Anywho, give it some thought, will you? Now I need to go 


talk to a few people down in South America, probably followed by 
killing some people down in South America. If you experience a 
sudden decrease in the supply of cocaine, that might be because of 
me." 


The invasion of Saudi Arabia that Naruto had mentioned proceeded 
without any major hiccups. 


The Saudis had most certainly tried to resist, but nobody had as of 
yet figured out a way to prevent having their weapons and vehicles 
beamed away into a giant heap that eventually got recycled to 
something more useful. It was a more bluntly expansionistic 
approach than the Empire usually used, but they had the 
confessions of one hundred and fifty-seven assassins, terrorists, 
mercenaries and other assorted goons that had revealed to being 
backed by the highest levels of Saudi Arabia's government in one 
way or another as an excuse to do it. Mind you, they had not wanted 
to confess, but the Empire had a great many methods of getting the 
truth out of people that didn't involve outright torture. 


The whole thing was over in mere days and Xanna wasted no time in 
getting rid of the reigning monarchy one way or another. Some of 
them could be charged with crimes that earned them a swift 
execution and some were simply relieved of all assets and left to 
their own devices. 


That they would almost certainly try to put together an uprising 
against the new regime was a given, but it would serve to gather all 
the more proactive malcontents under one banner, which would be 
simpler than rooting them out one by one. 


The civilians were barely impacted by the military side of things, but 
greatly impacted by the immediate social reforms that followed. 


The Islamic Sharia law was repealed and replaced with Imperial law. 
Both Naruto and Xanna were aware that they couldn't just toss out 
one system of law, slap on a completely different one and expect it to 


be instantly respected, but figured that there was little point in 
pussyfooting around the problem. They would just have to get used 
to it. 


This caused a lot resentment from a lot of people, which only got 
worse as the Islamic faith found itself completely shut out of anything 
public with jarring suddenness. Going from being the centerpoint of 
the culture to something that was not even considered important was 
not really something that went over well with people. Certainly, the 
people themselves still considered it important and Xanna did not 
institute any kind of persecution against religion, but she made it 
unambiguously clear that they need not expect any resources or 
effort to be allocated to religious purposes. 


Women suddenly found themselves legally equal to men in all 
things, but the culture itself would need years of adjustment before it 
truly became fact. There was a fairly extreme degree of gender 
segregation in effect by the time that the Empire rolled in and it 
wasn't going to go away overnight. 


The educational system was also overhauled completely, with a 
large number of Saudi teachers finding themselves being given the 
boot for a variety of reasons, but mostly centering on their religious 
leanings. These were replaced with bluntly atheistic educators that 
only cared about hard facts, most of which were brought along with 
the invasion force, but a few did crop up from the native population 
who had thus far kept their opinions on religion quiet for fear of the 
consequences. 


With religion being thrown out of schools and no longer being 
passed on in an organized fashion, Islam would inevitably splinter 
into numerous factions as different people interpreted it differently. 
The same thing had happened to Christianity long ago and there 
was no reason to think that Islam would be any different. Their 
holdings in Africa were already showing the first signs of this 
happening. This was all to the good in Naruto and Xanna's opinion, 
as a fragmented religion was always going to be more vulnerable 
than a unified one. 


Naturally, this did not endear them to the highly religious native 
population, but the previous government had already gone through a 
lot of trouble to paint them as the ultimate evil, so the effect was 
ultimately negligible. 


Thus free of any consideration for the opinion of the natives, they 
went ahead and did anything they pleased, secure in the knowledge 
that they would need to win the hearts of the people from the 
position of being hated either way. In all likelinood, they would 
continue to be hated until the current generation died off, probably 
longer. Had the population not been so overwhelmingly against 
them, they might have considered using finesse, bringing things 
around to the way they wanted them as a gardener would tend his 
garden, handling things carefully to make sure that every part of the 
whole was well managed. 


Seeing as the garden in question was to their point of view full of 
rocks, thorns and weeds, they went in with a bulldozer. 


It was worth noting that neither Naruto or Xanna were putting the 
squeeze on Christianity and Islam so severely just because it was 
fun to watch people get rage induced ulcers. Granted, they probably 
would have done it for that reason alone, but they did have other 
reasons too. 


Those two religions were simply not very compatible with the 
Empire's culture and needed to have their influence hammered 
down, especially the more fundamentalist varieties like those in 
Saudi Arabia. 


Both had issues with birth control, which was mandatory in the 
Empire until a person was considered an adult. 


Whereas abortion and euthanasia were fully legal in the Empire, 
both religions tended to argue against such practices vociferously. 


Polygamy and polyamory was not considered much of a big deal in 
the Empire as long as everyone in the relationship was fine with it, 


but was considered a sin by Christianity and only allowed for men in 
Islam, in those Islamic nations that actually practiced it that was. 


Homosexuality was an even more touchy issue for them, but barely 
rated a raised eyebrow in the Empire. Various incidents of people 
swapping genders or wanting to be something in between was quite 
possibly even worse, whereas it was available to anyone in the 
Empire as part of the free healthcare. 


These were the worst points of contention, but far from the only 
ones. 


True, all of this could just as easily be objectionable to a proponent 
of some other faith or an atheist, but Christianity and Islam tended to 
bleat the loudest about it, as well as being the most numerous and 
easiest target. 


The idea of leaving the billions of people who disagreed with them to 
their own devices didn't even cross Naruto or Xanna's minds. For 
one thing, they weren't forcing anyone to take up those practices and 
were just offering the option to anyone that wanted it while 
simultaneously removing people's ability to force their opinion on 
others. 


For another, they were the ones in charge and therefore the only 
ones whose opinion actually mattered. 


The hypocrisy of the situation was not lost on them, but they did not 
think it a problem since they weren't trying to tell people how to live. 
They merely gave options and slapped down anyone that poked his 
nose into things that weren't his business. 


"Heika, a full blown riot appears to be forming." An adjutant reported 
worriedly. "Should we use the stun field?" 


Xanna smiled thinly. Honestly, you try to help people and all they can 
do is whine that things are changing. How typically human. 


"No, | believe | will handle this myself." 


With that she made her way to the roof of the building she was using 
as a regional headquarters in Saudi Arabia, tails moving agitatedly 
behind her. Once she was up there, it was clear to see that her 
adjutant hadn't been exaggerating. It really did look like as if the 
entire city was marching towards her. They had no firearms since all 
of them had been beamed away and given to the Replicators to 
snack on as per standard procedure, but the mob was quite massive 
and some of them had improvised melee weaponry. 


Her rather striking appearance being what it was, they caught sight 
of her easily and a cacophony of outraged yelling was thrown at her. 
A lot of it were various accusations of being an unholy abomination, 
a demon whore and similarly nonsensical garbage. Some of it was 
demands to leave that would go unheeded and there were evena 
few amusing asperions to her parentage mixed in there somewhere. 


From what she could see, the mob was primarily made up of men. 
Oh, there were quite a few women in there too, easily distinguishable 
by their full body black coverings, but a significant amount of them 
didn't actually want to be there if the feel of them was any indication. 
Perhaps she should start exporting women out of the country? That 
might be an interesting bit of retaliation for this bout of male driven 
idiocy. It would certainly be funny to see the response when they 
realized that their population was decidedly mono-gendered. A new 
and amusing twist on 'male dominated society’. 


Regardless, she suspected that this riot had been incited more by 
the formerly wealthy and powerful rather than the common masses. 
That was only to be expected after she'd deposed the previous royal 
line, started gutting the food, tobacco, arms, construction, oil, news, 
textile and various other industries, as well as locked out religion 
from any kind of decision making. Granted, the response was quite a 
bit bigger than she'd anticipated, but that just meant that the crawling 
masses were more gullible than she'd first assumed. 


Seeing as talking to the frothing horde beneath her would be a 
useless endevour right now, Xanna merely raised her hand towards 
the sky. 


A nearly visible shiver of aprehension went through the mob as the 
sky suddenly darkened and the wind picked up, but they regained 
their momentum quickly enough and resumed their shouting. 


Baring her teeth in irritation at the stubbornness, Xanna conjured up 
an old favorite tactic for crowd control. Lightning flashed through the 
dark clouds and a torrential downpour started up, the rainfall so 
heavy and thick that it could almost be callled a waterfall and 
freezing cold on top of it. It was accompanied by chaotic winds that 
tossed the water every which way and caused more than one person 
to take a spill on the ground and decide that laying there was better 
than trying to fight the weather. 


Nothing like an ice cold drenching to grind riots to a halt. The last 
time she'd had a mob this big calling for her head, she'd used fire. 
That had put an end to the riot too, but it had unfortunately also 
made her continued reign as Empress untenable, on account of the 
country being in flames. 


Xanna was the only one that remained dry and aimed a 
condescending pearly white grin down at the soggy horde, her hair, 
clothes and tails a luminous beacon of glowing white to the backdrop 
of darkness. 


" Do not delude yourselves into thinking that your numbers 
count for anything. " She boomed, her voice joining with the 
constant crash of thunder and being amplified instead of 
overpowered by it. " We have not attempted to regulate your own 
personal lives. You are free to continue worshipping whatever 
tribal fetish you wish. Abandon this petty rebellion and scurry 
back to your homes. " 


That was even true. Removing male authority from their wives, 
sisters or daughters didn't count and neither did the marginalizing of 


religion. Technically. 


The command wasn't followed at first, but they they got the message 
eventually when the wind and rain kept getting more violent every 
time they tried to push forward. Even with that, the streets had 
started to flood before the mob gave up. 


Xanna knew that this wasn't going to be the last of it. She and 
Naruto could raise the living standard all they wished, but they would 
likely still be reviled simply because they didn't fit into the narrow 
world view of these people. Well, that and the fact that they were 
completely wrecking their way of life, but she couldn't even count the 
number of overly rigid cultures they had torn down at this point. 


They would either adapt or break and Xanna didn't really care which 
it was. 


Saudi Arabia boasted an extremely long stretch of beach along the 
Red Sea, much of it pleasantly sandy. Sure, the Red Sea itself was 
relatively tiny as far as seas went, but there was more than enough 
room for bathers. 


The city of Jeddah tended to see the largest amount of sea goers, 
both foreign and domestic, due to its status as the country's second 
largest city and cultural center, as well as being positioned fairly 
close to Mecca. Despite the change in management, this hadn't 
changed in the slightest and indeed, the situation in Jeddah had not 
yet been significantly impacted. 


Until today. 


Everyone currently on the beach gazed with a mixture of curiousity 
and aprehension as a large but sleek hovercraft parked itself on the 
beach, knowing that it could only belong to the Celestial Empire. 
Their curiousity was answered as a door opened in the back and 
several dozen naked women ran out of it, laughing and shrieking 
delightedly as they raced towards the sea. 


What foreigners were present blinked in surprise, having not at all 
expected something like that. Saudi Arabia was definitely not known 
for its nudist beaches. 


The locals had a much more pronounced reaction. At first they 
gaped in shock, followed swiftly by indignant outrage. 


Naruto ambled out of the hoverbus, wearing only a pair of pants and 
carrying a chest of toys for the girls to play with. Despite what one 
might assume given that this was Naruto, there was not a single 
dildo, vibrator, buttplug or anything remotely sexual in the chest. 
Instead of that there were various balls, diving gear and water guns 
in there. 


He was sad at missing out on an opportunity to start a beach orgy, 
but he was on a mission at Xanna's behest and didn't want to 
instantly drive away all the locals. They were vacating the areaina 
huffy protest fast enough as it was, though there was also a lot of 
gawking going on from the younger men. 


Damn prudes. This is what you get for wrapping women in tents all 
the time. Show them a pair of tits and they turn into drooling zombies 
with all the brain capacity of spoiled cabbage. 


Naruto shook off the pointless woolgathering and looked around the 
beach carefully, trying to see if he'd find the woman he was looking 
for here. His last attempt hadn't gone well at all. Honestly, with the 
speed at which that mall had emptied you'd think he'd shouted about 
a bomb and not announced a bikini contest. 


Damn prudes. 


He had almost lost hope of finding the right girl when his eyes landed 
on a family of three. A boy in his mid to late teens and two women. It 
was hard to see their ages with the burkhas they were wearing, but 
he got the distinct feeling that they were mother and daughter, with 
the boy being the daughter's younger sibling. The father was either 
dead or temporarily absent, leaving the clearly unprepared teenager 


to step into the role of ‘family leader’ and get the women away from 
the sight of all those jiggly breasts. 


The reason why his interest was caught by this group was the fact 
that the boy and mother were trying to get the girl he was interested 
in to leave and she was obviously reluctant to do so, constantly 
glancing at the frolicking naked women. 


Slightly releasing the block on his emotion sensing, Naruto got a 
sense of frustration, bitterness, longing, hope and.....attraction? 


"Much more better." He murmured to himself with a grin. He hadn't 
been looking for a lesbian or bisexual, but this was just too perfect. 
"We have a winner." 


"Which one?" A female voice asked through the tiny communicator 
in his ear. 


"Sixty degrees to your left, a hundred and twenty meters. Family of 
three, two women and one boy, the taller one." 


"| see her, moving to intercept." 


"The father might be nearby, make sure you don't injure him if he 
shows up. Also, she's probably a repressed lesbian so adjust your 
approach accordingly." 


"Understood." 


Naruto watched with interest as the tall and very fit woman with her 
purple hair styled into a short mohawk and cornrows approached the 
target. 


The mother seemed to be simultaneously trying to look away and 
stare disapprovingly at the naked woman, failing at both. The boy 
was Clearly stammering something and doing a very poor job of 
hiding his interest in the mammaries and trimmed purple bush on 
display in front of him. 


Hormones were a great and terrible thing and no amount of culture, 
no matter how repressed, had ever managed to defeat them 
completely. 


The targeted young lady was staring even more blatantly than the 
boy and was radiating surprise, pleasure and interest to his senses. 


A short conversation ensued, during which the boy and his mother 
once again tried to drag the woman away, only to be swiftly shut 
down. They could be as indignant about the nudity as they wanted, 
but Reiko was Black Clan and she was on a mission, she wasn't 
going to let her mark get away. 


The next two minutes were spent trying to convince the girl to join in 
on the fun, with her resistance slowly crumbling. 


The true reason for her resistance showed up at that point, in the 
form of the father. If the look on his face was any indication, he was 
seriously pissed off, which he demonstrated by shouting at Reiko 
and moving to grab his daughter roughly by the arm. 


With speed that most people could barely see, the nude assassin 
snatched the hand out of the air, twisted it and forced him into a 
kneeling submission hold with one hand, not even taking her eyes off 
the target. 


Naruto grinned widely in satisfaction as the girl took one final glance 
at her wincing father and then moved off with Reiko, pulling off her 
face covering as she went. Reiko led her to the chest he'd deposited 
on the beach earlier, grabbed a ball and joined the others in the 
water for a game. 


Over the next hour or so, the girl gradually got over her shyness and 
started shedding clothes until she was as naked as the others and 
appeared to be having the time of her life splashing about with a 
gaggle of pretty women. 


Meanwhile, Naruto reported to his wife that he'd found the perfect 
girl. 


Xanna had apparently gotten a bit miffed by the continued resistance 
to their takeover and wanted to start a media campaign that would 
encourage as many women as possible to leave the country, for 
which she needed a local woman to use as a symbol, speaker and 
rallying point. 


If all went well and the girl was willing, then he'd just found the right 
one. From what he'd seen so far, she had some fire in her and was 
eager to escape the restraints imposed on her by the culture she'd 
been born in. 


Personally, he felt that Xanna's plan to entice as many women as 
possible to emigrate out of Saudi Arabia was a bit overambitious and 
likely to fail, but he wasn't going to tell her that. Besides, it would still 
have some effect even if it didn't work. 


While the common notion that women were barred from an 
education in Saudi Arabia wasn't entirely true, it wasn't entirely false 
either. With the extreme gender segregation that had existed before 
he and Xanna had showed up, the women's education was focused 
rather heavily on how to be a 'good wife and mother' as defined by 
Islam. Despite the changes they'd implemented since their arrival, 
that wasn't going to be easy to change and a visible example of a 
local woman advocating in favor of the Empire's way of doing things 
would go a long way towards helping things along. 


Revolutions were so much easier when you controlled the news. 
They didn't even have to lie about anything, which made it all twice 
as good. Getting the women to realize that they could do anything 
they pleased now - up to and including a move to the other side of 
the galaxy if they didn't want to deal with their families anymore - 
would create loads of controversy and subsequently also 
Opportunities. 


Naruto didn't think that the custom of a full body cloak for women 
was going to vanish entirely any time soon, if ever, but that didn't 
really matter. What would vanish was the societal pressure to dress 
like that, they just needed create enough inertia to counter that 
particular cultural tradition and the young woman that was now 
splashing around in the water would be the first stone of an 
avalanche. 


While minor projects such as the one to promote the greater 
independence of Muslim women from their men continued on rather 
well, the wider issues were not going nearly as smoothly. They'd 
figured that the hullabaloo would settle down once the initial chaos of 
the takeover passed, even if the people still hated them. 


It didn't. 


Despite repeated drenchings by frigid rainfall and punishing winds 
due to conjured storms that really had no business being in that area 
of the world, riots continued to happen. It never amounted to much 
either due to personal attention from one of the horned gods ora 
wide area stun charge fired from a ship, but it was also never more 
than a temporary solution. 


Riot after riot continued to happen all over the country, always 
quickly beaten down but so frequent that both Xanna and Naruto 
were forced to settle semi-permanently in Saudi Arabia just to keep a 
lid on it. Their own people had to live in fortified apartments to keep 
from getting mobbed and in the month or so that they'd been there, 
over twenty thousand Arabs had already been transported offworld 
to planets with dedicated facilities that had been purpose built to deal 
with large numbers of stubborn idiots that were in dire need of an 
attitude adjustment. Several hundred more had been executed for 
crossing the line somewhere. 


The riots couldn't really impede the inexorable march of the 
Replicators or any other machine servants of the Empire, but the 
social side of things suffered badly because of the situation. 


Which was why Xanna was currently pacing angrily around the 
bedroom of their small-ish palace in Saudi Arabia, literally snorting 
fire. Normally she found these kind of things amusing, especially as 
she and Naruto had provoked them quite a bit, but it had gone well 
past the point of unreasonable a long time ago. Now the misguided 
outrage of the natives seemed so have become self-sustaining and 
they were just rioting for the sake of rioting. 


"Why won't they just calm the fuck down?!" She snarled through 
clenched teeth, glaring at Naruto demandingly. "We didn't have 
nearly this much trouble in Africa." 


There had been and still was some trouble, even riots on rare 
occasions, but nothing even remotely this persistent. 


"Most of Africa was really fucked up and its people desperate, they 
were happy to have us once they saw that there would be plenty of 
food and shelter for everyone, or that their lives would improve if 
they already had that much at least." He pointed out reasonably, 
knowing that it wouldn't calm her down in the slightest. 


"What makes it so different from this sandy litterbox of a country?" 


Naruto gave a helpless shrug as he answered, cracking a grin at her 
description of Saudi Arabia. He'd have to remember that one. "The 
religion is rooted deeper here, and there's the fact that their oh so 
precious Mecca is here, so they're probably also brassed off about 
their super special holy place being in the hands of us hellspawned 
devils." 


Any response from Xanna was interrupted by the now far too familiar 
chime of an emergency transmission. 


"Heika, another riot has started in Riyadh!" The voice of a young 
man reported, his voice full of trepidation as if he could see the rictus 
of fury on Xanna's face. 


An utterly inhuman growl of rage bubbled out of her chest. Patience 
strained well beyond normal tolerance, she unthinkingly sent a blast 
of power at the city in question. She retained enough self-control to 
only make it a stunner instead of something explosive, but it was still 
overkill as it rendered the entire city unconscious. It would later be 
learned that several dozen people died as a result of collapsing at 
the exact wrong place and time, but Xanna would still be entirely too 
angry by then to care. 


Not as angry as she was at the moment though. 


"Insignificant, ungrateful insects. " She hissed over the sound of 
indestructable teeth grinding together. "We did not tell them that they 
have to abandon their useless god, yet still they make such a fuss?" 


Naruto merely shrugged again and sighed. The intensity of the 
Muslim reaction had been more than he'd expected too, but the 
situation was what it was and had to be dealt with as such. There 
was no use in getting angry with people for reacting the way they 
did. They'd run out of steam eventually. 


His lack of reply did not help his wife's blood pressure however and 
she grabbed him by the lapels of his haori and dragged him out of 
the bean bag he'd been slouched in. 


"You truly think that us holding Mecca is at the heart of this issue?" 
She purred speculatively, a very dangerous gleam in her eye. 


"I'm saying that it probably has a lot to do with it." He told her gently, 
putting his hands on her waist and pulling her in for a hug. "I don't 
think destroying the Kaaba or something like that is going to help 
matters though." 


"| was thinking more along the lines of... defiling it." She said, her 
previous fury simmering down a bit but losing none of its potency 
despite that. 


Naruto knew that this was liable to just make things much worse, but 
he'd never been all that good at doing the sensible thing when the 
alternative sounded fun and this sounded very fun indeed. 


A minute later, the two of them appeared in the center of the Masjid 
al-Haram mosque in Mecca, on the very roof of the Kaaba and 
started having sex on it immediately. Xanna was still angry enough 
to spit fire, so the resulting sex was violent and bloody. 


Once the initial rage passed, they had the bright idea to make 
themselves bigger so that everyone could see what they were doing. 
That was how they ended up looming tall enough that Xanna was 
able to brace herself over the square structure while Naruto pounded 
into her from behind, leaving their similarly giant sized sexual 
discharge to drip down on it. 


The mosque in question always had plenty of people passing 
through it, so this was anything but private and it also got caught on 
tape on top of it. 


As Naruto had known would be the case, this did not help the 
situation at large, but Xanna did feel better so that was something. It 
had been a punitive act of petty revenge designed to strike at the 
heart of the Muslim psyche, which is exactly what it did. The riots 
continued with even greater fervor as a result. 


Though she may not have done something so extreme if she hadn't 
been so angry, Xanna was still smugly satisfied with herself for at 
least giving them a good reason for being a bunch of annoying shits, 
even if the reason itself made no sense to her. What was so flipping 
special about a big square rock anyway? 


Though calmer about it from then on, Xanna's patience with the 
perpetually rioting natives was not unlimited by any means and she 
eventually decided that enough was enough. 


Since letting them vent their spleen for a while hadn't worked, she 
seeded nanites into the entire country's water supply that would 


eventually form a tiny birth control device inside the reproductive 
organs of everyone who drank it. Once enough time had passed for 
that to happen, she sent the command that would activate it in every 
man and every woman that wasn't pregnant at the time. That same 
day, she announced that she had sterilized the entire nation and 
gave her ultimatum; If they did not stop causing trouble, she would 
keep them sterilized as well as tear down everything of religious 
significance, destroy every mosque, burn every Quran and erase all 
knowledge of Islam so that their religion would not even be a 
memory in the future. 


It only took about a hundred or so mosques being destroyed before 
they listened. It worked to stop the riots, but it also earned her, 
Naruto and the Empire as a whole the everlasting hatred of every 
Muslim on the planet. It was by far the most tyrannical thing they'd 
ever done as rulers and would color their interaction with them for 
many decades to come. 


As an interesting side note, Israel experienced markedly less trouble 
from its Arab neighbours from then on. No matter how much of a 
bone to pick the Arabs and Jews had with each other, it really 
couldn't compare to what Naruto and Xanna had done. 


Meanwhile, in a different corner of the galaxy. 


"It is at times like this that | wonder whether there is some actual 
merit to your claims of irony being a fundamental force of the 
Universe." Xanna sighed ruefully. 


"It has to be, there is no way this shit could happen otherwise." 
Naruto insisted. 


They were currently both aboard the Malleus, looking down on the 
Aschen homeworld which went by the uninspired name of Aschen as 
well. 


One of their exploration teams had encountered them some time ago 
and diplomatic talks had begun with the surprisingly advanced 
civilization. They weren't as advanced as the Empire, but they were 
far ahead of galactic norm. They were an odd bunch, very dry and 
humorless. 


Initial estimates had been that assimilation would be problematic, but 
the Aschen had turned out to be surprisingly eager forge close ties to 
the Empire. For the more suspcious, that had sent up warning signs. 


It had been learned that the Aschen had never spread beyond the 
few systems they controlled because their hyperdrives were 
incredibly slow. Some critical error during their development had 
caused them to be far more bulky and inefficient than they should 
be. Though they had a stargate, it didn't help them much either as 
they had no way to find new addresses to connect to. 


The Aschen had hosted one of these diplomatic meetings ona 
protectorate world. The bad feeling that the Imperial diplomats had 
about the Aschen had only deepened when they saw the sparsely 
populated and primitive agrarian society that lived there and the 
Aschen harvester that had used the stargate to transport a shipment 
of grain back to their homeworld. 


Orders had been given to stall the negotiations while the incongruity 
was investigated. A cloaked ship was dispatched and its powerful 
scanners easily penetrated the layers of dirt to find a whole city 
buried under it. A city that people now living there knew nothing 
about. In and of itself not necessarily an indication of anything, but it 
was another point of unease. 


The Aschen apparently thought that the stalling meant that the 
Empire was losing interested in the diplomatic talks and started 
making more generous offers, one of these being a drug that would 
greatly improve the lifespan of anyone taking it. 


It didn't take long to figure out that the drug in question was little 
more than a very sophisticated way of causing sterility for anyone 


who took it. 
The situation swiftly devolved into war. 


For all of the Aschen's technological prowess, they were not nearly 
the match of the Empire in that arena and were defeated in short 
order. 


It was only now that they hovered over their homeworld that the full 
truth was known. The Aschen had tried the benevolent big brother 
approach to expansion like the Empire, but unlike the Empire they 
didn't uplift the cultures they encountered,but stealthily sterilized 
them instead. They only left the children that were too young to 
remember anything and raised them to be vassal farmers and other 
forms of low tech labor. 


This wasn't done out of need or even expediency, as they could have 
easily used machine labor instead of that, but out of a deep seated 
belief that the Aschen were genetically superior to everything else in 
the Universe. They even practiced eugenics to the point that every 
Aschen citizen had their future planned out from birth. Soldiers were 
tailor made to be big, strong and obedient, while diplomats were 
made to be crafty and unassuming. 


Basically, the only reason they left any remnants of their conquered 
populations around was so that they had someone to lord over and 
feel superior to. They didn't phrase it like that of course. No, the 
Aschen had managed to convince themselves that the rest of the 
Universe would be better off with them in charge and everyone else 
reduced to farmers. 


It was hardly the first Nazi-esque culture the Empire had come 
across, but it was the first one to be this succesful. The last one they 
had encountered had been the Eurondans and those guys had gone 
the way of Hitler by dying ignobly in a bunker while the enemies 
they'd tried to wipe out pounded them into the ground. As this had 
been a nuclear war,the survivors were appreciative of the help the 
Empire was giving them in leaving their ruined homeworld. 


But getting back to the Aschen, the question of what to do with them 
was raised. With the way that their culture worked, they now had two 
hundred million people down there that were convinced that the 
Universe owed them a handjob. There were no rival groups or 
dissenters among them that they could use to promote change. It 
was a world that was well and truly united in a singularly stupid belief 
that the Aschen were more than advanced enough to have 
disproven already but had chosen not to. 


"So...." Naruto drawled. "Exterminatus?" 
"Do not tempt me." Xanna grumbled. 


The whole thing was entirely too troublesome for words and with the 
shitstorm they now had to deal with the Arabs on Earth, it wouldn't 
be prudent to split the Empire's resources into a third direction. 
They'd need to make another set of clones just as a starter, as well 
as divert a large amount of their best people to make a dent in the 
Aschen's stupidity. 


Xanna was honestly tempted to do the exact thing that she - or to be 
more precise her original, non-clone self - had threatened the Saudis 
with on Earth. Aside from simply glassing the planet, the easiest 
thing to do would in fact be to confine them to their homeworld, 
sterilize them and wait for the problem to disappear. A gentle 
genocide that would resolve the situation without any need for 
bloodshed. 


Unfortunately, aside from the moral issues of that course of action 
that neither Naruto nor Xanna were overly concerned with, leaving 
the technologically adept Aschen alive for another two hundred or so 
years to figure out a way to counter them made it an unpalatable 
option. 


"We will keep a small fleet of ships here to make sure that the 
Aschen stay confined and flood the planet with propaganda that 
goes against their beliefs. With some luck, it will make a crack in 
their stupidity." Xanna finally decided. 


Naruto nodded, having no better ideas. They couldn't just send a few 
of their own people down there because it would be too risky. It 
would have to be either a full scale invasion or this and they didn't 
have the manpower to deal with both Earth and Aschen at the same 
time. Thanks to the technology of 'uploading' information directly into 
the memory centers of the brain, their holdings in Africa were already 
starting to turn out educated people, but it wasn't nearly to the level 
of what it would be if they were from Erius. That was still years in the 
future. 


"What if it doesn't though?" 
"Supernovas happen all the time." 


“True, true." 


Naruto smiled to himself as he took a midnight stroll through an old 
castle in Romania. Corvin Castle, also known as Hunyadi Castle, 
was a pretty neat place. He wasn't technically supposed to be here 
this late, but he'd never much cared about what he wasn't supposed 
to do. 


Still, he wasn't there just to play midnight tourist in the castle that 
Vlad the Impaler was supposedly imprisoned in for a time. 


He'd spent the past two weeks going around Europe, doing the usual 
pseudo-Jesus thing and healing the sick, intersped by the occasional 
bit of randomness as an idea struck him and regular stealthy 
teleportations back his wife to make sure she didn't get lonely. The 
overall reason for this was to pimp the Empire as a great place to 
live and encourage immigration, which would later on make it easier 
to absorb this territory. 


Democracies could be such a pain in the ass sometimes, but were 
easy enough prey as long as enough controversy was stirred up in 
the population to cripple the government. Dictatorships were in 


contrast much easier to take over. Just walk in, slap down all 
resistance and voila, victory. 


Unless of course you managed to accidentaly turn the previous 
regime leader into a martyr and mortally offend the whole population. 
Like they had done in Saudi Arabia. In that case you had problems. 
Lots and lots of problems. 


Coincidentally, it turned out that people were a lot more wary about 
immigrating to your country if you found yourself having to violently 
put down fanatical insurrectionists on a regular basis. 


But that had little to do with why he was trespassing through this 
charming but dusty old castle. 


The real reason was the team of professional stalkers that had been 
following him around almost since the moment he'd first arrived in 
Europe. 


They were good too. He probably wouldn't have even noticed them if 
he didn't have shinobi training. Or if they didn't have the very 
distinctive smell of gun oil, silver, steel and blood. 


Another team of assassins no doubt, probably religious ones if the 
silver was any indication. Seriously, the number of people that 
thought there was something magical about silver was ridiculous. He 
supposed that he could have told people that he did not, in fact, have 
a fatal allergy to metal of any sort, but these superstition fuelled 
assassination attempts were usually the most fun. 


He'd been waiting for them to make a move for quite a while already, 
but they'd kept their distance thus far, accompanying him all over 
Europe like fangirls. Two weeks and seven countries later, he found 
himself in Romania and decided that if they didn't take this golden 
Opportunity he was presenting them with, he would be going after 
them. 


As he waited for the nights entertainment in the castle courtyard, he 
felt a vague distaste for the modern lighting. Torches would have 
made this a lot more dramatic, even if it did make him a bit of a 
hypocrite to wish for torches after mercilessly mocking the Goa'uld 
for exactly that reason. 


It didn't take them long to arrive, filing cautiously into the large open 
area. Quite the mottley bunch they were too, a group of five men in 
long coats that no doubt concealed a lot of hardware. 


The apparent leader was the very essence of 'unassuming’, the type 
of man you could forget in an instant because he was so remarkably 
unremarkable. Naruto dubbed him 'Steve' inside his own head. 


The man to his immediate right was a bit older with an olive 
complexion and craggy face that looked distinctly mean. He looked 
like someone that would cut off people's ears and make a necklace 
out of them. He received the appelation of 'Slashyman’, for his 
presumed knife fetish. 


To the left of the leader was a blond man with curly hair and blue 
eyes. Naruto vacillated between ‘Pretty Boy' and ‘Prince Charming’ 
for a few moments before settling on the former. 


Further out was a black man with a shaved head and a thick beard. 
Once more was Naruto placed into a dilemma. His respect for the 
majesticness of that beard was at war with his desire to reinforce the 
Black Dude Dies First stereotype. Either way, he dubbed the man 
‘Blackbeard’. 


No, it wasn't very inspired, but it was punny. 


It was the last man that was by far the most attention grabbing 
though. This was the only one that he hadn't seen in the past two 
weeks and it was easy to see why. There was no way that this one 
could possibly be discreet at anything. 


He was fucking huge . So tall that the top of his head stood a couple 
of inches above Naruto's horns and built so thickly that one of his 
grandparents had probably mated with a bear for some reason. The 
amount of body hair that Naruto could see on what little of the giant's 
body was exposed seemed to corroborate this. 


Naruto let out a long, impressed whistle as he looked the man over. 
"Damn you're big. How did they even get you out of Sweden without 
sinking the boat or crashing the plane?" 


The giant frowned in confusion even as he answered. "I'm from 
France." 


Naruto's face fell in in terrible disappointment, but he girded his loins 
and replied to that piece of bullshit with the firmness it deserved. 


"No." 
"No?" Slashyman repeated, baffled. "What do you mean, 'no'?" 


"| refuse to accept that a man that big is from France, it violates 
every stereotype known to man. | could accept it if he was Russian 
or maybe German, but French? Next you'll be telling me his name is 
Pierre or something." 


"It's Dominique actually." The giant supplied helpfully. 

Naruto let out a strangled noise of mixed shock and outrage. 

"What kind of horribly cruel parents would give a man like youa 
unisex name?! Wasn't their frenchness enough? Did they have to 
rub it in too?" 

"| wasn't always this big." Dominique pointed out reasonably, feeling 
oddly amused by the antics of the horned man even if they were 
going to kill him. 


"Enough! Don't allow yourselves to be distracted from our holy 
mission." Steve interrupted, turning to glare at Naruto. "Lucifer and 


all his agents must be expunged from God's Creation." 


"Speaking of sponges, did the Pope sanction this little 
assassination?" Naruto asked pensively and continued talking 
without waiting for an answer. "It doesn't feel like something he'd do. 
This has the feel of being ordered in a shadowy room by cloaked old 
men that molest little boys in their leisure time." 


"You dare?!" Pretty Boy roared and drew a high tech automatic 
crossbow from beneath his coat, firing a a flurry of silver bolts at the 
horned man without hesitation. 


Naruto bent at the waist to dodge the projectiles and then 
immediately righted himself, wagging his finger at the fuming blond. 
"Tsk tsk, you can't attack the Final Boss as soon as the game starts. 
You need a lot more XP before that stops being scripted and the plot 
armor wears off. Let me give you something a bit more appropriate 
to fight." 


With that he launched into a stream of nearly forgotten shinobi 
handseals and started rapidly listing all the more interesting parts of 
the female body, first in Akkadian, then in Arameic and finally in 
Ancient Egyptian. 


A multicolored portal opened and a small group of imps flew out. The 
modern day Templar kill team was pretty shocked at seeing the 
gaggle of small winged demons, but reacted with admirable 
quickness. 


Well, Steve reacted with admirable quickness, drawing a silenced 
pistol and putting them all down with headshots. 


"Nice." Naruto complimented, paying no mind to the dissolving 
corpses of the imps. "But can you deal with this!" 


He venomously spat out the word 'trees' in another randomly chosen 
dead language and another portal opened up, this one looking 
distinctly more fiery. A new kind of demon stepped out. Heavily 


muscled, horned, bearded and with dangerous looking three taloned 
hands. 


"Have fun with my Barbazu." Naruto called out cheerily as he ran to 
get a better vantage point. "Don't let its beard touch you, that thing 
has more diseases in it than a coven of syphilic whores." 


By the point, everyone else had pulled out their own guns and did 
not hesitate in the slightest to open fire on the Bearded Devil, very 
quickly resulting in the death of said Bearded Devil despite its 
fearsome appearance. 


Having fled up a flight of stairs to observe the battle, Naruto frowned 
at the slaughter of his minion. 


"Alright, so maybe you aren't a bunch of low level noobs." He 
conceded. 


The Templars responded with gunfire, forcing him to duck for the 
sake of appearances. 


"Motherfucker, what did | say about attacking the Final Boss ahead 
of time?!" he yelled down at them. 


"After him!" Steve commanded. "If he can already summon his 
servants from Hell then the situation is more dire than we thought." 


"Such melodrama, that guy couldn't be more perfect for this game if 
he tried." Naruto said to himself with an eyeroll, turning to run. 


Despite the best efforts of the Templars to catch him and murder 
him, Naruto continued to give them the runaround all over the castle, 
tossing various Dungeons and Dragons style monsters at them the 
entire time. 


though very well equipped, they eventually started to run out of 
ammo and were forced to resort to melee weaponry, with which they 


were fortunately quite proficient. All of them had sword sheaths 
sewed into their coats apparently. 


He also got to Know them a bit during this time. 


Steve was, aside from his melodramatic fanaticism, also a fairly 
effective leader and kept a cool head when faced with danger. 


Slashyman, despite his mean looking face, did not betray any kind of 
psychotic tendecies for taking macabre trophies, nor did he use 
knives. He came off as strangely well adjusted actually, which was 
kind of disappointing if he was being perfectly honest. He was still a 
brainwashed killer in service of the Catholic Church of course, but he 
didn't seem to have any interesting personality quirks. 


This was more than made up for by Pretty Boy, who seemed to have 
an abundance of anger management issues, and possibly also 
daddy issues. 


Dominique - whose name Naruto still couldn't think without imagining 
a svelte French woman in a slinky black dress - came off as a man 
of rather mild humor. For a brainwashed killer in service to the 
Catholic Church at any rate. He was also deadly with a melee 
weapon due to his size. He'd chopped up the Black Knight Who Said 
Ni like a boss. If it hadn't been for him, that knight might have killed 
all the others simply because it was wearing the Armor of the Black 
Knight, +12 AC vs. ranged and had a pimpin big ass sword. As it 
was, Pretty Boy only got his pretty nose broken. 


He had nothing on Blackbeard. The majestically bearded 
representative of the token minority stayed grimly silent the whole 
time and didn't respond to any taunts. Another disappointment. 
Weren't fanatics supposed to rant a lot? 


It was just after that fight that Naruto decided that he'd been jerking 
their chains long enough. 


"Your fury has brought you far, but this is where it ends." He told 
them, imitating his wife's condescending tones. "Given our historic 
location, | decided to prepare a special treat for you." 


He made a grandiose gesture and a man with long black hair and a 
deathly pallor stepped out of the darkness. He wore a black cloak 
with crimson lining over a similarly crimson shirt. His eyes blazed a 
sickly yellow and he had very prominent canines. 


"Vlad here has been most eager to return to Earth." 


"You brought back Vlad the Impaler? Count Dracula?" 'Steve' asked, 
going nearly as pale as the alleged vampire. 


"Indeed." The demon nodded, looking very pleased with himself. "It 
seemed apropos since he was once held prisoner in this very 
castle." 


The Templars shared a quick glance and then immediately started 
unloading what remained of their ammo into the vampire. 


"Bleigh!" Dracula said and jumped all the way to the ceiling, hissing 
at them. 


"Scatter!" 'Steve' ordered as the vampire dived at them. 


Slashyman didn't retreat quite far enough and took a kick to the ribs 
that propelled him across the large room they were in. They were all 
wearing body armor, but he was still going to have at least one 
broken rib and a badly bruised back from that. 


Dominique tried to hack the vampire's head off with his word, but his 
massive size worked against him this time. He wasn't fast enough, 
giving his target enough time to dodge under his blow and send him 
skidding across the floor with the strength of the undead. 


However, Pretty Boy took the opportunity to fire his crossbow and 
actually managed to get three hits in before the vampire dodged 
around a pillar and vanished. 


The Templars glanced around warily, doing their best to ignored the 
chuckling demon. They all wanted to attack him, but were much too 
experienced to allow themselves to be distracted. 


Alas, all their caution was for naugtht as Dracula stepped out of a 
shadowy nook and sank his fangs into Blackbeard's neck. 


The others exclaimed in surprise and alarm and fell on the fiend. 
Dominique pulled him off his comrade and managed to restrain him 
long enough for Slashyman to pull out a solid silver stake and ram it 
into the abomination's chest. 


Dracula's flesh began to burn and dissolve, until nothing was left but 
a skeleton with abnormally large fangs. 


"Are you alright?" Steve asked his compatriot, getting a nod from the 
silent man. 


A mocking clap drew their attention back to their primary target. 


"Oh bravo, you managed to kill that idiotic bloodsucker." Naruto 
congratulated mockingly. "He'll be spending the next two thousand 
years in the Demonweb Pits for failing to kill a bunch of humans." 


Or he would have been if he was anything other than a flesh golem 
created for the sake of a dramatic confrontation. Or if the Demonweb 
Pits weren't a just fictional layer of the Abyss in Dungeons and 
Dragons. Or if Naruto was actually into eternal torment and wasn't 
just saying that to look more evil. Or if he hadn't made the alleged 
vampire weak on purpose. 


“Enough games demon!" Steve snapped. "Face us in combat and 
die." 


"| would, but I'm afraid you aren't done fighting Dracula yet." Naruto 
replied sadly. "The Demon Code forbids me from making you fight 
the Final Boss and a Mini Boss at the same time." 


"What?!" Pretty boy demanded, glancing furtively at the motionless 
skeleton. "The vampire is dead." 


"True." Naruto conceded. "But your silent friend over there got bitten. 
We'll need to start calling him Count Blackula any minute now." 


Getting to say 'Count Blackula' was actually the biggest reason for 
why Blackbeard had been the one to get bitten. A lesser reason was 
to reinforce the Black Dude Dies First stereotype. He needed a good 
stereotype after the disappointment of learning that the walking 
mountain was French and not Swedish or Norwegian. 


The eyes of the Templars widened in shock for a moment before 
going hard. Steve nodded grimly and Slashyman rammed his still 
bloody silver stake into Blackbeard's heart. 


Naruto burst into hysterical laughter. 


"Holy fucking shit, you actually killed him!" He howled, laughing all 
the while and slapping his thighs. 


"You lied to us?!" Dominique rumbled angrily. 
"| can't believe you fell for that!" Naruto continued to cackle. 


"You... you... !" Pretty Boy growled, apparently too mad to say 
anything coherent. Evnetually he just roared unintelligebly and 
unloaded the rest of his crossbow bolts at the horned man, the 
others hurling what throwing weapons they had alongside him. 


"Whoa!" Naruto exclaimed as he threw himself to the ground to 
dodge the projectiles, pushing himself into the air when they 
adjusted their aim. "That was rude, you're not supposed to attack 
during cutscenes, but | guess we should get on with it." 


With that he wiggled his fingers towards the dead Templar, causing a 
stream of bluish mist to flow towards him and get sucked into his 
mouth. 


"Another day, another soul." He quipped cheerfully with his most 
sinister smile. 


Actually it was just colored water vapor, but they didn't need to know 
that. 


The surviving Templars understandably took exception to that, but 
were once more left frustrated as Naruto made a run for it. 


He waited for them back in the courtyard where the chase had 
started hours ago. The previously overcast sky had turned to rain 
and was now releasing a steady drizzle of water on the earth. 


Naruto didn't bother keeping the water away from himself, rather 
enjoying the feel of it. His hair had been bound into a high ponytail 
with many steel bands going all the way down to his waist. It was 
heavy with water and would be as good as a whip, bound as it was. 
Or maybe a flail would be a more apt description. 


He stood with feet set wide and hands braced on the hilt of the 
Kusanagi as its blade was sunk into the dirt. It was transformed into 
a longsword, wide and straight. It wasn't a shape he used often, 
preferring the elegance and length of the nodachi, but that shape 
was a bit too deadly in the hands of a master if he wanted to play 
with his would-be killers. The length alone would make it impractical. 


In comparison, a longsword could be used like a club and still retain 
some token effectiveness. He should know, that was how he'd used 
the Kusanagi at first. More importantly, it was a superior shape for 
catching and parrying other blades and it wasn't just because it didn't 
even have a crossguard as a nodachi either. 


Any further woolgathering on the differences between straight and 
curved swords was put to an end as the Templars finally found him. 


They looked tired and more than a little pissed off. Naruto supposed 
that was fair, he had been jerking them around the whole castle and 
making them fight made up monsters for three hours after all. Not to 
mention tricking them into killing their comrade, though he didn't feel 
overly responsible for them being so gullible. They had been awfully 
quick to kill their friend on the word of an enemy. 


"Are you ready to die fallen one?" Steve asked harshly, pointing his 
sword at him threateningly. 


"I've been ready to die since | was twelve." Naruto replied genially. 
"The real question is... why do they call it chili if it's hot?" 


The four killers halted their careful motion to surround him, tossed 
momentarily off balance by the nonsensical question. 


"You will not distract us." Steve said firmly, swiftly regaining his 
equilibrium. 


Naruto spun to the right and blocked the blade that had been going 
for his neck, giving a wide grin to the glaring Pretty Boy. "Too bad." 


Slashyman and Steve went at him next, but he jerked his head 
sharply and sent his waterlogged and bound hair flying at them. It 
struck them both hard across the face and forced them to abort their 
attack. He pushed Pretty Boy away in the same movement, giving 
him just enough time to deflect the heavy blow from Dominique and 
sweep his leg around to kick the giant in the ankle. 


The ground was wet and the blow strong. Dominique's foot skidded 
across the slippery grass and he fell like a toppled mountain. 


"Shoddy footwork." Naruto teased as he danced away, refusing to 
take advantage of the opening. Even with merely human speed, he 
could have killed at least two of them just now. 


They all picked themselves up and the fight restarted, but it did not 
go as the Templars would have wished. 


Though they obviously practiced regularly with their swords and 
were used to working as a team, they had only a vague idea of what 
to do in a real swordfight and as he'd told them before, their footwork 
was shoddy. Even restraining himself to their approximate level of 
speed and strength, Naruto was able to dance circles around them. 
The fact that they were tired and sporting minor injuries from earlier 
wasn't helping them either. 


"So, what are you guys anyway?" He asked a few minutes of battle 
later, casual as you please. "My bet is on some kind of modern day 
Crusader or Templar deal that someone in the Vatican is running. 
Very hush hush no doubt." 


"We are the necessary evil." Steve said harshly, his breathing deep 
and labored from the effort of keeping up with the horned man ina 
swordfight, even at four-on-one odds. 


"Necessary evil?" Naruto snickered at the corny phrase, leaning just 
far enough away that a sword strike missed him by a hairsbreadth. 
"Necessary to whom? And for what?" 


"Shut up! Just die already! Die in the name of Jesus Christ!" Pretty 
Boy roared, his passionate yell somewhat ruined by his previously 
broken nose. 


Naruto's eyes gleamed with humor at the angry howling. How to use 
this? Should he point out the irony? Throw around some pointed 
insults? Cast aspersions on the sexuality of their vaunted messiah? 


But no, that was too tame and these four were special . North 
America alone was a treasure trove of Jesus obsessed rednecks 
that would be more than happy to shout abuse at him. These four 
were professional fanatics and deserved something special. 


With a wide sweep of his sword, he forced them away and dragged 
his free hand upwards though the air, his claws leaving a trail of 
crimson mist behind them. 


" Edo Tensei! " 


Instead of a coffin, a cross rose from the ground. Upon it was nailed 
a dessicated and dried corpse of a man that was somehow still alive 
and clearly in pain. Long haired and bearded and wearing only a 
simple loin cloth, with a crown of thorns on his brow. 


"The messiah you are so fond of invoking has been my guest for a 
long time now." Naruto hissed with malicious humor. 


Obviously, it wasn't really Jesus Christ, nor even a real Edo Tensei. 
Finding a two thousand year old soul and dragging it back to the land 
of the living was well beyond even him, as it would have long since 
dispersed even if he could have found it. That was presuming that 
Jesus had even existed and wasn't a piece of fiction that some 
ancient Roman politician had cooked up for the sake of a long 
forgotten agenda. 


It didn't have to be though. Just nail any old bearded guy to a cross, 
wrap his privates in a loincloth, put a wreath of thorns on his head, 
add a little theatrics and there was a pretty good chance that people 
will believe you. It was funny how horrible things were more likely to 
be taken as truth than positive ones. 


"No, this can't be." Slashyman said quietly, his face much paler than 
usual. The others looked equally horrified. 


"Oh, but it is!" Naruto crowed gleefully. "So frequently it is said the he 
died for your sins. Well if your savior took your sins upon himself, 
where do you think he went? And that was far from the end of it. For 
century upon century, evil has been done in his name, the burden on 
his spirit becoming greater with every scrap of cruelty." 


The Templars blanched further and Naruto nearly lost his hold on the 
laughter trying to bubble out of his throat. Twisting the things in their 
holy book back on itself was so much fun, especially when they were 
still so gullible. Pretty Boy looked especially bad, no doubt 
remembering his earlier screaming for him to die in the name of 
Jesus Christ. 


"Don't worry yourselves too much though, he would have ended up 
with me either way." He reassured. "It happened to Moses and 
Muhammad too and now all three of them and all their original 
followers now have prime real estate in the Tower of Unending 
Agony." 


"What do you mean." Dominique asked tremulously, looking just as 
badly shaken as the others. 


With a flash of fire, a Bible appeared in Naruto's hands and he 
started leafing through it. 


"Let's see now, where is a good example..." He muttered. "Aha! 
Here's one. 'But those mine enemies, which would not that | should 
reign over them, bring hither, and slay them before me. - Luke 
19:27'." 


"That's exactly what you're doing!" Pretty Boy shouted. 


"That's kind of proving my point even further. I'm the fucking Devil, | 
can be as Evil as | want. It's even in my title, evil with a big D." 
Naruto pointed out, snickering at his double entendre. 


He could have argued that he was only killing people when he had 
to, but he strongly suspected that it would be both useless and less 
fun. Why be reasonable when you could instead apply modern 
morality to a situation from a two thousand year old book and make 
a wonderful mess of things? 


Apparently deciding that violence was a good alternative to mental 
anguish, Pretty Boy attacked with a vengeance, spurring the others 


to do the same. 


"It does not matter." Steve said with as much firmness as he could 
muster. "We will destroy you and free our Lord." 


Naruto bellowed out a thunderous laugh as he easily fended them 
off. "Free him? How do you plan to do that? He is forever chained to 
my will and the bite of those chains is all the crueler for being self- 
wrought. What baptism of water, fire, earth or blood will wash clean 
the hearts of men? None will! You will not free him... you will 
however, join him ." 


With those last words, his hand struck forwards and grabbed Pretty 
Boy by the head. A moment later, he pulled out the man's soul and 
tossed it negligently to the ground, making sure that it was visible to 
the other three. 


"No!" Slashyman yelled desperately and charged him. 


Naruto jerked his head sharply to the side, once more using his hair 
as a weapon. It struck more firmly this time and caught Slashyman in 
the neck with all the force of a mace. A loud crack announced that 
something had broken as the man fell to the ground. 


Steve and Dominique tried to take advantage of the momentary 
distraction and swung their blades at him, but found their weapons 
shattered as the Kusanagi came to block them with unstoppable 
force. 


Before they could even properly register what had just happened, 
they found themselves caught in headlocks, one under each arm. 
The sight was actually rather humorous as the gigantic Dominique 
struggled to get out of the grip of a man smaller than himself, but 
found himself as helpless as a four year old child. 


"This has been a lot of fun, but | really should get back to my wife 
before she starts making pointed remarks about me neglecting her 
needs." Naruto sighed, looking down at the struggling killers. "Still, | 


find myself liking you guys so I'm going to let you in on a little 
secret." 


He leaned down to their ear level, speaking in a conspiratorial 
whisper. "I'm not actually Satan, Hell doesn't exist in this part of the 
multiverse, the dude on the cross isn't really Jesus and | steal a pair 
of panties from every woman | sleep with." 


Their struggles lessened due to confusion and then stopped entirely 
due to a sudden case of broken neck. 


On the North American continent, there was the state of Minnesota. 
It was in this state that Jack O'Neill had a remote cabin where he 
often took his vacations. Near this cabin were many trees. On one of 
these many trees, a large blond man with horns was perched 
invisibly. 


Naruto rubbed his chin thoughtfully as he stared down at the man 
that was fishing in a lake without fish beneath him. 


Jack had retired from the Air Force once again after the SGC had 
been shut down and spent most of his time around these parts. 
Naruto didn't need the ability to sense emotions to know that Jack 
was quite bitter about the whole thing. He was a patriot and had 
been loyal first to his country and then to his world when his horizons 
had been expanded by his experiences as the team leader of SG-1. 
He resented the slow collapse of the current order as ever more 
parts of Earth were absorbed into the technologically superior and 
politically far more stable Celestial Empire. 


Naruto was here because he wanted to talk to Jack about 
something. So here he was, lurking in a tree and contemplating his 
approach vector. The retired Colonel was most likely not going to be 
enthused about seeing him, so he didn't want to just walk up to him. 


A few more minutes of watching Jack pretend to fish and an idea 
presented itself. 


Jack was startled when something tugged on his fishing hook. 
Cautiously, he pulled on on his rod. 
There was an answering tug from beneath the water. 


Now absolutely certain that something fishy(pardon the pun) was 
going on, he gave three more tugs in quick succession. 


He received three tugs in response. 


Jack got off his lawn chair and started pulling the hook out, gently at 
first and then more forcefully when he encountered resistance. 
Peering intently at the dark waters, he caught sight of an even darker 
shadow zipping under the water as the resistance suddenly vanished 
and the hook flew out. 


Blinking at the oddity, he put the hook back, but made sure to keep it 
close to the surface. 


The previously noted shadow appeared again and started circling 
the hook like a shark. This time Jack noticed that it looked very much 
like the shadow was connected to a long body of some type body as 
well, much larger than anything you'd find in fresh water, nevermind 
in his supposedly empty lake. 


Instead of going for the fishing hook, whatever it was broke the 
surface. 


The first thing he saw was hair of pure blackness shining wetly, 
followed by the most intense blue eyes he'd ever seen set in an 
impossibly gorgeous face. A slight movement drew attention to a 
large tailfin that broke the water in front of the woman for a moment. 


Jack finally managed to shake off his shock and say something. 


"Erm... hello?" 


The apparent mermaid gave a burbling laugh that sounded like a fast 
running mountain brook and made a speedy lap around the lake, 
topping it off by spitting a stream of water in his general direction. 
She stopped just in front of him and braced her hands against the 
small wooden platform that Jack had built ages ago, raising her 
upper half out of the water and demonstrating that mermaids 
apparently did not wear seashell bras no matter what Disney had to 
say on the matter. 


She gave the same burbling laugh when she caught him staring at 
her breasts and Jack quickly raised his eyes to her face in 
embarrassment, finding himself thinking that the three faint lines on 
each of her cheeks somehow only managed to enhance her beauty. 
Not even the sharpness of her teeth detracted from it. 

Wait... sharp teeth? Whisker marks? 

"Uzumaki? Is that you?" Jack asked suspiciously. 


The mermaid pouted sexily in a way that disturbed Jack intensely 
given his suspicions about 'her' identity. 


"What gave me away?" 
"Stop that!" 


"Why?" Naruto asked innocently, blue eyes shining and moving just 
enough to make his/her breasts sway enticingly. 


"Because it's creeping me out!" 

"Aw!" The temporary mermaid pouted again, cupping his/her breasts 
and lifting them up as if to better show them off. "Don't you think I'm 
pretty?" 


"You're a man!" 


"Right now I'm a pretty mermaid princess and you're hurting my 
feelings!" Naruto insisted cutely, scrunching his/her nose at Jack ina 


parody of childish anger. 
"You are a sick man Uzumaki." Jack sighed. 


Naruto grinned in a way that did not at all fit with the face he was 

currently using, but his features slowly melted back into his base 

male form, his hair lightened to its usual bright gold and his horns 
regrew. "So I've been told." 


He kept the fish tail though. 


"Is there some reason that you're in my lake?" Jack asked irritably, 
much more comfortable now that he was no longer feeling attracted 
to the gender bending freak of nature. 


"| figured that all this isolation without internet access would make 
you appreciative of a spectacular pair of tits." 


"Yeah, thanks for that. | was overdue for a new mental issue 
anyway." Jack retorted sarcastically. 


"You're welcome." 


A short silence descended as Naruto waited for a response from 
Jack that simply did not come and Jack waited for the horned man to 
leave. 


"Well? Are you going to leave?" He eventually asked. 


"We haven't spoken in years and you're already trying to get rid of 
me." Naruto complained. "Aren't you curious about my other reason 
for being here?" 


"No." 
Naruto grinned at the petulant response. 


"I'm getting the feeling that you don't like me anymore." 


"There's a shocker." Jack snarked. 


"Aw come on Jack, it's just a little friendly takeover. A change in 
management if you will. America will still be America just like 
Scotland will still be Scotland, Xanna and | are just going to put an 
end to all this ridiculous infighting and drag Earth into a brighter 
future." Naruto argued. 


"Did you use the same speech in Saudi Arabia last week, or did you 
just skip right ahead to the mass execution?"Jack retorted scathingly. 


Naruto rubbed his face ruefully and gave an awkward smile. The 
Saudis weren't openly rioting anymore after Xanna's ultimatum, but 
the number of active terrorist groups was through the roof. He'd 
thought that it had been bad in Africa, but hoo boy, after his and 
Xanna's stunt with the Kaaba things had gotten downright ridiculous. 
It was so bad that they had actually needed to stop expanding and 
take care of that first, though they would definitely need to finish off 
the Middle East soon, if only to put an end to the constant attempts 
by the neighbouring nations to supply the previously mentioned 
terrorists with weapons. They were causing enough trouble without 
them. 


Well, the Arabic neighbours were trying to supply the terrorists at any 
rate. The Jews seemed to be having themselves a nice little giggle 
over it. It would probably stop being funny when Jerusalem became 
an Imperial city. At least they weren't likely to react as badly as the 
Muslims. Probably. Hopefully. 


"We might have.... miscalculated a bit in our estimation about how 
upset the Arabs would be. With the way they're fighting us, you'd 
think we were trying to pull out their teeth with a pair of rusty pliers 
and not banishing religion to the privacy of their own homes. 
Besides, don't even try to pretend that you care. | know you hate the 
fucking Arabs." 


Jack gave a little start and a short glare at the horned (mer)man. 
Just because he hated the Arabs didn't mean that he approved of 


what was happening to his world. Six months of intermittent torture in 
a stinking Iraqi prison would give anyone some pretty uncharitable 
feelings towards that particular demographic. 


More to the point, that was classified information that Uzumaki 
wasn't supposed to have. 


"Just... tell me what you want and then get the hell off of my 
property." He sighed. 


"Hehe, you sounded just like that pink gorilla from the Powerpuff 
Girls. Get offa' my propertey!" Naruto chuckled. "Anyway, | stopped 
by to ask if you'd like a job." 


"You want me to work for you ?!" Jack asked incredulously. 


"Yup." Naruto confirmed. "We're planning an expedition to Atlantis in 
the Pegasus galaxy through the stargate and we decided to give an 
open invitation to any Earth nation that wants to come along. It 
seems a shame to leave you out since Daniel practically begged me 
to let him, Sha're and their gaggle of kids go." 


Earth's more developed nations had been doing a lot of blustering 
lately, so he and Xanna had figured that letting them get some first 
hand experience with how nasty things could get in outer space in 
the form of the Wraith might convince them that maybe, just maybe, 
becoming part of the Celestial Empire wasn't such a terrible thing. 


Jack vaguely recalled something about Atlantis being real from a 
report Daniel had made years ago, so he wasn't surprised by that. 
What he was surprised by was the fact that the Empire would let 
anyone else in on the action. 


"Why would | work for you if | could just go back to the Air Force?" 
He asked suspiciously. 


"Does the Air Force even accept oldtimers like you Jack?" Naruto 
quipped. "I've got drugs that will make you feel like a twenty year old 


again, they don't. Hell, they couldn't even fix your bad knee. | can do 
that by the way." 


O'Neill scowled at the age crack, hating to admit that the other man 
actually had a point. While he wasn't as ancient as Uzumaki made 
him out to be, he was definitely approaching the upper limit of age 
where he could still be a field operative. Combined with the fact that 
he'd been out of the service for the past couple of years and there 
was a very real chance that they'd turn him down if he asked to re- 
enlist again. 


He was spared from responding as Naruto went on. "Buuuut, | 
wouldn't want you to accuse me of bribery or blackmail so I'd be 
willing to give you the standard Imperial suite of military upgrades 
even if you end up joining up with the Air Force again instead of me. 
Send me an E-mail if you decide to accept and see if you can get 
Carter in on it too. | tried to talk to her already but the silly woman is 
still feeling betrayed that | slept with her and then invaded her planet. 
Honestly, as if | owed her something just because she let me stroke 
the kitty. And now I'm off to the Carribean to start up a few mermaid 
rumors! Buh-bye." 


O'Neill blinked and then blinked again as he processed that rambling 
stream of information. He really hadn't wanted to know the bit with 
Carter and the thing about starting mermaid rumors was just plain 
strange, but the rest did bear some thinking about. Either way he 
was going to need some more information before making a decision, 
which meant that he would probably have to talk to Carter either 
way... not to mention that he'd need her help to send the E-mail if he 
decided to accept. 


Finally posted this one. 


I've been replaying Dark Souls 2 recently and kept putting off 
writing this chapter, which was most of the reason for the delay. 
The next one should theoretically be out sooner, but don't be 
surprised if it isn't. I'm still not done with Dark Souls xD. 


One last thing before I bid you goodbye. 


My brother has recently come upon the idea of making a 
Youtube channel promoting veganism(he's pretty rabid about 
it). It's called Veganactive(no spaces) and if any of you have 
Youtube accounts and way too much time on your hands, it 
would amuse me endlessly if you went there and started 
posting hateful/argumentative commentary on his videos. Try to 
be more original than just saying ‘bacon’ though :P and if 
possible debunk his videos with logic. He hates it when people 
argue him into a corner and is super easy to trigger. 


Yes, I am a terrible brother, but his confusion over the sudden 
and inexplicable influx of haters and people advocating meat 
would be hilarious, which makes it OK. 


Chapter 28 


"Can you believe it?" Elizabeth Weir asked rhetorically, her tone full 
of wonder. "The Lost City of Atlantis, found in another galaxy and an 
expedition being prepared to reclaim it." 


"| never would have expected Atlantis to be in another galaxy of all 
places." Simom Wallace, her fiancé, agreed. 


They had just finished watching a press conference hosted by 
Naruto in which he had announced the discovery of Atlantis and the 
Empire's plans to go there. The most surprising part was not even 
the open invitation for Earth's governments to participate, but the fact 
that a considerable civilian contingent would be going as well. Even 
reporters were being invited, which was something that the military 
usually only allowed with the most grudging resignation possible 
rather than any kind of eagerness. 


"| would love to see it." Elizabeth said wistfully. 


"Ask and ye shall receive!" A bombastic voice announced from 
behind them. 


Physician and diplomat both jumped off their couch in fright at the 
intruder, sending a bowl of snacks flying to the floor. 


"Hi Lizzie!" Naruto chirped, ignoring her glare and the 
uncomprehending stare of her boytoy. 


"Naruto." She ground out, holding a hand to her chest in an effort to 
calm down her furiosly beating heart. "What are you doing here?" 


"Ah, you want a story." He nodded as if this made perfect sense. 
"Alright then." 


"There | was, drilling a hole into Antarctica and stripping the Alteran 
outpost under it bare-" 


“There was an alien outpost under Antarctica and you claimed it all 
for yourself?" Weir interrupted. 


"| certainly wasn't going to let any of Earth's governments have it." 
Naruto shrugged. 


"The UN won't like it." She warned. 


"Oh please, the UN still hasn't stopped arguing over the fact that 
we're mining the rest of the Solar System. I'll die of old age before 
they agree on anything and I'm fucking immortal." He scoffed. 


With the piecemeal way that Earth was being absorbed into the 
Empire, Elizabeth had to concede that he might well be right. 


"| know that you work for the UN, and | don't hold that against you, 
but you have to admit that it's pretty useless." Naruto went on. 


"Your point?" She prodded wearily, not attempting to defend the 
United Nations even though she disagreed. The UN most certainly 
was not useless, but she knew her interlocutor well enough to know 
that he would relish getting into a tangential argument with her and in 
the process completely derailing the conversation. 


"Right. So, there | was stealing a cache of highly advanced gizmos 
that technically belong to the people of Earth by dint of being on their 
planet when my people come across references to Atlantis. 
Apparently that outpost was the spot at which it launched from when 
it traveled to Pegasus. Having been enough of a bastard already, | 
figured that | could throw Earth a bone and invite them along on this 
expedition. That brought up the problem of having so many different 
groups in one place, some of whom didn't exactly get along. Then | 
thought of my good friend Lizzie and her expertise in getting people 
to compromise without resorting to violence and here | am, inviting 
you to come along." 


Having finished with his sales pitch, he stared at her expectantly and 
Elizabeth took the opportunity to consider what he said and what he 


hadn't said. 


The line about him being enough of a bastard and throwing Earth a 
bone was almost definitely a lie. She might not know him well, but 
their brief acquaintance was enough to tell her that he was not 
troubled by a guilty conscience over what he was doing. 


In truth, her own diplomatic efforts ever since her last encounter with 
the horned Emperor had been rather lackluster. Normally, she would 
have been one of those that went to Saudi Arabia to try soothing 
ruffled feathers after the incident with the Kaaba, but she had 
declined to go. 


She'd been to the Middle East before and had seen a lot of things 
that she disagreed with no matter how much she tried to respect the 
native culture. A large majority of what the Empire was doing there 
was something that she agreed with. It was only the method that she 
disapproved of and she couldn't bring herself to protest against it 
anymore after Naruto had given her a glimpse of his own perception. 
The uncompromising occupation of the Empire might not be the 
solution to the world's problems that she would've wished for, but it 
was a solution nonetheless and she couldn't muster the desire to 
fight it. Not anymore. 


Fact of the matter was, trying to decrease tension between groups 
that didn't answer to him seemed very out of character for Naruto. 


Looking into the carefully innocent face of the horned man, Elizabeth 
began to develop a suspicion. 


"I'd consider it if Simon can come along too." She said slowly, 
looking towards her silent fiancé and getting a nod. She knew that he 
desperately wanted to get his hands on some of the Empire's 
medical technology and this was a good opportunity. 


Naruto peered at the man shrewdly for several moments before he 
replied. "Well he didn't try to jump into our conversation and make an 
ass of himself, so | suppose that's something, but what can he do?" 


"I'm a doctor." Simon said simply. 


Naruto considered it for a moment before giving a reluctant nod. 
Doctors were still useful even in the age of nanotechnology and 
machine surgery and he couldn't exactly refuse the man entry when 
he was allowing other people to bring children. Well he could, but it 
would be a fair bit more hypocritical than he was willing to be. 


"| hope you realize that having him around is going to make having 
sex with you a lot more difficult." 


"I'm not going to sleep with you." Elizabeth said irritably, her previous 
suspicion confirmed. 


"But you said you'd have sex with me if you broke up with your 
boytoy." Naruto said with mocking disappointment. 


"| did not!" She snapped, heat crawling up her neck due to a mixture 
of anger and embarrassment. 


"You're so cute when you're flustered." Naruto teased and teleported 
away with a whoosh of wind. 


Elizabeth took a deep, calming breath and expelled it with feeling. 
Dealing with Naruto was always a chore. 


"Is he always like that?" Simon asked cautiously. 


"| suppose he could be worse." She conceded. "He could be a serial 
killer." 


From where he was eavesdropping in the next room, Naruto had to 
quickly teleport away before the sudden giggling fit overcame him. 


The cause of his laughter was the fact that he was a serial killer. 
He'd been leaving a string of bodies in places like New York, Paris, 
London, Moscow, Beijing, Hong Kong and several other cities fora 


while now. Sure, he targeted mainly rapists and the occasional other 
miscreant, but that didn't make his own night time activities anything 
other than serial killing. 


A different method for every city and an eye for arranging ‘evidence’ 
in the way that only a trained shinobi could made sure that those 
murders would never be solved. It had started out as a way to 
amuse himself by preying on the usual after dark predators, but 
Xanna had pointed out that it was also doing a marvelous job of 
scaring millions of people and making the police look incompotent. 


Having no need for the careful planning that a mortal serial killer 
would need, Naruto had merely shrugged and expanded his hunting 
ground to other places that really did not need to be dealing witha 
serial killer on top of all the other problems they already had. 


The floundering of criminal psychologists that tried to profile him 
never stopped being funny. Apparently, he was a vengeful woman in 
at least 30% of the cases. 


Pillar of Heaven, royal quarters. 


Sitting in her tub, Xanna contemplated the spinning hologram of 
Earth. 


It was marked by many lights that represented the influence of the 
Empire, either by the number of people immigrating into the Empire 
from those areas or by the amount of support the Empire had there. 
There were lights spread across the whole of the American 
continent, only marginally less across Europe, Australia and most of 
Asia. 


Europe would likely be the easiest place to drum up support from 
this point onwards. It was, on the whole, a rather stable area that 
was not given to extremism and was thus the most suitable for the 
slow and steady approach. There were a few areas that would likely 
end up being problematic, but nothing particularly noteworthy. 


America was a bit of an oddity, being split in half as it was. The 
northern part hosted both the Empire's greatest supporters and its 
most vocal detractors. If the situation continued escalating as it was 
now, she would not be at all surprised if the localized incidents of 
violence became a big problem in the near future. South America 
was less of a powder keg, Naruto having managed to secure 
agreements with quite a large number of politicians there either 
through persuasion or subtle intimidation. 


Asia was less culturally compatible and thus more resistant to their 
influence, but it also had a far greater number of issues popping up 
that were becoming steadily more pressing. The fact that the Empire 
was exacerbating these issues was irrelevant in light of the fact that 
it was the only one that could solve them. The mulish resistance that 
Russia had been putting up was finally cracking, but China seemed 
dead set on being belligerent every step of the way. They had been 
a rising power when the Empire showed up and no doubt resented 
the spanner that got tossed in the works. They were going to be 
even less happy once North Korea's leadership got wiped out, that 
particularly poorly managed dictatorship had always been a 
convenient puppet for them. 


Australia was... Surprisingly laid back. If Naruto's theories were to be 
believed, the Aussies were too busy trying to not get killed by their 
flora and fauna to pay attention to Earth getting taken over. She 
doubted that those theories carried much weight, but they were 
keeping to themselves either way. 


Now that the dust had settled a bit from the clusterfuck that was the 
takeover of Saudi Arabia, the global situation was clearer once 
again. Much of the world had cottoned on to the fact that the more 
they struggled, the less of their culture would survive. In the Middle 
East, Xanna had already needed to put into effect many schools that 
also had housing for the children, for no other reason than to 
minimize the influence of their parents. It did make the schooling 
itself slightly more convenient though. 


The Middle Eastern countries made clear the need for this move 
every day. While the attempts to overthrow Imperial rule had tapered 
off after the long string of miserable failures, the populace continued 
to be sullen and resentful and did their absolute best to pass that 
attitude on to their children. Many thousands of people emigrated 
daily, unable to bear the fact that their culture was changing. 


Both Naruto and Xanna were confused by this, as a lot of those 
people went to settle in non-Arabic nations where they would have to 
adapt either way. An oddly beneficial side effect for them was that it 
put further strain on the rest of Earth, who had in no way been 
prepared for the influx of immigrants. Another unexpected benefit to 
this was that many people in the Western nations did not appreciate 
the rising number of Arabs in their territory and were therefore 
starting to think that the Empire had the right idea in regards to them. 
When it came down to it, Arabian culture was far more alien to them 
than that of the Empire despite coming from the same planet and 
large masses of people had never been very good at accepting 
anything different. 


Xanna was intensely curious whether they would remain antagonistic 
to each other once the Empire started spreading there as well, or if 
they would close ranks against them. On one hand, seeing them try 
to work together with their wildly different cultures would be very 
amusing. On the other, it might be even more amusing to see them 
bickering even as the shadow of the Empire covered them. 


She did so love win - win situations. 


No doubt there were some people who thought that the near stop of 
the Empire's expansion meant that they would leave the rest of Earth 
alone. These people did not grasp the fact that critical mass had 
already been achieved. Simple time would now be enough to see to 
the continued spread of their influence. 


An ever increasing amount of influential people were seeing the 
writing on the wall and willing to make deals with the Empire. 
Politicians hoping to keep some semblance of power, captains of 


industry terrified of losing their financial empires, revolutionaries fed 
up with their current governments, various organizations that cared 
little for who was running a given country as long as their goals were 
achieved. They had just as many opponents among the stubbornly 
religious, patriotic or democratic of course, but the scales were most 
definitely tipping. The pressure from people desperate to make use 
of the Empire's vastly superior medical technology alone was putting 
a lot of strain on the situation. 


Some of the aforementioned people could be used and others would 
have to be disposed of. The various big names in the fossil fuel 
industry were becoming particularly bothersome. No doubt they 
could see the noose around their necks tightening, but their pitiful 
attempts to resist the inevitable had long since stopped being 
amusing. 


A quick look at her messages for the day revealed another thing that 
had long since stopped being amusing. 


An international Islamic representative wanted to speak to her. Not 
unexpected and it would not have bothered her if it were not the 
seventh time that she'd received this particular request. 


After the debacle with the Kaaba and the subsequent outrage by the 
Muslims, she had received mostly threats and demands. Once it 
became clear that she was fully willing and able to escalate the 
situation until there was nobody left to argue with her if they kept it 
up. Well, it had petered out in Empire controlled territory, but there 
were rumblings of activity by fanatical Islamists in neighbouring 
territories. The short sighted apes didn't seem to realize that the 
more they acted up, the easier they were making things for them. It 
was only a matter of time before they stepped on the wrong toes and 
someone asked the Empire for help in removing the problem. 


These attempts at diplomacy by various representatives of Islam 
were doing far more to hinder the Empire than any amount of 
violence, for one very simple reason. She could not accept any 
diplomatic overtures from a representative with religious affiliation, 


on the grounds of clerical pursuits being considered nothing more 
than an eccentric hobby in the Empire. The Empress did not discuss 
the leisure time activities of her subjects unless they were in violation 
of the law, which they were not anymore now that she'd excised 
Islam from every public position and workplace. 


To do so would have given them legitimacy and made things difficult 
in the long term. Unfortunately, her out of hand refusal was making 
her look unreasonable and made things difficult in the short term. 


Budging even an inch now to soothe the bruised egos of the 
religious would make it that much harder to do away with them later. 
She could only be thankful that the majority of people from the 
innumerable sects of Christianity were less obstinate, though they 
too had their bad apples. Pretty much everyone on Earth agreed that 
both World Wars they had fought had been horrible, but Xanna could 
only be grateful for the way they had left Europe so ravaged that the 
Catholic Church had never been able to regain the strength it had 
had before the first one broke out. 


Scorched Earth policies might well have started looking very 
appealing if she'd ended up needing to deal with a Europe that was 
even half as annoying as the Middle East was turning out to be. At 
the very least they would have quarantined this planet and its 
irritating inhabitants until their rather short sighted approach to 
governance led them into an ecological disaster the likes of which 
would leave them a bit more humble. Or more dead, that would work 
too. 


No matter how bad her refusal to speak to the Islamic diplomat made 
her look to the rest of Earth, it was simply not worth the hassle it 
would cause later if she acknowledged his concerns. She was just 
happy that she'd been able to finally leave Saudi Arabia in the hands 
of an underling and move on to something new herself. The Wraith 
were sounding positively delightful right about now. They at least had 
the decency to be a clearly defined enemy that responded only to 
violence instead of merely being stupidly stubborn. Considering 
the... dietary conflict that humans had with the Wraith, they could 


simply be wiped out without so much as a peep of protest from any 
informed person possessing even a shred of common sense, 
something that unfortunately did not apply to the aforementioned 
stubborn idiots. 


Sometimes, she regretted letting Naruto convince her to only use 
extermination as a last resort, but at least it kept things interesting 
when she had to come up with a more clever workaround. 


"What an irritating situation, nothing to do but wait." She sighed to 
herself. "No doubt they will also try to assassinate..." 


She trailed as an idea sprang to mind. The constant assassination 
attempts on her and Naruto had become something of a joke even to 
the rest of Earth. The woman she'd chosen to act in her stead in the 
Middle East would undoubtedly be the focus of such as well. 


Not really a problem as the fools had no idea how powerful the 
scanners in the Empire's employ were and thus had no hope of 
success, but there was an opportunity here. 


Idea still taking form, she reached for the subspace communicator 
that she kept nerby. 


"Heika, what can | do for you?" Kocho asked. 


"How are things progressing for us in the wider galaxy?" Xanna 
asked back. 


"Aside from a minor incident with the Hebridans a few days ago, 
nothing particularly noteworthy has happened." Kocho answered 
promptly. She had been brought to Earth due to her competence, but 
still Kept tabs on the goings on in the rest of the galaxy. 


"No change from the Aschen?" 
"None, they continue to ignore us." 


"Do we have a file on any malcontents with affiliations to Iran?" 


"We have several.” 

"Any that are noted as being exceptionally violent and fanatical?" 
"A few." 

"Excellent, and the readiness of our military?" 


"The fleets remain mostly unused but are kept up to date and ready 
as per Naruto-sama's orders and the ground assets are stretched 
somewhat thin but have been bolstered recently by the newly trained 
troops. Additionally, western Africa is showing signs of increased 
stability so we may be able to begin pulling our soldiers out of it 
within a year or two." The Brain Sekirei continued to answer the 
seemingly disconnected questions, knowing that the horned 
Empress was going somewhere with this. 


"Would we be able to hold a territory with a belligerent population the 
size of Iran?" 


Kocho paused as she considered it for a moment, knowing that the 
question was about Iran itself and not merely a territory the size of it. 
Saudi Arabia and the smaller countries around it were far from fully 
assimilated and Iran was not actually an adjacent country. 


"Not easily and you would almost certainly need to take Iraq as well, 
but it could be done, provided either yourself or Naruto-sama were 
there in person." She finally said. 


Xanna hummed consideringly. It would be a bit of a gamble, but she 
really did not want to waste time with the Middle East. 


"Once Naruto and | leave for Atlantis, | want you to arrange things so 
that one of these exceptionally violent and fanatical malcontents with 
affiliations to Iran is attached to the security detail of the UN's Islamic 
representative. Also, make sure that a small plastic pin coated with 
Botulinum finds its way into his hands and that the sensors are 


keyed to ignore it on the appropriate day and that the Iranian 
government is implicated in these events." 


That brought Kocho up short. While the Empire was capable of 
making deadlier toxins, Botulinum was nothing to be sneered at, 
seeing as a tablespoon of it was theoretically enough to kill millions 
of people. A pin coated in it would cause agonizing - but near 
instantaneus - death. Combined with the implied order to either find 
or manufacture evidence of Iran being culpable... 


"You intend to sacrifice your appointed regional governor in order to 
have an excuse to invade Iran and throw even more dirt on Islam." 
She deduced, knowing that the UN's Islamic representative also 
happened to be from Iran. It would look very bad if his security 
murdered a high ranking Imperial diplomat when they were finally 
given an audience. It would also make Xanna look insightful instead 
of unreasonable for refusing to meet with him so far. 


"We will obviously resurrect them afterwards, but yes." Xanna 
admitted easily. It would have to be a volunteer of course, as the 
cock and bull story about why the sensors failed to detect the poison 
that they would spin wouldn't work on anyone that actually had some 
idea how they worked, but she was sure that there would be 
someone willing to temporarily die in order to speed the conquest of 
Earth. It wouldn't necessarily be the woman currently holding that 
position, but there would be someone. 


After centuries of herself and Naruto keeping a leash on their people 
to prevent any excessively stupid cultural quirks from developing, 
many Imperials were frankly appalled about some of the things they 
saw on Earth. More than one person per day wrote them an E-mail 
urging them to be more aggressive in their takeover. So no, 
volunteers would not be a problem. 


Colonel Jack O'Neill shifted impatiently on his feet, waiting for the 
preparations of the Atlantis expedition to be finished so that they 
could start embarking to a whole new galaxy. 


After much deliberation, he'd gone to talk to Hammond about 
Uzumaki's offer and been subtly encouraged to accept it. While his 
former commanding officer had been genuinely glad to hear that 
Jack was considering returning to the Air Force, he didn't doubt for a 
second that the brass wanted someone in UZumaki's camp that they 
could trust. And that was the very short version of how he ended up 
getting roped into being some kind of quasi liason between the 
United States and the Celestial Empire, based mostly of the fact that 
he was apparently on good terms with the horned man. 


Jack strongly doubted that Uzumaki was ignorant of the fact that the 
overall goal of this was to gain some kind of advantage for the US, or 
that he was concerned about it. 


At least the perks are good. He thought, thinking of his no longer 
twinging knee. Personal dislike of the Empire's expansionist 
approach to diplomacy aside, he had to admit that they had a great 
health plan. 


He wasn't the only one enjoying the perks either. There were special 
forces from Russia, Great Britain, France, China, Germany, Israel 
and a slew of other countries present as well, not to mention a 
diverse group of diplomats to smooth over the inevitable 
disagreements. 


That was just the Earth delegation though. The most numerous by 
far were the people who owed their allegiance to the Empire. They 
were quite the colorful bunch too. Aside from a plenthora of humans, 
there were also a few Serrakin, Tok'ra and even a single rather 
tetchy Asgard scientist by the name of Kvasir. 


Jack didn't have much of an opinion on the Serrakin or the 
Asgard(except for wishing that he'd put on some clothes), but he did 
have a vague distaste for the Tok'ra. It wasn't really anything 
personal, he just found it hard to trust a race of body snatchers. 


Frankly, Jack had no idea what plot Uzumaki and his tyrant of a wife 
were cooking up this time. Inviting a horde of spies into your camp 


was not something that came off as a smart move to him, but it 
definitely had the feel of yet another convoluted world domination 
scheme. Maybe he was just being cynical, but at this point he 
wouldn't put anything past those two. This ‘cooperative’ venture 
between the Celestial Empire and the nations of Earth positively 
reeked of a hidden agenda, it was entirely too generous to be 
anything else. Inviting so many people whose loyalty belonged to 
others was practically begging them to steal something and work to 
find a way to undermine the Empire's efforts to take over Earth. 


Then again, they're not exactly trying hard to keep secrets . He 
thought sourly, aiming a short glare at a large group of excited 
civilians festooned with cameras and microphones. 


Reporters. At a military operation. Lots of reporters. Reporters that 
were nearly wetting themselves with glee at being chosen to 
document the expedition to the lost city of Atlantis. Reporters from all 
over the world that would be all too glad to tell everyone about who 
stole what and why. 


It was decidedly uncomfortable to be in the spotlight after ten years 
of Black Ops. 


Jack wouldn't be so suspicious if it were just an attempt to generate 
some positive publicity after the debacle in Saudi Arabia, but it just 
didn't seem ambitious enough for them. 


He would need to keep his eyes open for whatever hidden angle 
there was in this. 


Oblivious to the suspicions of the grumpy Colonel, Naruto and 
Xanna walked through the stargate arm in arm. 


Stepping out of the receiving stargate, they broke the silence of ten 
thousand years that had engulfed Atlantis since the departure of the 
Alterans. Soldiers and scientists streamed through behind them and 


started making their way through the hallways without regard for the 
solemnity of the occasion. 


Naruto took a deep breath through his nose and released an equally 
deep exhale once they had made it down the ramp. 


"Aaaah, don't you just love the smell of defeat that's been fermenting 
here for the past ten thousand years?" He said with a sigh, grabbing 
his wife into an embrace and launching into a slow dance. 


Xanna chuckled, going along with Naruto's sudden urge to dance 
and beggining a waltz through the embarkation room. 


Next to them, Oma sighed at the dig against her species. 


"Heika, we have access to the master control for the entire city." A 
scientist reported from an observation room one floor up. 


"That's impossible." Naruto said flatly. "What kind of moron would put 
that right next to a possible enemy entry point and leave it 
unprotected by so much as a password?" 


"| would not know Heika, but this truly is the master control." The 
scientist answered stoically. 


There was a pregnant silence and then two pairs of slitted eyes 
swung towards Oma, their owners not even bothering to stop their 
dance. 


The Ascended Alteran gave a weak smile as she answered. "Atlantis 
was not built during a time of war." 


Naruto rolled his eyes and was just about to share his opinion on 
that particular design decision when the alarmed tone of the scientist 
in the control room drew his attention. 


"Heika, we are sitting on the bottom of the ocean and the city's 
power supply will fail at any second!" 


Naruto extricated himself from his wife's embrace and clapped his 
hands together, a visible distortion of air billowing outward from him 
in a spherical fashion. Once it passed through the walls of the 
building, it solidified into a shield that caught the water pressing 
down on the sunken city just as the aforementioned power supply 
failed. 


"Raise the power output of the generators." Xanna barked. 
"There aren't any generators!" 


"What do you mean there aren't any generators?!" She asked 
incredulously. "What is powering this city then?" 


"The only indicator of power | can find here shows three completely 
depleted Potentias." The scientist answered, now much calmer that 
he wasn't in imminent danger of getting crushed by 
incomprehensibly vast quantities of water. 


"So this entire city is powered by what are essentially three batteries 
and has no backups?" Xanna asked with just a hint of a disdainful 
sneer. 


"That appears to be the case Heika." 
Two pairs of slitted eyes once again swung towards Oma. 


The Ascended woman was familiar with the expressions of 
exasperated disappointment they were currently wearing. It was the 
same ones they always had when their opinion on the Alterans 
dropped just a bit lower. 


"| tried to tell you that the power supply was going to be drained after 
all this time, but you refused to hear me." She said stiffly. 


Oma's terrible attempt at deflection. "Get this bitch back on the 
surface, | don't feel like holding up the ocean all day." 


Flushing in embarrassment at the subtle reminder that he'd forgotten 
to do his job, the scientist hurried to find the right command to raise 
the city. 


Naruto and Xanna split up after that, each going to do their own 
thing. Naruto went about, directing the replicators to build some 
proper energy generators, organizing the new arrivals and keeping 
any overly curious civilians from accidentally activating a self- 
destruct or something equally stupid. 


Meanwhile, Xanna made a beeline for anything that needed 
immediate attention. The first of these things was the hologram 
room. 


Standing on the activation pedestal and listening to the massively 
shortened and edited account of the Alterans time in Pegasus - one 
that she noted was completely devoid of their numerous screw ups - 
she frowned. The fact that they had scrubbed the whole thing to 
make themselves look better was of no consequence, but the 
incredibly vague warning about being beaten by some enemy and 
forced to abandon Atlantis was not something that she wanted 
anyone to stumble upon. The Wraith were supposed to be a 
Surprise. 


Fortunately, the whole city was configured to accept mental input, so 
erasing the last message of the Alterans was easily done. There 
were no doubt other reports on their war with the Wraith in the 
database, but those would need to be actively searched for instead 
of popping up for anyone that stepped on the pedestal. 


That done, she proceeded onwards to what was presumed to be a 
laboratory area, certain that there was some half finished doomsday 
device or something in there. 


That very same night, Naruto, Xanna and Akitsu were snuggled 
together in the bed of the room they'd taken over. Akitsu was already 


asleep, but the horned couple were still awake and having some idle 
conversation about the day. 


"Did you know that there was a time travel capable Alteran shuttle in 
the hangar bay?" Xanna asked. 


"Somehow that doesn't surprise me." Naruto replied dryly, Knowing 
that she had already hidden it somewhere where it could later be 
picked up by an Imperial ship and taken back to a secure facility on 
Erius. They were most definitely not going to let someone get the 
stupid ass idea of going back in time and ‘saving’ the Earth from the 
Empire's takeover. "I bet there's a heap of other dangerous crap 
lying around." 


"Oh, there is." Xanna confirmed. "I've already had to dispose of 
some sort of non-corporeal energy parasite made of living darkness. 
The Alterans had apparently neglected to release or destroy it when 
they fled this place." 


"Figures." Naruto snorted quietly, taking care not to wake the 
sleeping Ice Sekirei. 


They lapsed into silence for a few minutes, the only sound being the 
gentle scraping of claws over bare flesh. 


"How long do you think it will be before one of the SG teams 
encounters the Wraith?" Xanna asked eventually. 


"Given that Jack and Sam are involved and what their luck is like, | 
wouldn't be even slightly surprised if they somehow manage to get 
into a scuffle with a Queen on their first trip through the gate." 
"The odds of that happening are astronomical." She scoffed. 


"Wanna bet on it?" He offered with a grin. 


"The terms?" She asked with narrowed eyes. 


"Simply that they get into an altercation with either a Wraith Queen 
or her underlings." 


"As if." Xanna scoffed again. "From what we know of Wraith social 
structure, every Wraith is an underling to a Queen." 


"Fine." Naruto pouted. "I say that either Jack, Sam or another person 
of significance will personally encounter a Wraith Queen either 
during their first mission or as an immediate consequence of it." 


Xanna narrowed her eyes again, noticing that he'd worded things in 
a way that left him some leeway. Still, considering how small the 
chances were that they would run into any Wraith at all on their first 
destination, she wouldn't protest. 


"Agreed. The stakes?" 
Naruto hummed consideringly. 


"If | win, you'll wear an outfit of my choosing for a whole day without 
attempting to remove it and this outfit will include shoes or boots with 
high heels. Sex is obviously included." 


Xanna glared at him. "You know that | hate wearing shoes and | 
especially hate high heels." 


In fact, the Empire did not even produce high heeled shoes and 
never had. The justification for the outright ban on high heels was 
the foot, leg and spine damage they caused with long term use, but 
in reality it was just Xanna being a bit petty. 


Naruto knew all this. High heels didn't really do much for him truth be 
told, but it was funny to see his wife getting cranky at the mere idea 
of wearing them. 


"Well it wouldn't be much of a bet if you had to do something you 
liked now would it?" He pointed out reasonably. 


"I'll wear high heels for you master." Akitsu mumbled sleepily. 


"Go back to sleep sweetie." Naruto murmured to her, gently rubbing 
her scalp. 


"Kaa..." Akitsu's reply was interrupted by a yawn. "... aay. 


"Very well, | will agree to this wager." Xanna said after Akitsu nodded 
off again. "And when | win, you will be wearing the same outfit you 
planned for me, but in pink." 


Naruto winced, hoping that his inexplicable good luck wouldn't fail 
him or else he'd have to switch genders to manage holding up his 
end of the bet and that wasn't even his real concern. Though he 
preferred to be a man, spending a day as a woman, even one 
dressed in a pink version of the outfit he had in mind, wouldn't bother 
him too much. The surprise hidden in it though... that he would much 
prefer to inflict on his wife. 


"So harsh!" He teased, concealing his worry. "You must really be 
annoyed by the possibility of having to wear heels to be that mean." 


"There is only one purpose and occasion for which | would willingly 
wear heeled footwear of any sort, and that is if | was planning to step 
on people with them." She declared haughtily. 


"Please be gentle mistress." Akitsu mumbled with a tiny perverted 
giggle. 


Naruto and Xanna both looked at the clearly sleeping Sekirei with 
furrowed brows for a moment. 


"I think you might have given her some very odd dreams just now." 
Naruto surmised. 


"Not the jello." Akitsu moaned. 


"I think you might be right." Xanna agreed. 


The next day, the vast majority of the personnel that would be 
stationed on Atlantis were gathered in a large, multi-tiered meeting 
hall. Though each individual nation had only sent a small amount of 
people, there were enough of those individual nations to inflate the 
number of people quite a bit and that wasn't even counting the 
Imperials. 


Despite not really knowing each other too well, there was a low 
murmur of conversation between the waiting people, which 
immediately went quiet once Naruto appeared on an overhanging 
balcony that looked designed for giving speeches. 


"Welcome to Atlantis." He began with a smile, getting cheers of 
variable enthusiasm in response. "I'm sure that you are all eager to 
finish settling in so I'll keep my list of ground rules and 
announcements short. 


"Firstly, I'm sure it's become obvious enough that you are able to 
speak to each other in spite of language barriers. This is because 
Atlantis employs a wide scale universal translation system to 
facilitate communication. Obviously, this technology is not perfect 
due to various factors ranging from cultural nuances to figures of 
speech, but you should be able to understand each other as long as 
you can resist the urge to speak in flowery prose." There was a titter 
of laughter at his phrasing. 


"Some of you will no doubt have already been warned that you do 
not have free reign of the city." He said with a warning tone, looking 
pointedly at the unrepentantly curious reporters. "This is not because 
we want to keep secrets but rather because Atlantis is an Alteran city 
and as such is likely to have all manner of stupid mouse traps 
waiting for our toes in the dark. In any case, don't go wandering into 
uncleared areas of the city unless you're prepared to risk getting 
vaporized, mutated, maimed or otherwise harmed by some piece of 
technology that is a lot less harmless than it looks." The laughter 
was decidedly more nervous this time. 


"Though there are many civilians present here, either ina 
professional capacity or as family of those invited to join, this is still 
considered a military expedition, meaning that you are expected to 
follow orders the same as the military personnel. 


"At the moment, myself and my wife are the highest authority here. 
This will only be temporary, pending our appointment of an 
appropriate person to take overall command. Of greater interest to 
you will be the knowledge that Colonel Jack O'Neill will be in 
command of the military contingent, while Doctor Elizabeth Weir 
takes charge of the civilian side of things and more pertinently, the 
diplomatic division." 


While the two people in question blinked in shock, the rest of the 
group burst into dissatisfied grumbling at that, mostly centered on 
the fact that so much authority was given to two Americans. 


"This is not negotiable." Naruto growled, instantly silencing the room. 
"Both of the people mentioned have been chosen because of their 
competence and you will answer to them. | certainly did not pick 
them because of Jack's delightfully sarcastic personality or how 
good Lizzie's ass looks in a pair of jeans." 


While the room was trying to figure out that ambiguous statement, 
Naruto pressed on. 


"Lastly, you may have noticed the members of the Empire's consort 
community on yonder balcony." 


All eyes swung towards the indicated balcony, getting cheerful 
waves from the group of impeccably dressed and very attractive men 
and women. 


"They will act as a sympathetic ear and psychiatric service should 
anyone require it. You can rest assured they are more than qualified 
to do that and much more." 


As Naruto had expected, there was both some dark grumbling and 
some eager whispering about prostitutes from the crowd. It was a 
good thing that he'd expected this complication and knew how to 
deal with it. 


"No doubt you are aware that sex is often included in this, but allow 
me to stress that it is entirely up to the consorts themselves whether 
it happens. Seeing as | was the one to shape the consort community 
over the past few centuries, | am quite fond of them . If anyone so 
much as harms a hair on their heads, | will peel the offending party 
like a grape and throw them into a vat of lemon juice." 


He was gratified to see a large portion of the people present give full 
body shudders at the imagined pain. 


"I'm glad we understand each other. More detailed information will be 
sent to your personal datapads later today, you are dismissed." 


Naruto didn't get very far before he was accosted by the two people 
between whom he had effectively split the second in command 
position. 


"Uzumaki, what the hell? I'm not part of your chain of command." 
O'Neill demanded. 


"You are now." Naruto replied blithely. "Despite what | may or may 
not have told people back on Earth, we are not going to screw 
around with all this liason crap." 


"Be that as it may, | was under the impression that you would be 
assigning your own people to command positions." Weir added with 
a much more diplomatic tone. 


"Ah, but Lizzie, all of our diplomats are trained to subvert native 
cultures and prepare them for assimilation, they'd be lost here. You 
on the other hand, are trained and experienced in the subtle art of 


political sausage making. | have faith that you will be able to juggle 
the overblown egos gathered here until things calm down." 


"Thanks... | think." Weir said with a frown, not sure if she'd just been 
complimented or insulted. It sounded like a compliment, but it felt like 
an insult. 


"There's just one problem. I'm Air Force, there's no way that all of 
these foreign special forces will listen to me, not to mention your 
people." Jack interjected, deciding to let the quasi conscription go. 
While the horned man's approach was annoying, it was a fact that 
having multiple chains of command in one place was a terrible idea. 


"Most of the time they won't have to. I'll be here for a few weeks at 
least and whoever gets appointed to lead this expedition will 
supercede your authority unless they are unable to function for some 
reason, giving all the crybabies time to get used to the idea of 
listening to you. Don't try to boss around the Black Clan if you ever 
find yourself in charge though, they won't listen to anyone but me 
and Xanna outside of a mission." Naruto explained. 


"See, that might be a problem once you leave." Jack pointed out 
sarcastically. 


"It'll be fine." Was the dismissive reply. 
"Fine for who?" The colonel pressed. 


Naruto's amused chuckle didn't reassure him much. 


"You wanted to see me?" Reiko asked as she stepped into the room 
that Naruto had claimed as an office. 


"That | did." The horned man replied and gestured for her to take a 
seat. "I'm assinging you to the flagship team under Colonel O'Neill's 
command." 


"Cool." The purple haired second generation Sekirei replied, settling 
one leg over the other on the offered chair. "Does that mean | have 
to take orders from him though?" 


"As long as it doesn't conflict with any standing orders then yes." 
Naruto confirmed. 


Reiko nodded. She knew that her old commander Titus was slated to 
lead a team composed purely of Black Clan operatives, but she 
didn't begrudge him that. She wasn't leadership material nor did she 
want the responsibility, which was another reason that she wouldn't 
object to listening to the orders of an experienced commander. She 
wouldn't call him 'sir' or anything of the sort, but she'd listen. 


"Am | getting another standing order?" She asked shrewdly. Naruto 
often pulled her aside for special missions. Aside from being his 
favorite, she was also the most individually dangerous member of 
the Black Clan thanks to the recent leaps forward that the Empire's 
nanotech expertise had made. Instead of having her naturally 
superior body competing against the cybernetic augmentations of 
the others, the nano augs worked with her already enhanced Sekirei 


physiology. 

"One time only." Naruto said cheerfully. "I want you to get in trouble." 
Reiko blinked in surprise. "What?" 

"If you come across anything potentially trouble attracting, | want you 
to dive right in without regard for the usual precautions." He 
elaborated. 

"That isn't standard operating procedure." She said suspiciously. 
"No, it isn't." He agreed. "But | made a bet with my wife and | really 


want to win." He wasn't deliberately sending them to a known Wraith 
world, so it didn't count as meddling. 


Reiko smirked and leaned back into her seat. "That must be some 
bet." 


"Oh it is, there's a lot of dignity at stake." 


"| would of course be willing to do this for you Heika, but | would 
appreciate some... compensation ." She said with a smouldering 
look. 


Naruto's eyes flicked between her legs as she reversed their 
positions. He saw something black and lacy under her skirt. 


He'd known her since she was a precocious little toddler that thought 
using his hair as a climbing implement was a grand idea. She'd been 
making offers like this since she was seventeen, but it had usually 
been done in the form of playful teasing. This time she was 
essentially demanding it. Oh, he knew she'd still do as he asked 
even if he refused her, but there was an obvious hope in her eyes. 


Well... Miya had asked him to take care of her daughter and he 
knew that Reiko liked to play rough, which had been problematic 
enough for her just being a second generation Sekirei, nevermind 
the nano augmented one she was now. 


Granted, he seriously doubted that this was the kind of care that 
Miya had in mind, but Miya was a horrible prude and didn't 
understand her willful firstborn at all. It would also piss her off, which 
was always a bonus. 


"I'm sure | can take some time out of my schedule to compensate 
you." 


Planet Athos. 
The reformed and much changed SG-1 stepped through the stargate 


on a mission for the first time in years. A small recon drone had 
already been sent earlier and was still buzzing around, which was 


why they knew that there was an abandoned city and a small human 
encampment nearby. People had been sceptical when Naruto and 
Xanna had told them that they were likely to encounter more humans 
due to the Alteran propensity to 'spread their seed’ as it were, but 
they had obviously been right. 


"Ah, trees." Jack said with wry sarcasm. "A different galaxy and yet, | 
am still reminded of British Columbia." 


Sam smiled at the Colonel's quip, remembering his frequent gripes 
about trees during the days of the SGC. 


Both Air Force officers couldn't help but feel terribly nostalgic about it 
all, as well as missing their original teammates. 


Teal'c was still in the Milky Way, or Avalon as the Imperials tended to 
call it. He had a wife there that wouldn't appreciate him leaving again 
and a nearly adult son to raise. He was also one of the most 
prominent members of the Free Jaffa nation and couldn't just leave 
in order to go gallivanting around Pegasus with them, no matter how 
much he wanted to. 


Daniel was in Atlantis, but his days of field work were quite obviously 
behind him. He already had three kids to take care of, two boys and 
one girl, with another on the way. Sha're had changed from the 
traditionally submissive wife that she'd been taught to be and 
wouldn't tolerate having her husband risking his life going on 
adventures through the stargate anymore. Not that Daniel was at all 
inclined to do so, being quite happy with his family and research. He 
might still go to visit any interesting cultures or archeological sites 
they encountered, but he had no more interest in shooting the bad 


guys. 


O'Neill had not been at all pleased at the other two teammates that 
Uzumaki had foisted off on him. He never liked it when someone 
else put unknowns on his team, people that he knew nothing about 
and couldn't trust. Sure, the last two times it had happened had been 
with Daniel and Carter and that had turned out well, but he'd still 


disliked it. This time he had to deal with a superhuman cyborg ninja 
that he was quite sure would pull his lungs out without batting an 
eyelash if Uzumaki told her to and a member of a species that he'd 
accumulated quite a grudge against. 


The latter one(or was it two?) was a Tok'ra by the name of Selmak. 
They didn't have much time to get to know each other, but Selmak 
seemed like a decent sort. Very calm, thoughtful and not at all prone 
to impulsive behavior. Jack might have actually liked him if he wasn't 
a slimy parasite controlling a human body like a puppet. It helped 
that he'd learned about the nanites that allowed a host to forcibly 
take control if he wanted, but the Goa'uld induced prejudice 
remained. 


The host, Hiro, he barely knew. Apparently the man suffered from a 
strange combination of craving social contact while simultaneously 
avoiding it. Leaving Selmak in control allowed him to do both as well 
as participating in an adventure without actually participating, which 
meant that Hiro was quite happy taking the passenger seat most of 
the time. Jack didn't really get it. 


Sam was a great deal more comfortable with the blended being than 
him and enjoyed getting into scientific debates with the ancient 
Tok'ra. Jack didn't get any of those either. 


The final member was also the one that stood out the most. The 
Black Clan assassin Asama Reiko, who was even now skulking near 
invisibly in the pre-dawn darkness of this planet. The scary part was 
that she wasn't trying to skulk, it was just that her Midnight Viper 
nanosuit was simply that good at concealing her, especially when 
viewed through the sensors of the helmet he was wearing. Jack 
knew that her suit could be configured to swallow all energy 
emissions as well as render her invisible to the naked eye. Even in 
its Current 'neutral' setting, she was nearly indistinct except for the 
locator beacon that denominated her as a member of SG-1. Well, 
that and her head, but that was only due to her having the mask 
retracted. 


Apparently, the Black Clan had been upgrading too. Jack was fairly 
sure that they used to need specialized equipment to remove any 
part of those suits. They also lacked the solid plates that he recalled 
seeing on the older models. The entire suit now looked like exposed 
musculature that hugged the user like a second skin. It left very little 
of Reiko to the imagination, but the purple haired woman seemed 
unconcerned by any thoughts of modesty. 


Naruto hadn't skimped out on gear for them even if he and Carter 
didn't owe their allegiance to the Empire. In fact, all of the foreign 
special forces in Atlantis had been getting trained and outfitted with 
the Empire's armor and weapons. The generosity of that move was 
in sharp contrast to the stingy hoarding of technology of not evena 
few months ago. It was odd even if Naruto insisted that all the tech 
was only on loan and that he wasn't going to send people out into 
the unknown galaxy with nothing but uniforms and slug throwers. 


Jack had once jokingly requested one of the Black Clan's nanosuits 
for himself, only to have Naruto grin at him and agree, before 
proceeding to list what was required to wear one. 


Now, Jack was as enamoured by cool toys as much as any man, but 
agreeing to be implanted with six separate killswitches and a truly 
ludicrous amount of nanotech augmentation was a bit much. The 
oath of loyalty to the Obsidian Throne had been expected(hence the 
reason for it only being a joking request), the rest not so much. 


Well, it wasn't like the stuff they'd been given was bad. The armor 
was certainly a lot better than BDU's even if it wasn't powered and 
the laser guns were better than P90's once you got used to the lack 
of recoil. Jack especially enjoyed the temperature control. No more 
sweating or freezing his ass off. 


In reality, the armor given to all the Earth military personnel was 
terribly outdated. 


This wasn't a deliberate snub on behalf of the Empire, but rather a 
consequence of the fact that the non-Imperial personnel of Atlantis 


had refused the neural implants necessary to use the newer models, 
leaving the the Empire no choice but to give them obsolete 
equipment. There had simply never been a need to improve the 
regular armor once the neural interfaces were proven to be a 
SUCCESS. 


Selmak had the same model because they hadn't yet managed to 
put together a neural interface that didn't cause problems for 
blended beings. The Empire didn't have anyone to experiment on 
now that all the Goa'uld were dead. 


"So, tell me again why we came to this planet?" O'Neill asked. 


"It was the first one on the list." Reiko said succintly. "Something that 
you are already well aware of." 


"Can't a guy make small talk?" Jack asked with a put upon sigh. 


"Sure you can, but why you would decide to talk about something 
that we all Know escapes me." 


Mostly because he was uncomfortable with the unknowns on his 
team and doing what he could to build a rapport, not that he was 
going to admit that. 


"Why don't you pick a conversation topic then?" He ventured. 


"Alright then." Reiko said nonchalantly. "Did you know that the Tok'ra 
are here mostly because their Queen Egeria insisted on coming and 
they're terrified of losing her again?" 


Now that she mentioned it, O'Neill did recall that there had beena 
rather large amount of Tok'ra clustered around a tall woman with 
ebony black skin when they were preparing to embark. 


"Really? Selmak, is this true?" 


"We thought Egeria lost to us for thousands of years, none of the 
High Council were willing to let her go alone." The Tok'ra defended. 


"But do you know the other two reasons besides her desire to see an 
Alteran city?" Reiko challenged. 


"What other reasons?" Selmak asked nervously, desperately hoping 
that it wasn't something dangerous. Reiko hadn't been exaggerating 
when she said that the Tok'ra were terrified of losing Egeria again. 


"The first reason is that she didn't want to be deprived of the regular 
fucking she's been getting ever since the first time that Naruto 
seduced her." 


"What?!" The other three blurted out, having not expected that at all. 


"Oh you didn't know?" Reiko asked innocently. "Whenever she told 
you that she was going to talk to Naruto about relations between the 
Tok'ra and the Celestial Empire, it was just a poorly disguised 
euphemism for her need to get plowed." 


"That explains why she never wanted the High Council to be 
present." Selmak muttered, looking as if he could have done without 
that information. 


"Are there any women around him that he doesn't try to sleep with?" 
Sam grumbled irritably. 


Reiko smirked, Knowing that the blonde woman was still holding a bit 
of a grudge over the fact that Naruto had seduced her and then 
invaded Earth. Reiko rather suspected that Sam was more upset 
over the fact that her crotch still got wet at the memory of it. It was 
probably making her feel all sorts of conflicted between her sense of 
betrayal and her libido. 


"You've got it the wrong way around I'm afraid." She said, deciding to 
test that theory. "More often than not it's the women who come onto 
him. |, for example, wasn't too enthused about joining this team and 
only agreed once Naruto gave in and fucked me unconscious. Totally 
worth it." 


The other three members of the team didn't have her heavily 
augmented eyes to see in the dark with, so they wore helmets, but 
Sam's body language just as good at projecting embarrassment as 
her no doubt flaming cheeks would be. 


Knew it . She thought to herself triumphantly. 


"If | hadn't already known that UZumaki trains you Black Clan types 
personally, | would now." O'Neill said with a sigh. 


"Shame is a weakness." Reiko asserted with a sniff. 


"What was Egeria's other reason to be here?" Carter asked ina 
pained tone, quite obviously wanting to change the subject. 


"She and her host are starting to feel ready to spawn symbiote larva 
and are working up the nerve to ask permission to use Naruto's DNA 
to do it, but don't tell her that you know. Naruto is finding their 
hesitation hilarious." 


Selmak was simultaneously happy and concerned by this. Egeria 
had thus far refused to spawn any more Tok'ra, saying that she didn't 
feel ready after what she'd experienced on Pangara and that her 
host was still uncomfortable with the idea. That they were coming 
around meant that their population was going to increase for the first 
time since her capture by Ra, which was good. 


The fact that they wanted the horned Emperor to provide the DNA 
was a Cause of some concern though. Though capable of asexual 
reproduction, the symbiote larva were considerably stronger if they 
had a ‘father’ so to speak. The human sperm donor was usually 
irrelevant, but they usually weren't the rulers of a nation either, so if 
Naruto agreed it would essentially tie all the newly spawned Tok'ra to 
the Empire. 


Though Selmak figured that it was inevitable. Egeria was a staunch 
advocate of having the Tok'ra join the Empire fully without bothering 
to retain any real independence and would imprint that on her spawn 


as well. There weren't many members of the High Council left that 
were still arguing against it. Selmak himself certainly wasn't and was 
really more worried about the reaction of those that were still 
reticent. 


Jack and Sam had a much simpler reaction, both of them recalling 
the incident with Daniel and Hathor. 


"That's uh..." Jack started painfully, looking towards Sam for help. 


"Nice! It's, uh... nice." Sam said lamely, wincing inside the privacy of 
her helmet at how insincere she sounded. 


Their suffering was interrupted as two life signs registered on the 
sensors. 


"Oh thank God." O'Neill muttered, having never been so happy at 
having a potential enemy approaching. 


"| don't think Naruto would be sending what appears to be two 
children our way." Reiko commented, also staring in the direction of 
the approaching youngsters. 


"Not that god." The Colonel said peevishly. 


No matter how many times he had told Jinto not to play in the woods 
after dark, Halling still found himself chasing after his son towards 
the clearing where the Ring of the Ancestors sat with the intent to 
reprimand him for doing it yet again. 


He'd tried again and again to teach his son the dangers of it, but 
Jinto and Wex always forgot themselves when playing Wraith Hunt. 
It was probably because Halling couldn't bring himself to destroy 
their naive innocence. That would happen all too soon when the 
Wraith came once again and forever ruined the children's game for 
them. 


"Please don't hurt us!" Jinto's plea spurred Halling into a sprint to 
protect them, desperately hoping that it was not the Wraith. 


It wasn't, but the strangers with advanced looking armor and 
weapons could prove to be just as deadly, though they were not 
being pointed at the children at least. 


"Please, they were just playing." He pleaded to the one he presumed 
to be their leader, a woman with the strangest form of armor he'd 
ever seen and vibrantly purple hair styled into a bizzare strip across 
the top of her head and several smaller strips along the sides. 


"Yes, we could see." She drawled, sounding amused. "Isn't it a bit 
late for that?" 


The irony of a stranger issuing the same reprimand that he often 
gave to his son made Halling crack a smile, his worry abating 
slightly. "Indeed it is." 


The helmets of the other three receded enough to see their faces, 
reassuring Halling further. He stood up, finding that he was a good 
bit taller than the newcomers. 


"Halling." He said as an introduction, placing a hand to his chest. 


"Colonel Jack O'Neill, United States Air Force." The oldest looking 
man said, confirming Halling's suspicion that they were military even 
if he didn't recognize the terms used. 


"Major Carter, also Air Force." O'Neill continued with a gesture at the 
blonde woman next to him. 


"Asama Reiko, Black Clan assassin in service to the Obsidian 
Throne and the Celestial Empire." The purple haired woman said, 
making Halling frown as that too was unfamiliar to him. 


"Selmak of the Tok'ra." The last man said simply, badly startling 
Halling with the reverberating boom of his voice. 


"Are you traders?" He ventured dubiously. The nomadic Athosians 
knew many peoples, but nothing he'd heard so far was at all familiar. 
Couple that with the fact that it sounded as if they represented three 
different technologically advanced factions, and it left Halling strongly 
doubtful that they would seek out the primitive Athosians for trade. 


"More like... explorers." O'Neill said, giving Halling the strangest 
impression that he wasn't usually the one to say that. "We're new 
around here and looking to make friends." 


"Teyla will wish to speak to you." Halling said in response to that, 
knowing that the Athosian leader was much better suited to 
continuing this conversation than him. 


"Alright then,” O'Neill said jauntily. "take us to your leader." 
And so they went, walking in silence towards the Athosian camp. 


Jinto and Wex had been silent throughout the exchange, but their 
curiousity was at an all time high. It didn't take long before Wex 
wasn't able to help himself anymore and poked a questing finger into 
Reiko's thigh, wondering if the strangely organic looking armor was 
as soft as it looked. 


To his slight surprise it didn't feel organic at all, but like nothing that 
he'd ever felt before. It was also too cold to be organic. 


"Aren't you a bit young to be sticking your fingers into a woman?" 
Reiko asked, having felt the poke. 


Wex jerked his finger away like he'd been burned, avoiding Halling's 
look of incredulous fury. 


"Please forgive him, he's just a boy." The tall man pleaded 
apologetically, hoping that his son's friend hadn't just done 
something irreparably stupid. 


"Sorry." Wex muttered, his face burning with embarrassment. 


"That's quite alright," O'Neill interjected, sounding amused. "Reiko's 
used to getting poked." 


"That was a good one Jack." Reiko complimented. "If you keep 
amusing me with your clever quips | might let you poke me too." 


"That won't be necessary." O'Neill coughed awkwardly. 


Selmak and Carter sighed in exasperation, and Halling found himself 
actually understanding why. 


The walk continued in uncomfortable silence for a short while and 
Jack decided to try diverting everyone's attention away from the 
thinly veiled sexual innuendo by indulging his curiousity. 


"What's up with that mask you've got there?" He asked, indicating 
the leathery thing with fake white hair striched into it. 


"It's a Wraith." Jinto said, sounding perplexed at the fact that the 
question needed to be asked. Everyone knew about the Wraith 


"What's a Wraith?" Carter questioned, sounding equally puzzled. 
Her question drew shocked stares from the three Athosians. 

"You don't know?" 

"What planet are you from?" 

"Can we go there?" 

The quick string of questions from the two boys instantly drew 
Reiko's attention. This sounded like the kind of trouble that Naruto 


had told her to get into when he'd assigned her to SG-1. More than 
that though, a request for sanctuary had been made. 


"You may." She said before Jack could do something stupid, like 
refuse. "I will relay your request to the Emperor after we speak to 
your leader." 


Her response sent the two children into excited muttering and even 
Halling could admit to feeling a flare of hope. He knew that things 
were never that simple, but the chance of living somewhere free of 
the Wraith was worth at least exploring. 


Jack was less enthused over Reiko's assent to the boy's request 
though, so he walked up to her with a quiet demand. 


"What the hell was that?" He whispered. "We have no idea what's 
going on, we can't just take in everyone that asks." 


"The Empire can." She replied dismissively. "By Imperial mandate, 
all requests for sanctuary are to be granted as long as the Empire 
has the ability to provide for the refugees and we are not even close 
to maximum capacity." 


Jack clenched his jaw and walked away, reminded once again of the 
biggest issue he had with having Reiko on his team. Namely, she 
only listened to his orders because Naruto had told her to, which 
meant that she would think nothing of ignoring him if she thought it 
would be in the horned man's interests to do so. It wasn't really an 
issue in this case, but he couldn't help feeling that it would eventually 
become one. 


"It is Halling, | bring explorers from away." 


The call from outside the communal tent drew Teyla's attention from 
her breakfast. Explorers, not traders. It was rare to hear of people 
using the Ring to explore, but she figured they must be peaceful 
enough if Halling had brought them here. 


"Enter." She called back, not sure what to expect. 
The group of four was certainly not it. There were few people indeed 


who would so brazenly display advanced technology. Technology 
drew the Wraith. 


"L am Teyla Emmagan, daughter of Tagan." She introduced herself. 


The same introductions that SG-1 had already given to Halling were 
repeated and gave Teyla much the same impression. She was wary 
of these strangers, but decided to be hospitable. She felt that it 
would be more trouble than the Athosians could afford to make an 
enemy of them. 


"Every day before dawn, our people drink a stout tea to brace us for 
the coming day. Would you care to join us?" She offered. It wasn't 
really true, as the days on Athos were so short that there would be 
little point in bracing themselves for every new day when they only 
slept every second or third day, but it was a good diplomatic overture 
nonetheless. 


"We'd love to." O'Neill agreed and they sat themselves at the table. 


"| have never heard a human speak like you Selmak, do you employ 
some form of technology to change your voice?" Teyla asked once 
they all had a cup of tea in hand, having been just as startled as 
Halling when she'd heard the Tok'ra speak. 


"No, the Tok'ra are a symbiotic species. The body you see actually 
belongs to my host, Hiro, he merely shares it with me. | could speak 
as a human, but the Tok'ra use this tone of voice so that people 
know whether it is the host or the symbiote speaking." Selmak 
explained, finding it oddly refreshing to explain this to someone who 
did not have their opinion of his species poisoned by the Goa'uld 
beforehand. 


"Where is your body then?" Teyla asked in confusion. 


"It's wrapped around Hiro's spine." O'Neill interjected. "Just think of a 
snake." 


"What of Hiro then, can he not speak himself?" She asked warily. 


"He can, he just... prefers not to." Sam explained, recalling the one 
time that she had asked to speak to the man. For someone who 
lived in the sexually liberal Empire, Hiro was a mess if he had to 
speak to women. 


"| see." Teyla said, clearly not seeing at all. 


"Let me show you." Reiko offered and extended her forearm. A 
hologram sprung from it and displayed a short video of an adult 
symbiote and the blending process. 


"| have never heard of such a species." The Athosian woman said, 
wonderment in her tone at both what she'd been shown and how she 
had been shown it. 


"You would not have, we are not native to this galaxy." Selmak 
informed her. 


"Which brings me to my next point." Reiko jumped in before anything 
more could be said. "The boys we encountered near the stargate 
asked us for sanctuary from something called ‘the Wraith’. The 
Empire would be happy to grant this request if you confirm it as the 
leader of your people.” 


Teyla's jaw dropped slightly as she stared at the purple haired 
woman in shock. 


"You would be willing to shelter us from the Wraith without even 
knowing what they are?" She asked incredulously. Her initial impulse 
had been to tell them to go back wherever they came from if the 
Wraith had never been there, but the casual offer to take the 
Athosians in was too strange to go unanswered. That kind of 
kindness simply didn't exist. 


"Tell us what they are then." Jack prompted. 


While she was not at all sold on accepting the offer of sanctuary from 
this 'Celestial Empire’, Teyla did feel that it would be wrong to leave 


these people ignorant of the dangers of this galaxy. 


"If you truly Know nothing of the Wraith, then there is something you 
should see." 


While Teyla took Colonel O'Neill to the abandoned city their recon 
drone had already noted, the other three members of SG-1 puttered 
about the Athosian hunting camp and remained generally useless. 


"The days here are really short." Sam observed, seeing that it was 
already getting dark despite the fact that dawn had broken mere 
hours ago. 


"You can say that again." Reiko agreed. "I bet it makes boasts about 
being able to last all night sound a lot less impressive." 


"Must you turn everything to a sexual intercourse reference?" 
Selmak asked in exasperation. 


"| dare you to try spending every day for a few years in close 
proximity to Naruto without having your sense of humor warped to be 
more like his." The second generation Sekirei challenged. 


The ancient Tok'ra was spared the need to respond when O'Neill's 
voice sounded in their communicators. 


" Heads up boys and girls, we've potentially got trouble. " The 
colonel warned. 


"What is it, Colonel?" Carter asked professionally. 

" Teyla and | stumbled on a locator beacon that went active as soon 
as | touched it, we wouldn't even know about it if it wasn't for this 
cool armor. We can't be sure who it went to, but Teyla thinks it's the 
Wraith, who sound as bad as the Goa'uld by the way. " 


"Understood sir." 


Selmak's and Carter's helmets closed around their heads, presenting 
only a faceless visor and Reiko's nanosuit seemed to climb over her 
face until it formed a replica of her mother's demonic Hannya masks. 


"You guys have really rotten luck." Reiko noted idly. "Didn't you 
manage to get into a fight with Ra on your very first mission through 
the gate?" 


"| didn't go on that one, but yeah, Daniel and the Colonel did." Carter 
admitted. "SG-1 was always the team that got into the most trouble." 


"Neat." The purplette said with a smirk. 
"Not what | would call it." Selmak muttered. 


It was no more than twenty minutes later that the incoming trouble 
was confirmed as the recon drone at the gate reported its activation. 


"Incoming fighters." Reiko said, pulling something from her suit that 
quickly unfolded into a large and rather menacing looking pistol. 


"What is that ?" Carter asked, wide eyed at what the sensors of her 
armor were reporting about the energy levels of the weapon. 


"Miniature handheld fusion cannon." Reiko answered simply, aiming 
the gun towards the approaching fighters and firing it as soon as the 
dart shaped craft was in range. 


The fighter was obliterated in a blast thermonuclear fury that lit up 
the surroundings to painfully bright levels for a moment. Fortunately, 
all three people looking directly at the explosion were doing so 
through polarized lenses, so nobody went blind. 


"Because fuck you and everything around you." 


Two more darts shrieked past them, making Reiko look at her 
overpowered gun in consternation and then put it away again. 


"Of course, it does have a twelve second recharge period." 


She pulled out a much less powerful laser pistol - the model which 
Naruto insistently called a Hellpistol for some reason - and joined her 
teammates in firing on the two remaining craft, but failed to achieve 
anything much. It might still be more powerful than the rifles carried 
by the other three members of SG-1, but it wasn't an anti-vehicle 
weapon. 


Then things got weird. 


Shifting masses of shadows suddenly appeared in the corners of 
their vision, causing the three of them to fire instinctively at the 
perceived enemy. 


"Illusions." Reiko said, recognizing a less powerful version of a 
telepathic trick that Naruto had often inflicted on the Black Clan 
trainees as a mental test. "Ignore them." 


" Stay focused on the fighters, the Wraith can make you see things 
that aren't there. | repeat, stay focused on the fighters! " Jack 
ordered through their communicators immediately afterwards. 


"We know Colonel." Selmak acknowledged. 

"They've got abduction beams!" Carter called out, seeing one of the 
Darts scoop up a small group of fleeing Athosians. "Don't shoot at 
them, they've taken prisoners." 


Reiko narrowed her eyes behind her mask as one of the darts made 
another pass to scoop up another fleeing Athosian. 


Well Naruto did tell me to get in trouble... 


"Get their escape coordinates and organize a rescue." She told her 
current teammates and took off at a sprint, right into the path of 
another abduction flyby. 


"Reiko!" Carter yelled after her, but it was too late. The assassin had 
already been taken and the two remaining darts made for the 


stargate. 

"Damnit." Carter cursed. "Colonel, they took Reiko." 
Silence. 

"Colonel?" 

"They must have taken him as well." Selmak said grimly. 


"Crap." Carter summarized. 


Naruto and Xanna stood in the Atlantis gate room, ignoring the 
stares of the freaked out Athosians. 


"So, i'm going to go out on a limb here and say that something went 
to shit." Naruto said to Sam and Selmak in lieu of a hello. 


"You could say that." Sam grunted. "We got attacked by something 
called the Wraith. Colonel O'Neill, Reiko and several Athosians were 
captured." 


Naruto shot his wife a victorious smirk, to which she responded by 
huffing irritably and stalking off. She hated losing. 


"We have to get them back." Carter said insistently. 


"You're goddamn right we do." The horned man replied. "I'll organize 
a rescue party right away, | assume you got the gate address?" They 
could also track Reiko's suit and numerous implants, but there was 
no excuse for getting sloppy. 


"We did." Selmak answered. It was fairly easy to get the list of recent 
gate addresses from the DHD master crystal if you had the right 
equipment and knew where to look. 


"Good." Naruto nodded. "Then we can get it done as soon as | puta 
team together." 


"We want in." Sam said firmly, with Selmak nodding along. 
"Sure, whatever." 


"This... this is the city of the Ancestors!" Teyla said in awe from 
nearby, spinning around and trying to take in everything like an 
overwhelmed child. Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined 
that she would ever see this place. 


"Who in the brown hell are you?" Naruto asked bluntly, looking her 
over. Light brown skin, rich brown hair, dark brown eyes, tan brown 
clothes. She was the brownest woman he'd ever seen. Rather pretty 
too, and in most cases he would have already been creeping her out 
by sniffing her hair like a dog, but he was a bit too focused on saving 
Reiko's cute ass and anticipating the victory of his bet with Xanna to 
do that right now. 


"Her name is Teyla Emmagan, the leader of the Athosians." Selmak 
took it upon himself to introduce. 


"I owe my life to your Colonel O'Neill." Teyla said, tearing her eyes 
away from the architecture. She found the horned man's appearance 
rather disturbing truth be told, but her people were being sheltered 
by him so she would do her very best to give no offense. "If he had 
not pushed me away, it would have been | who was taken by the 
Wraith." 


"You can thank him personally once we get him back." He said 
dismissively. 


"Surely you are joking?" She asked incredulously, apparently having 
either not heard or not listened to the earlier conversation. "Attacking 
the Wraith is madness." 


"A thought for the day: Only the insane have strength enough to 
prosper. Only the prosperous may judge what is sane." 


"Did | hear Someone quoting Warhammer 40,000?" 


"Shut up Lee!" 


When Reiko woke up, it took all of her self discipline to keep from 
reacting. 


There was some... thing looming over her. The alien had blue skin, 
long white hair, serpentine yellow eyes, two gill like things on its 
cheeks, a rather stupid looking goatee and dazzlingly terrible dental 
care. Either that or its teeth were supposed to look slimy, vaguely 
blue and almost translucent. The fact that they were pointy barely 
registered to Reiko. Naruto and Xanna's were bigger. 


Presumably, this was a Wraith. Oddly enough, Reiko was reminded 
of a catfish. 


It seemed to be trying to get her out of the Midnight Viper, which was 
an effort in futility. Aside from specialized facilities, she was the only 
one who could remove it. 


A quick self-check revealed that all was well. That abduction beam 
had bypassed her nanosuit's usual energy absorption and knocked 
her out, but the nanites in her body had revived her much sooner 
than she would have naturally woken up. They hadn't been able to 
remove her weapons either, the Hellpistol and fusion cannon still 
nestled comfortably between her shoulder blades in their collapsed 
state. The weapons of the Black Clan were actually melded into the 
armor instead of holstered or magnetically clamped, specifically 
because it made it hellaciously hard to disarm them. Indeed, it was 
hard to even notice the two weapons when they were put away, as 
the only thing visible about them was the hilts and they were the 
same color as the Midnight Viper. Even sensors would not register 
them as separate from the suit. 


Nanotech was awesome. 


After integrating the Replicators and finding the android Reese, the 
Empire's skill with nanotechnology had skyrocketed. The neutronium 


required to maximize the effectiveness of the nanites was incredibly 
rare, horribly difficult to mine and even harder to refine, but it was 
more than worth the effort. Every member of the Black Clan was 
essentially wrapped in a suit of malleable nanotech that was infinitely 
tougher and more versatile than the previous generations of the 
Midnight Viper. 


Her hands and feet were bound with some kind of skin like material, 
but Reiko was willing to bet that they hadn't been designed with a 
nano augmented half-sekirei in mind. From what she could tell, she 
was in some sort of laboratory with creepy lighting. The locator 
beacon in Jack's armor was nearby, but she strongly doubted the 
snarky Colonel was still in it. 


Damn stubborn ass had refused to have a tracking chip implanted, 
which meant that she was going to have to find him the old 
fashioned way. Having no way to tell if they'd all been released from 
the pattern buffer of those dart shaped fighters at the same time, 
Reiko decided that it was better to hurry up and save the day. 


The first thing she did was to use her suit to ping the relay computer 
at Atlantis to let Naruto and her fellow Black Clan know that she was 
awake. She had no doubt that they were already preparing a rescue, 
but now they would know to pay attention to her video feed. 


Her right arm tore through the bindings and and clamped itself 
around the shocked Wraith's jaw at superhuman speed to keep him 
from making a fuss. The other three limbs quickly followed anda 
short scuffle later found the alien forced into a Kneeling position on 
the floor with both of his arms dislocated. 


"I'm going to ask you some questions. Lie to me or refuse to answer 
and | will start taking off body parts. Understand? Nod if you do." She 
told the Wraith, getting a resentful-feeling nod in return. 


"Good. First question; are you the Wraith?" 


"Yessss." The blue skinned alien hissed maliciously once she'd 
removed her hand. "I will take great pleasure in feeding from you." 


Deciding that she didn't like his attitude, Reiko put her hand over his 
mouth again and dug her fingers into one of his exposed shoulder 
sockets. 


"Stay on topic." She told him once the muffled screaming stopped. 
"Explain what you meant by ‘feeding’." 


The Wraith made another hissing sound but seemed to decide that it 
wasn't a secret worth protecting. "We feast on the life force of 
humans through an organ on our right hand." 


"Interesting." Was Reiko's only comment. "Where are the others that 
you took?" 


The Wraith paused longer this time, but decided to answer when 
Reiko's hand started moving back to his mouth. 


"They are some distance down the left hall after you leave this 
room." 


Reiko's eyes narrowed behind her demonic Hannya mask. That 
answer rang false to her ears and the sensors in her nanosuit 
agreed. The Wraith was unused to lying. 


Her hand clamped itself around his jaw again and she pulled his 
head to rest against her chest. 


"What did | tell you about lying?" She said softly. "Now hold still, this 
is going to be messy enough without you thrashing around.” 


The Wraith was confused at first, but quickly understood her 
meaning when she brought her other hand close to his face, a thin 
spike growing from the tip of her index finger. 


Despite being told otherwise, the Wraith started thrashing around 
when it became obvious that she intended to take out his eye. 


This was all wrong! One of the locator beacons that they had 
scattered across the galaxy had detected the return of the Lanteans, 
but their ancient enemies had never been even remotely this vicious. 
Worse still, the Keeper was ignoring his telepathic cries for help, 
seemingly curious about what his torturer was going to do. He 
couldn't help himself either, as the formidable Wraith regeneration 
ability couldn't resocket his arms and his captor was horribly strong. 


As Reiko had warned, the frantic thrashing and tightly shut eyes only 
made the process of removing his eye even more messy. Instead of 
the whole eye being pulled out, it dribbled down his face ina 
gelatinous mess. 


"Now answer my question, unless you want me to take the other one 
and burn out your optic nerves." She continued unsympathetically, 
flicking the gore away from her finger. 


Despite the agony flaring in his now empty eye socket and the treat 
of permanent blindness, the Wraith remained silent. The loyalty of 
the vampiric species to their Queens was very close to telepathic 
slavery. The basic Wraith warriors were in fact near mindless and 
even the commander class did not often produce individuals strong 
enough to act contrary to the will of a Queen. The scientist currently 
being interrogated wasn't one of those. 


That was something that Reiko caught onto when she had already 
gone through with her threat and the Wraith still refused to budge. 
Even threatening to turn him into a blind quadruple amputee and 
then leave him alive didn't loosen his lips. 


Snorting in disgust, she wrenched his head sideways hard enough to 
not only break the bone but also tear the muscle. 


"What a waste of time." 


Colonel Jack O'Neill woke up and could only sigh despondently. 


Drilling headache? Check. 
Disarmed? Check. 


Imprisoned alongside a group of natives that he'd met just a few 
hours ago? Double check. 


What was it about SG-1 that caused them to end up captured by evil 
aliens so often anyway? It was so regular that you could almost set 
your watch by it. 


"Colonel O'Neill, you are awake!" A familiar voice said. 
Turning to look at the speaker, Jack saw the bearded face of Halling. 


"Yes, | am." The colonel confirmed and got up, feeling rather self- 
conscious in the bodyglove that he had to wear under the armor. As 
far as capture apparel went, he definitely preferred the BDU's. 


"Oh for cryin’ out loud, these guys are even more cliche than the 
Goa'uld." He muttered when he got a better look at their jail cell. 


Creepy organic walls and dim lighting was indisputably a step in the 
wrong direction from the eye-gouging gold of the Goa'uld. There was 
even friggin low hanging mist like in some kind of late night slasher 
movie. Looking at the walls wouldn't make his headache any worse 
at least, which was the one good thing he could say about it. 


"What?" Halling asked with a confused frown. 


"Nevermind." Jack waved off. "So, has anyone managed to come up 
with any escape plans while | was out?" 


"| am sorry Colonel, but there is no escape from the Wraith." Halling 
said sadly. 


"Not with that attitude there isn't." Jack chided. 


He didn't get more than a few minutes to plot their great escape 
though, as their captors made a visit. 


Now, Jack tried not to judge on appearances, but felt pretty safe in 
assuming that the evil looking face of the unmasked leader in the 
long black coat didn't bode well for them. With that conclusion, Jack 
did what he always did in the face of possible torture and death. 


He tried to direct all the attention to himself. 


"It was about time you showed up." He huffed. "I'd like the filet 
mignon and a bottle of Pinot, and make it snappy." 


The Athosians looked at him like he was mad and the Wraith simply 
sneered at him with a spectacularly ugly set of teeth. 


Whatever else his cheek might have gotten him, Jack would never 
find out. Just as he had been interrupted from plotting his escape, 
the Wraith were interrupted from selecting a meal for their Queen. 


Though in their case it was by getting shot in the back. 


The Wraith commander had just enough time to spin around with a 
surprised look on his face before the third shot struck him in the 
chest. 


One might assume that laser weapons would just punch through 
flesh and leave nothing behind but a cauterized hole, but this was 
not at all the case. What they actually did was superheat whatever 
they hit. For armor, this generally meant melting through it, but flesh 
was a different matter. Organic bodies were largely made up of 
water. Water boiled and turned to a gaseus form when it got 
sufficiently hot. This caused it to rapidly expand if there was room 
and build pressure if there wasn't. 


That was why laser weapons didn't leave neat wounds, but fleshy, 
half cauterized craters instead. The more powerful the weapon, the 
bigger the crater and the Black Clan's Hellpistol was very powerful. 


"Yo." Reiko greeted, stepping carelessly over the corpses she'd just 
made. 


"| never thought | would be glad to see that creepy mask of yours." 
Jack said with a note of relief. 


"Hey, don't diss the Hannya. It's practically a family heirloom." She 
said as she approached the 'bars' of the cell. They had automatically 
closed when the Wraith were killed. 


"Whatever you say." The Colonel said agreeably. "Can you get us 
out of here?" 


"Of course | can." The half-sekirei scoffed and extended a 
monomolecular edged blade from her right hand. "Stand back." 


"We're saved!" One of the other Athosians cried out jubilantly. 
"Quiet!" Jack hissed furiously. 


"There we go." Reiko said once she had finished cutting through the 
strange webbing that served as prison bars. "Come on, we need to 
get your gear back." 


"You know where it is?" Jack asked happily. 


"A lab nearly on the other side of the damn ship, that's where | woke 
up." 


"We're in a ship?" O'Neill asked in surprise. It looked a bit too... 
organic... to be a ship. 


"| think so. It's hard to tell for sure and these Wraith are annoyingly 
torture resistant." Reiko replied flippantly, unknowingly disturbing the 
Athosians with her casual mention of torture. 


Jack was less bothered by the ruthlessness though. If what he'd 
learned about the Wraith from Teyla was true, then they had it 
coming. "Did you manage to get anything at all out of them?" 


"Only that the masked ones seem more like drones than individuals. 
If their little mind trick back on Athos is any indication, | think the 
Wraith are telepathic to some degree. The unmasked ones are 
probably commanders, controlling the others and in turn being 
controlled by a more powerful master." She explained. 


"There are legends of Wraith Queens that control their hives, though 
we have never seen one." Halling offered quietly. 


"Lovely." Jack said sarcastically. "Lets try to avoid her, shall we?" 


"You don't really expect us to be able to do that, do you?" Reiko 
chuckled. 


"Not really, no. But a man can hope." 


"Try not to kill her when we inevitably run into her, | want to bring 
Naruto a present." 


"You intend to capture the Wraith Queen?" Halling asked 
incredulously. 


"If possible. We really do need some intel on the Wraith and 
Capturing a Queen for memory extraction would be perfect." 


"Memory extraction?" Jack asked with a raised eyebrow. 

"Of course. You didn't think the Empire relied on something as 
clumsy as torture for information gathering, did you?" Reiko asked 
back, her tone implying how stupid that was. 


Jack stayed quiet, because that was pretty much exactly what he'd 
thought. 


They progressed through the ship in silence from then on, 
conspicuously encountering no resistance. 


"Where is everyone?" O'Neill wondered. Even the Goa'uld hadn't 
been this lax with their security. The only thing they'd uncovered so 


far was the corpse of one of the bulky masked ones that Reiko had 
attempted to interrogate, only to find out that they couldn't even 
speak. 

"No idea." Reiko whispered back. 


"The Wraith must sleep between feedings." Halling once again 
offered. "They would starve if they did not." 


"That makes sense." 

They did eventually run into one another of the Warrior drones, but 
he was in two pieces on the floor. The sight made a few of the 
Athosians gag. 

"What happened to his one?" 

"He walked into my trap." Reiko explained cheerfully and pointed at 
the walls. "I set up a monofilament carbon thread to keep anyone 
from coming up behind my back." 

"You did this with a fishing line?" Jack asked incredulously. 


"By ‘monofilament’, | meant '‘monomolecular'’." She elaborated, 
removing the micropins from the walls. "It's so thin that you'd barely 
feel it even as it cut you in half, until your lower half collapsed at any 
rate." 


"Nice. Scary, but nice." 

Reiko suddenly stopped for a moment and smiled behind her mask. 
"It seems that our rescue has arrived." 

The Atlantis rescue team came out of the spacegate in orbit of a 


planet that had a rather pretty ring system, something that was 
exceedingly rare for habitable planets. 


They had needed to use the Alteran shuttles because the Empire's 
ships simply weren't in Pegasus . Not to mention that any of their 
craft that could fit through the gate also wasn't well suited to 
transporting people. It wasn't much of a problem though, as most 
people on this expedition had been given the gene treatment 
required to give them the ability to operate Alteran tech. 


“Teams one and two will go to back up Reiko. Teams three and four 
are to find anything that looks like a datacore and download 
everything. Keep a low profile and if anyone encounters a Wraith 
Queen, she is to be captured if at all possible. Major Carter and 
Selmak will remain here to secure our escape." Titus, ordered, 
having been entrusted with command of the mission. He had 
volunteered as soon as he'd heard that one of the Black Clan had 
been captured. In fact, all of the Black Clan present on Atlantis had 
volunteered to go to the aid of their sister. 


"That's our team in there, we want to help." Sam insisted, knowing 
that 'securing the escape' was just a nice way of excluding them. 


"You'd slow us down." Was the curt response as the masks of the 
Black Clan encompassed everyone's faces. 


Sam pursed her lips but didn't protest any further. 


A minute later they landed and the Black Clan tore off towards the 
Wraith Hive ship at what was a light jog for them, but would have 
been a sprint for a normal person. 


"They are right you know, we would have slowed them down." 
Selmak said, trying to offer some comfort to the blonde woman. The 
two of them were the only ones present aside from the Black Clan. 


"It just doesn't feel right to wait here while someone else does the 
work of saving our team." Sam sighed. 


"| know how you feel." Selmak commiserated, remembering various 
Tok'ra comrades who had fallen over the years. 


"Well, this is bad." 


Jack's description of the situation was quite apt, if a touch 
understated. 


They had been making their way to the lab where the Colonel's gear 
was stored, but they had needed to cross a large intersection to get 
there. It was in this intersection that they found themselves 
surrounded by Wraith warrior drones, two commanders and the 
Queen whose existence had been mere speculation up to that point. 


“Curiousss." She hissed, staring directly at Reiko. "I have watched 
as you hunted through this vessel, torturing and killing my 
underlings. | have never met one such as you before. What do you 
call yourself?" 


She had features similar her male counterparts, the only difference 
being her bright red hair that was tinged purple in the low light. She 
was wearing a shoulderless white dress that made her look even 
more corpselike than her blue skin already did. 


Despite the utter confidence of the Wraith Queen, Reiko knew that 
she was the one actually holding the upper hand. The Midnight Viper 
was impervious to any energy weapons less powerful than ship 
mounted ones and the Wraith seemed to employ stunners 
exclusively. That made sense in light of their eating habits. If she'd 
been alone she could have overwhelmed them easily. 


Unfortunately, she wasn't alone. 


The Athosians would be worse than useless in a fight, she could 
almost feel them wetting their pants at the sight of the Queen and 
Jack had neither armor nor a weapon. 


While she knew that Titus was fast approaching her position, he 
wasn't here yet and starting a fight could well end with either Jack or 


one of the five Athosians getting fed on in the confusion, which 
would be unacceptable. 


Fortunately, the Wraith Queen seemed to suffer from the common 
egomaniacal deficiency of wanting to run her mouth a bit before 
getting to the point. It would hopefully allow her to either stall or turn 
the situation around somehow. 


"I'll give you my name if you give me yours." Reiko challenged. 


At the same time, she also started tapping O'Neill's hand in morse 
code, telling him to keep quiet. She knew about his tendency to 
antagonize the enemy with various sarcastic quips, either to direct 
any possible torture to himself instead of his team or simply to annoy 
them. Normally a crafty and even admirable trait, but it would be 
counter-productive in this case. 


The Wraith woman gave a malicious smile, apparently amused by 
the banter. 


"SO little fear. Is it valor,or ignorance that drives you?" She asked in 
that same strange growl/hiss that seemed to be the norm for their 
kind. 


"Have you considered the idea that you're simply not that scary?" 
The smile dropped from the blue face. 
"What do you call your world? " 


There was something different about the words this time, it seemed 
to echo in the mind and push the hearer to answer truthfully in spite 
of their own desires. 


The compulsion shattered against Reiko's psycho-conditioned 
willpower. Naruto had frequently subjected them to all sorts of 
compulsions as a means of training their mental fortitude. The Wraith 
could throw around her telepathic commands all she wished, but 


they would never be more than a tickle compared to what the horned 
man had trained them to resist. 


"What do you call your world?" 


The Keeper reared back in shock. Nobody had ever thrown off her 
compulsions that easily before. Some of the Lanteans and their 
human allies had occasionally demonstrated impressive mental 
fortitude, but the only impression that she got from the mind of the 
masked female was a smooth and unyielding darkness. 


"What are you?" She demanded, stalking threateningly towards the 
half-sekirei. What had been an interesting bit of fun before feeding 
had suddenly turned into a potential threat to the Wraith. 


Reiko was not intimidated however. In fact, she was grinning widely 
behind her mask. The Wraith Queen was quite clearly used to being 
in absolute control of any given situation and had made a massive 
blunder in her desire to establish that control. 


Namely, she had forgotten that Reiko was not just any human and 
had come within arms reach of her. 


Faster than the Wraith woman could react, she grabbed the alien 
harshly by the hair and used her other hand to put a blade to her 
throat. 


There was an instant of chaos, several stunners were fired and all 
the Athosians were knocked unconscious in the deluge of stun bolts. 
O'Neill alone managed to avoid that fate due to being forewarned 
and having tossed himself on the ground as soon as Reiko had 
moved. 


"Stop or | cut her throat wide open!" The purplette commanded, 
yanking on the Queen's hair hard enough to make her shriek in pain. 


Unlike the lower tier Wraith, the Queen was beholden to nobody and 
had a survival instinct as potent as any living creature. She could 


feel the blade at her throat cutting into skin with the barest touch and 
knew that her regeneration wouldn't be up to the task of healing the 
wounds it could inflict. 


"Good, now order them to toss their weapons over here and move 
into that corner over there." Reiko continued once the situation had 
calmed into a tense standoff. 

Hissing furiously, the Keeper did as she was told. She still couldn't 
get any kind of grip on the mind of her captor even at this range, so 
she was left with little choice but to comply. 

"How's the cavalry?" Jack asked after picking up one of the strange 
weapons. He was banking on the Wraith not knowing that 
expression. 

"Galloping." Reiko responded simply. 

"| will make you suffer for this." The Keeper seethed. 


"That's what they all say." Reiko and Jack mocked at the same time, 
looking at each other in surprise. 


"That was weird." The Colonel said. 
"Very." The half-sekirei agreed. 


"There is no escape from this planet. You will fall to us." The Keeper 
continued, regaining some of her previous malicious arrogance. 


"Oh but there is." Reiko disagreed. "And it should be arriving just 
about... now." 


A flash of laser fire reduced the other Wraith in the room to 
barbecue, after which the other members of the Black Clan stepped 
out of stealth. 


"Reiko." Titus greeted pleasantly. 


"Titus." She greeted back, shoving the Wraith Queen forward and 
launching a stun bolt at her. 


"Jack." O'Neill said, apparently feeling left out. 


Things progressed without trouble after that. The unconscious 
Queen and Athosians were collected and carried back to the Alteran 
shuttle. 


Meanwhile, the other two groups of Black Clan operatives found the 
Hive ship's datacore and downloaded every scrap of information. 
When they were done they injected a few nanites into the Wraith 
computer system with instructions to set the reactor to overload and 
activate the self-destruct, whichever came first. 


A short while later, after the Wraith Queen had been tossed into the 
Atlantis brig with strict instructions to not allow anyone approach 
except for Naruto and Xanna, the two horned deities in question 
found themselves back in their shared quarters. 


Xanna an irritated look on her face over the fact that she'd lost her 
bet. 


"Go ahead then." She said, crossing her arms. 


Naruto grinned widely and wiggled his fingers at her(mostly for effect 
rather than need). 


Her usual clothing was transformed into something... different. 


Covering her breasts was a too-small vest that was only held 
together by a few straps that were obviously straining to contain the 
fleshy orbs. Around her hips were a pair of shorts so tight that the 
only possible way to put them on was to conjure them on the way 
that Naruto had done. On her legs were calf high boots with five inch 
steel heels. Around her throat and wrists were bracelets and a collar 


that were obviously meant to be connected to a chain. All of it was 
done in black leather. 


Xanna's expression turned shocked as she felt her power being 
suppressed by the seal on the collar. 


"How do you like the Mortality Seal?" Naruto asked. "I designed it to 
twist our power into as a accurate mimicry of powerless humanity as 
| could manage. | intended to use it on myself originally, but then | 
figured that | should let my loving wife get dibs." 


"This was not part of the bet!" She growled wrathfully. 


"You agreed to wear an outfit of my choosing." He reminded her with 
glee. "There was no stipulation about there being no seals on it." 


Words escaped her as the truth of what he'd done hit her. He'd 
stressed the fact that he would make her wear heeled shoes 
because he knew how much she hated them. He'd focused her 
attention on the unimportant footwear so that she wouldn't catch on 
to the real trap. If she wasn't so pissed, she would admire it. 


Naruto extended a chain from his palm and latched it to the collar 
around her throat. Then he started pulling her towards himself, 
forcing her to walk towards him with a sense of powerlessness that 
she hadn't felt since her ascension. 


"I'm going to have so much fun with you." He murmured, running his 
thumb across her lower lip. "You're going to get tired, you're going to 
sweat and you're going to scream before the day is out." 


She was too strong to be constrained by any mere seal anymore. 
She could overpower it easily. Moreover, she could simply tell him to 
stop and he would. Unfortunately, that would also mean wussing out 
of the bet and that would burn her pride more than anything he could 
think of doing to her while she was helpless. There wasn't much that 
was lower than someone who made a bet and chickened out of it 
when they lost. 


"| am going to have my revenge for this." She promised him 
resolutely just before he kissed her possessively. 


The unwritten rules of their sexual games forbade her from 
retaliating openly over a lost bet or holding a grudge towards him for 
taking full advantage of his victory. She would have to catch him with 
a bet of her own. That was something that could take centuries if he 
was careful. 


It was a good thing that she didn't have the type of personality that 
allowed her to let go of things. She was going to keep that promise 
even if it took her ten thousand years to do it. 


There, finally done. 


| could say that it took me so long because this chapter was 
extra long, but that would be a lie. Truth is, most of this was 
written in the past 4-5 days. I've just been distracted with my 
own reading and didn't feel like writing much until recently xD. 


Those of you familiar with Stargate: Atlantis will no doubt have 
noticed the lack of Major Sheppard. This is mostly because | 
couldn't really see any way for him to get involved, and i didn't 
need a younger copy of O'Neill running around anyway. 


The next one will probably be out sooner. This fic is also 
approaching the end and will probably get finished sometime in 
the next few chapters. | never expected it to become this big if 
I'm totally honest and I'm more than ready to move on to 
something else. 


Laters. 


Chapter 29 


Xanna's face was slick with sweat, her eyes drooping with 
exhaustion and her breathing a heavy pant. 


To Naruto, she had never looked more beautiful. He'd never seen 
her sweat before and thought that the wet sheen on her flawless skin 
looked glorious. 


"Love you." He murmured to her and gave her a gentle kiss. 


She mumbled back something incoherent and seemed to be drifting 
off into sleep. 


Naruto grinned and rolled her over into Akitsu, who had joined in on 
the fun a while ago. The horned woman pressed herself into the Ice 
Sekirei with as much enthusiasm as she could muster in her current 
state. The chilly flesh probably felt nice to her own overheated body. 


There was still plenty of time to the bet, but Xanna wasn't up to 
anything more just now. He might have gotten a bit carried away in 
his eagerness and wore her out too fast. If he was lucky, she'd 
recover in time for another round. 


But for now, it was time to pay a visit to a prisoner. 


The Keeper had awoken some time before Naruto decided to visit. 
She instantly recognized the Lantean design of her prison and knew 
that she must be in their city. Whoever her captors were, they must 
have raised it from the sea and taken it for themselves. 


Of course, the possibility existed that it was the Lanteans themselves 
who had returned, but she doubted it. Their old enemies had been 
formidable because of their technology, other than that they had 
been weak. This new enemy had proven themselves capable of 
viciousness, cunning and cruelty to match the Wraith. 


All attempts to escape proved useless and the Keeper was left with 
nothing to do but wait. Hunger started gnawing at her shortly after 
her awakening. She hadn't gotten to feed on any of the humans 
they'd taken. 


Hours later, she finally heard someone approaching. If she was 
fortunate, it was a weak willed human that she would be able to use 
to escape. 


It wasn't. The towering horned man was like nothing she'd ever seen 
before. His mind felt far more powerful than even the greatest 
Queens of the Wraith and the only emotions she could detect were 
curiousity and amusement. It was intimidating and made her wary. 


"Hi there, La Blue Girl." She had no idea what that was supposed to 
mean, but the sense of amusement increased. 


"Nothing to say?" He inquired, brazenly stepping into the holding cell 
with her. His bared chest felt like a taunt to the hungry Keeper, but 
she held back. It hadn't escaped her attention that he had stepped 
through the force field keeping her in the cell. 


"How disappointing, Reiko tells me that you wouldn't shut up." He 
continued, stepping closer. 


The Keeper couldn't take it anymore. He was in arms reach and the 
hunger burned stronger than ever. Her right hand lashed out to 
clamp itself to his chest. 


He caught it an inch away from his skin, gripping her wrist with the 
firmness of a immovable mountain. 


"That wasn't very nice." He chided, as if scolding an unruly child. 


The Keeper hissed in frustration, trying to push her hand forward to 
close that last bit of distance, only to discover that it was useless. 


"Are you going to say something if | let you have a snack?" He 
murmured. 


To her shock, he let go of her wrist and allowed her to begin feeding. 
She was overwhelmed instantly. Her eyes rolled back into her head 
as strength like nothing she'd ever imagined could exist flooded into 
her. Human, Lantean, Wraith, she'd fed from all of these and none of 
them had even the barest flicker of this vitality. 


She had no idea how long she fed, but eventually it stopped and she 
found herself gasping for air on the floor, body still tingling with what 
she'd taken. 


A hand reached around her throat and lifted her against the wall, 
squeezing just hard enough to restrict but not block off air flow. 


"Did you enjoy that?" He purred, his face a bare few inches away 
from hers and his body pressing into her oppressively. "You're lucky 
that | don't count that as consent or I'd be having some fun of my 
own right now." 


The Keeper was far too shocked to hear him or notice the implication 
though. His face looked exactly the same as before, as if she hadn't 
just taken a vast amount of years from his life. It was impossible. 


"What are you?" She gasped. 


"Ah, she speaks!" He said jovially, baring his teeth in a grin. Sharp 
and gleaming white. "As for what | am... I'm a god." 


She believed it. No mortal creature could have that kind of strength. 
No mortal could afford to lose what she'd taken and still be alive, 
much less completely unaffected. 


Another thought followed. The Wraith were doomed if he was their 
enemy. His servants were technologically advanced and ruthless. He 
was strong beyond any ability to fight. Even now she felt the 
oppressive weight of his mind and knew that he could crush her with 


a thought. If he wanted to, he would easily wrest mastery of the 
lesser Wraith from the Queens. Perhaps he could master even the 
Queens. It was likely even. 


"Interesting species, you Wraith are." He was murmuring, using his 
clawed thumb to force her head this way and that. "Superior night 
vision and these slits on your face allow you to taste the pheromones 
in the air if I'm not mistaken." 


He pushed aside her lips to reveal her teeth. "Teeth are atrophied 
from disuse but in good condition despite their color. Strange, what 
use are teeth to a species that doesn't need them?" 


She hissed in pain when he used the claw on his thumb to puncture 
her skin and make her bleed. Then she grimaced in disgust as he 
ran his tongue over her cheek to lick up the blackish blood. 


He ignored both as he continued his examination, rolling the rather 
foul tasting blood over his tongue. "Hmm, insectoid ancestry. Very 
odd. | was expecting serpentine, given the eyes. Also a considerable 
hint of human. Somebody's been playing around with gene splicing 
again and I've got a fair idea who. Have the Wraith ever mated with a 
human?" 


The Keeper sneered in disgust at the idea. "Would you breed with 
cattle?" 


"If the cattle was sexy enough." He quipped. 


The keeper blinked at the unexpected response and finally realized 
the position she was in. She had no idea what to feel about it though. 
Rape was an utterly alien concept to the Wraith. The Queens had all 
the power, so male Wraith couldn't possibly hope to force 
themselves on them and the males themselves served willingly, so 
they never resisted when a Queen commanded them to service her. 
Also, sex was much different affair for the Wraith than it was for 
humans. There were no couples, no love, no passion, no lust. 


Nothing at all that could conceivably lead to sexual assault of any 
kind. Sex was a way to breed more Wraith and nothing more. 


Because of this, the Keeper felt only a vague sense of unease that 
she didn't understand. She could also detect a hint of 
disappointment from her horned captor, which baffled her. What 
could he possibly be disappointed about? 


Naruto was actually disappointed by her lack of reaction to his 
blatantly invasive actions. He would freely admit that he gota 
perverse little thrill at creeping out strong willed women with the 
implied threat of rape and then suddenly backing off when they were 
starting to get worried. He was disappointed because he was taking 
things far further than usual and the space vampire was simply too 
dense to feel scared. 


"What do you want?" The Keeper asked. Negotiation was a rarity for 
the Wraith, but not unheard of and it was the only recourse in the 
current situation. 


"Right now | kind of want to slap you silly, go back to bed, wake up 
Akitsu and complain to her about how boring you are. She'd give me 
a hug and offer to let me rape her while she tried to pretend that she 
wasn't enjoying it." He grumbled, letting the blue female go and 
pacing around the cell. 


The Keeper had no idea what he was talking about, but understood 
that he was displeased with her for some reason. That was alarming 
given her current situation. 


"| could help you subdue the other Wraith." She offered with a 
cajoling hiss. "All the Queens could be made to bow to you." 


This felt like a perfectly reasonable course of action to the Keeper. 
Her hive was likely destroyed and she was a captive to a god. If it 
were merely humans she would not have betrayed her own species 
like this, but she knew that trying to fight someone this powerful was 
useless. He was too strong. In that light, she was actually doing the 


best she could for them. The Wraith could become his favored 
servants and she, as the first, the highest of them. 


She was also hoping that he would let her feed from him again. The 
crackling power in her body was already subsiding and she ached to 
feel it again. 


Naruto's shoulders slumped, the very picture of abject 
disappointment. This was the Wraith? This was the species that had 
beaten the Alterans? One touch of his life force and she was already 
addicted. He could probably turn her into a whore that was willing to 
do anything and anyone for another taste in two days if this was the 
effect a single feeding had on her. 


He left the holding cell without a word, ignoring whatever she was 
blathering about. She wasn't interesting anymore. He could make his 
own meat puppets if he wanted to, there was no need to go breaking 
in already existing ones. She wasn't even that pretty. 


He didn't notice the people scrambling out of the way of his scowl as 
he stalked through the corridors, intending to go back to bed and 
cuddle his girls. Maybe his wife would wake up soon and he could 
continue to shamelessly take advantage of her powerless state. 


With a heavy sigh, he pulled out a subspace communicator and 
called Kocho. 


"Heika." The Brain Sekirei greeted pleasantly. 

"Hey Kocho." He said back, trying not to let his bad mood color his 
tone. "I'll be sending a package over to Erius sometime today. Tell 
Takehito to have fun vivisecting her." 


"Noted." She acknowledged. "Are you alright?" 


Naruto sighed. "Have you ever been really excited about something 
and couldn't wait for it to happen, only to discover that it was just 


overhyped garbage?" 


"Do no worry Heika, | am sure that the Universe will entertain you if 
you pout at it long enough." Kocho replied evenly. 


"Oh har de har har." Naruto laughed sarcastically. "Why do | let you 
get away with that without bending you over your desk again?" 


"Because | asked you to stop sexually harassing me two days after | 
took this position." 


"Right." He muttered. "Talk to you later Kocho." 
"Heika." 


The connection was broken and Naruto put the communicator away, 
still mumbling to himself. 


"Out of all the women around me, I cant believe that my secretary is 
the one I'm not fucking." 


Despite not having an affair with his hot secretary, he felt better. He 
suspected that Kochō had been snarky on purpose just to cheer him 
up. That woman was freakishly competent. 


"Naruto!" 


The horned man halted at the call, suspecting that his intended 
return to bed would be getting delayed. 


"What's up Lizzie?" 

Elizabeth Weir's face twitched minutely at his continued use of the 
nickname. Clearly she was still a bit annoyed that he kept using it. 
She'd get over it. People always got over it. 


"| was wondering what you were going to do about our prisoner." 
She asked. 


"I'm sending her back to Erius for dissection." 


"Dissection?!" Weir exclaimed in shock. "We don't know anything 
about these Wraith, we might be able to broker a peace treaty 
despite the rocky start." 


Naruto started snickering. Soon, it developed into all out laughter. 
"What's so funny?" The diplomat demanded hotly. 
"Lizzie, do you eat meat?" He asked once his mirth subsided a bit. 


"Since you've taken over the food supply here, not at the moment. 
But generally, yes | do." She answered, confused as to the 
relevance. 


"If a cow asked to make a peace treaty with you, what would you 
do? Ignoring the fact that you've got a talking cow on your hands of 
course." 


"|... don't know." She answered awkwardly, blindsided by the 
question. "Wait, are you telling me that the Wraith view humans as 
cattle ?!" 


"That's exactly what I'm telling you." He confirmed. 
"That's barbaric!" 


"You're all just animals to me. Some of you just happen to be more 
fun to be around than others." Naruto shrugged. 


"That's..." Weird trailed off, for the first time seeing clearly just how 
disconnected the horned man was from the world around him. He 
didn't even seem to see any difference between a cow, a human and 
a Wraith, aside from the superficial physiological differences. It 
explained where his and Xanna's sense of superiority came from at 
least. 


Shaking her head, she changed the subject to the other thing she 
had sought him out for. She could think about her minor epiphany 
later. "You need to talk to Teyla." 


"The brownie? Why?" He asked. 


Weir stared at him, wondering if he even realized how racist that 
sounded. Probably not. He was a jerk to everyone. Not everyone 
equally, but everyone. 


"Because Reiko offered her people asylum and I'm not part of the 
Empire, | can't talk to her about it." 


Naruto sighed and did some hand gestures that were a blatant 
mockery of what a Catholic priest might do when giving blessings. 


"In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. There, you are now a 
fully recognized citizen of the Empire. Go forth and assimilate." 


"| wasn't asking for citizenship!" 
"That's never stopped me before." 


Weir was actually brought up short by that extremely valid point. Still, 
it didn't change the fact that he was not going to foist off his 
diplomatic duties on her. He'd already hoodwinked her into playing 
peacekeeper for him on Atlantis, something that she didn't really 
mind since it was right up her alley and it was interesting, but she 
wasn't going to do his job just because he didn't feel like doing it 
himself. 


"Just go talk to her. She wants to speak to someone in charge and 
that's you." 


"Fine." He sighed. "But only because that shirt really brings out your 
breasts and | love that MILF look you've got going." 


Teyla cautiously entered the office and sat in the offered, chair, 
giving the horned man a wary look. The people here had been 
friendly enough and had treated the Athosians with courtesy, but he 
shared too many characteristics with the Wraith for her to be entirely 
comfortable. 


"So, Reiko offered your people sanctuary." He stated. "Have you 
given the offer any thought?" 


"| have." She said slowly. "But | would prefer to know more before | 
decide." 


"There's not much to tell really." Naruto shrugged. "If you accept, 
you'll become citizens of the Empire, with all the privileges and 
restrictions that entails." 


"What kind of restrictions?" Teyla asked. 


"Nothing that you aren't used to already. No killing, stealing, 
assaulting or otherwise harming others. That kind of stuff." 


That sounded reasonable, Teyla could admit easily. He hadn't really 
said anything that she hadn't learned from the other people on 
Atlantis already, but she wanted to get a feel for what kind of person 
the horned man was. 


"And what would the Athosians have to give in return for the 
protection you are offering?" 


Naruto stared at her for a moment before sighing. After the 
disappointment of learning that the Wraith weren't nearly as 
impressive as he'd hoped, he just wasn't in the mood to play games. 


"I'll be honest with you Teyla, | really don't give a fuck about the 
Athosians." 


Teyla stared at him in shock for a moment, caught completely off 
guard by the bored disregard. 


"You can accept the offer or not and it won't make any difference to 
me. | can move you to a new planet in a new galaxy where there are 
no Wraith, where your children can get educated and where you can 
stop being nomads and set down roots. Another option is that | send 
you to another planet in this galaxy, where you might become 
collateral damage as we start a war with the Wraith. The final option 
is that you stay in Atlantis and provide a local perspective while your 
people are sent to safety. You seem like a capable woman and | do 
like to keep an eye out for capable people. No matter which you pick, 
I'm not in the mood to play games with you like | would usually." 


"| would need some time to think." Teyla said after taking a long 
moment to process that. 


"You do that." He waved her off, slumping listlessly in the chair as 
she left. 


"Fucking bug people." He complained to the empty room. "Why did it 
have to be bug people?" 


The insectoid social structure of the Wraith meant that they were 
going to be so atrociously boring . The warriors would be dumb-as- 
bricks drones. The commanders would have marginally more 
personality, but would still essentially be cookie cutter identical to 
each other and the Queens would all be egomaniacal cunts up to the 
point when they realized how outclassed they were, at which point 
they would bend over and present their assholes like good little 
whores looking to impress a stronger patron. As soon as either he or 
Xanna confronted them in person, their instinctive urge to submit to a 
telepathically superior master would kick in and all the fight would 
leave them. 


That was the problem with a species that had evolved from an insect 
with a hierarchical social structure. They would think nothing of 
submitting to someone that was obviously more powerful. The 
Queens generally didn't encounter another Queen that was powerful 
enough to make this happen, but any one of them would be able to 
sense just how insignificant their existence was in comparison to his 


or Xanna's. The tight-lipped caution of the one in the brig proved it 
and he was aman. If it had been Xanna or if he'd gone in female 
form, it would have probably been even worse. 


The Goa'uld had at least evolved from solitary parasitic predators. It 
made them unwilling to submit to anything and would burn their pride 
something fierce if forced to do it. It made taunting them fun. 


“Emperor Uzumaki?" A soft voice questioned from the door. 


He looked. There was an Indian woman standing there. Dressed 
attractively but modestly, skin somewhere between pale and dark, 
bindi on her forehead, rather pretty all in all. He remembered her, 
she was a reporter that somehow managed not to be annoying. He'd 
met her before this expedition got underway and told the Indian 
government in no uncertain terms that she was the only reporter of 
theirs that he would accept. They had wanted to stick him with some 
silly looking guy with a mustache that gave him a pedo vibe. It was 
like they didn't know better by now or something. 


"Yes?" 


"| was wondering if you have time for that interview you promised 
me." She asked with a charming smile. 


Naruto held back a groan. He had promised her an interview. Mostly 
because she was neither intimidated by his appearance, nor rattled 
by the usual tricks he used to keep people off balance. She also took 
his innuendo laden speech with genuine good humor instead of the 
long-suffering tolerance he was used to, which had surprised him 
given her cultural background. There was also the fact that her smile 
reminded him of someone. He wasn't sure who, but it stirred up a 
feeling of nostalgic fondness so it must have been someone he'd 
liked. 


"| guess." He replied. 


"If this is a bad time we can reschedule." She offered, seeing that he 
was lacking his usual energy. 


"No, it's fine." He said, his next words a low mutter. "Just plotting a 
little genocide." 


"What was that?" 


"Nothing. What did you want to talk about?"" 


When Xanna woke up, she did not feel at all good. 


Her skin was sticky and smelled horrible, her hair was a tangled 
mess and damn near everything between her neck and ankles 
ached. 


Turning her head to glare at a clock, she saw that there was still 
about four hours left before the bet expired. The fact that her overly 
clever husband had decided to give her a break inspired mixed 
feelings. On one hand, she was glad that he hadn't made her to stay 
awake in order to indulge his lust further, but on the other she was 
also vaguely offended that he had her at his mercy and wasn't taking 
advantage of it, as well as the implication that he thought she 
couldn't handle any more. 


With an irritated grunt, she abandoned the dilemma. No doubt he 
would be quick to restart the fucking again if he found out that she 
was awake and she was not really in the mood right now. She might 
have wondered if it wouldn't have been better to keep him 
submissive instead of encouraging his independence, but the way 
that her heart twisted at the idea of a subdued and obedient Naruto 
always put an end to that line of thought. It wouldn't be Naruto if he 
was docile and his fierce love was well worth the occasional injury to 
her pride. Besides, aside from the fact that she hadn't liked being 
helpless while he did whatever he pleased to her, it had actually 
been enjoyable. 


"Akitsu, wake up." She said in a voice that was far too weak for her 
tastes. 


"Mistress?" The Ice Sekirei questioned, having actually been awake 
for a while already. 


"Help me get to the shower, | stink." She felt no shame in getting the 
submissive Sekirei to help her. It was hardly the first time that Akitsu 
had acted as a personal attendant. Though it was admittedly not 
usually because she felt too weak to do it herself, but Akitsu had 
seen both her and Naruto in all sorts of strange situations over the 
years. 


Akitsu was more than happy to help and helped her get off the soiled 
bed, glad as always to do something for either one of her lovers. 


Xanna's legs felt like jello and she had to lean heavily on the Ice 
Sekirei in order to stay upright. She hissed in discomfort as soon as 
her bare feet hit the cold metal floor. 


"Is this what it is like for humans?" She muttered to herself. "How do 
they not despair?" 


Unbidden, she felt her respect for mortals increase just a little bit. 
Anyone that could deal with such an uncomfortable existence 
without complaining constantly was not completely worthless. 


Of course it also begged the question of why exactly Naruto would 
design a seal that would reduce him to this state. Sometimes she 
just didn't understand him at all. 


The shower was a bit awkward at first, but Xanna did regain the use 
of her legs quickly enough once she stretched them out a bit. The 
layer of dried sweat on her body was easily taken care of, but the 
hair was hopelessly tangled from the way that Naruto had been 
using it as a handhold. 


"Bah, this is useless." She scowled. "Cut it off at the shoulder." 


Akitsu hesitated. She loved the long white mane just as much as she 
loved Naruto's golden one. 


"Don't worry Akitsu, | will regrow it later." Xanna said, knowing why 
the ice Sekirei was hesitating. She liked the length of her hair as 
well, but she would not carry around the rat's nest that Naruto had 
made of it. It simply wasn't worth the effort of trying to untangle it. 


"Ah." Akitsu said softly in realization, having forgotten that the 
horned woman would be able to fix her hair with a thought in just a 
few hours. Conjuring a sharp ice knife, she went about giving her 
mistress a haircut. 


Twenty minutes later, Xanna was looking at her now short-ish hair 
with a mixture of approval and dislike. Akitsu had done what she 
could to salvage it and had truthfully done quite well, but she simply 
did not like having hair this short. 


Now clean and refreshed, she felt somewhat more like herself and 
less like a filthy human. 


She also felt bored. She wanted to go check what the science 
department had managed to make of the information downloaded 
from the Wraith datacore. Staying in this room until the bet expired 
would be easy, but Xanna's pride would not let her hide like that. 


Fortunately, while Naruto had specified that she couldn't remove the 
clothes that he gave her once he won the bet, he hadn't said 
anything about putting any extra clothes over it. 


Obviously, neither she nor Naruto had a wardrobe since they 
manifested their clothing with their chakra, but Akitsu did. The Ice 
Sekirei's kimonos would be short on her, but they would serve well 
enough. 


However, as soon as she tried to put one on it warped and reformed 
the same tiny leather outfit that Naruto had put on her earlier. 


Xanna grunted angrily when the heeled boots made a reappearance 
on her feet, lifting her by an additional five inches. Figures that he 
would have covered that stupid loophole. At least he was 
considerate enough to include some warm socks. The way that her 
feet had been getting cold was distinctly uncomfortable. Did mortals 
actually have to deal with that all the time? 


"Pretty." Akitsu commented, taking the opportunity to rub the leather 
covered butt cheeks. The heeled boots made them look even better 
than usual. 


"Of course you would say that." The horned woman muttered. The 
Ice Sekirei was in favor of anything that left her or Naruto as 
exposed as possible and this whorish outfit certainly accomplished 
that. 


Despite having her plans for a more normal set of clothes foiled, 
Xanna decided to visit the science department anyway. She didn't 
actually care about the opinions of anyone on this floating city except 
for Naruto and Akitsu, so that was a non-factor. She was more upset 
about having to wear the damn heels again. Stupid bet. 


Xanna kept the smirk off her face as yet another person nearly 
collided with a wall because they were too busy staring at her. 


It was kind of ridiculous really. Her usual mode of dress wasn't 
particularly modest, so the level of attention she was getting right 
now was pretty strange to her. Honestly, her crotch was usually only 
covered by a free hanging piece of fabric. Maybe it was just the 
difference that was making everyone stare like a bunch of hormonal 
thirteen year olds. Or maybe there was something about skintight 
leather that spoke to their monkey brains. 


Paying them no mind, she continued on to the science lab, the metal 
heels of her boots slamming noisily into the metal floors of Atlantis. 
That was kind of annoying actually. The Mortality Seal hadn't taken 
away her superior sense of balance, so her stride was as surefooted 


as if she wore heels on a daily basis, but no amount of good balance 
would offset the metal-on-metal clanging. The sound was rather 
grating to someone who was used to the quiet slap of bare flesh as 
the loudest walking noise they made. 


The science lab had much the same reaction as everyone else to the 
first sight of her. Stunned staring, some low hanging jaws, a fair few 
blushes. 


"Which of you is working on the Wraith datacore?" She demanded. 


She was pointed to a group of people that surprisingly included 
Major Carter and a somewhat chubby looking Canadian fellow, as 
indicated by the patch on his arm. She'd expected that it would be 
mostly Imperial scientists working on it. 


"What happened to you?" The blonde Major blurted out. 


"Naruto and | bet on the likelihood of your team encountering the 
leader of a hostile alien race. | lost." Xanna explained simply. 


"The Queen you've got in the brig isn't really the leader of the whole 
species, just the one Hive ship." The Canadian interjected, trying 
very hard to look as if he wasn't ogling her. 


She gave the man a disdainful glance, not much liking his 'I'm so 
smart’ tone. 


"Who is this fat idiot and why is he speaking to me?" She asked of 
Carter. 


Sam tried really hard to keep down the smile creeping on her face at 
seeing McKay subjected to the horned woman's titanic ego. She 
wasn't entirely successful. The Canadian scientist was simply too 
annoying for her to not enjoy seeing him talked down to in every 
sense of the word. 


"Doctor Rodney McKay." She introduced, not mentioning the fact 
that he was part of the Canadian contingent. She knew better than to 
state the obvious around the horned woman. 


Rodney had not spent enough time around her to learn that however. 


"I'm a physicist with the Canadian science department. How do you 
do?" He said, offering his hand for her to shake despite the earlier 
insult. 


Xanna did not take it or even turn to face him. For one thing, she did 
not warm up to strangers with any kind of speed. For another, she 
knew that he was only being polite because his government had 
probably told him to be and because he was reacting to his 
subconscious desire to impress a beautiful woman. In this case 
her."Clearly his thesis was focused on his mastery of the obvious. 
What have you discovered from the Wraith datacore?" 


McKay twitched at the rudeness and left in a huff, his face going red 
from a mixture of shame, humiliation and anger. 


"Thanks for that." Sam said. "He was really getting on my nerves." 
"| did not do it for you." Xanna stated. 


"| know, but thanks anyway. Now, you wanted to know what we got 
from the datacore. Anything specific?" 


"Numbers and Technology." 


"We haven't deciphered much of the technology yet, but it seems to 
have an organic base of some sort. We have no idea how they ‘grow’ 
their ships, but they're more powerful than you'd think. They don't 
employ any kind of energy shielding, but their armor is much thicker 
as a result and it can regenerate. Similar to the Goa'uld, they have 
only one type of ship-to-ship weapon, but it's much more powerful 
than the plasma cannons. They fire magnetically sealed packets of 
anti-baryons. If I'm understanding this right, then the power curve of 


this weapon isn't anywhere close to maximum potential." Sam 
explained. 


"Interesting." Xanna murmured to herself, looking at the data. The 
Empire hadn't managed to use anti-baryons as a weapon. They 
were simply deemed to be too unstable and the magnetic 
containment decayed too fast for them to have any kind of 
meaningful range. "The energy profile of these Hive ships seems 
rather small for their size." 


"We thought so too." Sam agreed. "The organic nature of their 
technology might prevent them from improving their power 
generation, or they might simply be bad at it in general. Their ships 
would probably become orders of magnitude more dangerous if they 
had a better power source." 


"What of their numbers?" 


"That information was remarkably easy to access, they don't seem to 
have ever expected anyone to board their ships. There are just over 
sixty Hives scattered across Pegasus and we now have all of their 
locations." 


Sam had expected that the horned woman would be pleased with 
this information, it was after all a coup of military intelligence the likes 
of which nobody had any right to expect. She was wrong. 


"So few?" Xanna said more than asked, disbelief and even 
disappointment coloring her tone. 


The Alterans had been beaten by this ? Ten thousand years to 
advance and the Wraith seem to have done nothing with that time 
except to eat and sleep. In all likelihood, their numbers had actually 
fallen considerably if humans to feed on were as scarce as the 
words of the Athosians implied. 


In a mirror of Naruto's earlier feelings, she too felt terribly let down. 
Both of them had expected to fight a hostile, galaxy spanning 


civilization. They had deliberately not allowed themselves to learn 
anything more than the basics about the Wraith despite their 
curiousity, wanting to experience the whole thing from something 
other than an omniscient perspective. 


They had prepared for a terrible and destructive war against an 
implacable enemy. The Empire had over six hundred ships, filled to 
the brim with the latest technology and bristling with obscenely 
powerful weapons . If they brought that force against the Wraith, they 
would slaughter the life draining species with contemptous ease. 


With a grumbling sigh, Xanna left the science lab, leaving behind a 
confused Major Carter. 


Naruto and Xanna ran into each other on the way to one of Atlantis’ 
transportation chambers. Both of them instantly recognized the sour 
look on the other's face, unnoticeable though it was to most people. 


"Wraith?" 
"Wraith." 
"They only have sixty ships." 


"The entire species has a powerful instinct to submit to stronger 
telepaths." 


"They haven't advanced at all since beating the Alterans." 


"They wouldn't understand a sex joke if you beat them over the head 
with it." 


Complaining done, they both took a deep breath and looked at each 
other. 


"Back to bed?" Xanna asked. 


Naruto looked her over speculatively and then looked at the 
transport chamber. There were still approximately two and a half 
hours left in the bet. 


He grabbed Xanna's wrists and conjuring a quick chain to bind them 
together behind her back. Then he pushed her into the chamber and 
commanded the doors to seal. 


"I think | like this spot just fine." He murmured into her ear, ripping 
the leather shorts off and lining himself up with her now exposed 
entrance. 


"This is a major transport hUUUB!" She started to say, only to 
scream when he pushed into her. 


"The exercise will be good for them." Naruto dismissed and began 
thrusting into her vigorously. 


The transport chamber wasn't sound proof and Naruto didn't care 
who heard them, so a crowd quickly started forming outside the door, 
drawn by the sounds of energetic fornication. 


Xanna couldn't sense the people outside at the moment, but she 
wouldn't have cared anymore than her husband. It was hardly the 
first time that they had defaced a public location. 


Naruto and Xanna could have done a few things to make the Wraith 
more problematic. They could have wiped the knowledge that they'd 
taken from the datacore. They could have wiped the minds of 
everyone that knew about the Queen. They could have given the 
Wraith better power sources. 


But they didn't. What would be the point? If the vampiric species 
hadn't amounted to anything noteworthy in ten thousand years, then 
they deserved to die like nothing too. 


So they went back to Earth with an air of disappointment that was 
not sulky at all. As their replacement, they installed Setsuna, 
knowing that the Warmaster would need no prompting to show the 
Wraith exactly how displeased they were in them for being such a 
bunch of losers. Setsuna wouldn't see it that way of course, being 
something of a human supremacist with a knee-jerk ‘there will be no 
Survivors’ reaction to any species that deemed themselves superior 
to humanity, but the end result would be the same. 


The Empire's armada of warships began moving as soon as that 
was done, their mission the complete extermination of the Wraith. 


Bereft of any challenging enemies, or any real enemies at all for that 
matter, the Empire continued to expand without interruption. 
Disappointed and irritated that they had pinned their hopes of an 
amusing conflict on such a worthless species, Naruto and Xanna 
took out their frustrations on each other and on Earth. 


Not that they started being randomly cruel or anything like that, they 
merely began to strangle the life out of the economies of the Earth 
nations that continued to resist them. With the amount of territory 
they now controlled, they were able to cause a great deal of trouble 
in that area for just about everyone. 


Epilogue 


1156 years since the founding of the Celestial Empire. 2613 A.D by 
the Gregorian calendar. 


Erius. 

Throne Room of the Imperial Palace. 

A miasma of abandonment hung in the air of the Throne Room. It 
had hung there for a long time already and no amount of cleaning or 


upkeep would clear away the forlorn feeling of what once was and is 
no more. Unsurprising really, as nobody had used it in centuries. 


What use was an archaic throne room when there existed 
technology to connect people from galaxies away? 


It was occupied at the moment however. Naruto and Xanna had 
merged the previously dual seating into a single large one and were 
sharing it. Akitsu was sprawled across their laps, half dozing. The 
night was black and moonless on Erius and it gave the Throne Room 
an atmosphere of gloom that augmented the heavy air that always 
saturated it. 


They were here for the sake of nostalgia. Erius had been their home 
for over a thousand years and now they would be leaving it. 


After leaving Pegasus in disappointment, they had increased their 
efforts to assimilate Earth. Things had happened rather quickly all 
things considered. 


Xanna's plot with Iran had borne fruit and given the excuse required 
to invade. Semi-unexpectedly, the rest of the Middle East had 
panicked at yet another large country being occupied by the Empire 
and turned violent. Unwilling to let things drag on any further, they 
had simply taken over every country west of India and China. 


That had required a couple of years to stabilize, after which they had 
enacted their long prepared plan to wipe out North Korea's 
leadership. Only, Naruto had been in the mood to do it himself that 
day and made quite a spectacle of himself, making some pointedly 
threatening anti-communist statements that anyone could tell were 
aimed at China. 


As they had expected and hoped for, it was the Chinese government 
that panicked this time. With the Empire encroaching on their 
western border and now Naruto personally usurping control of the 
nation that they had long used as a buffer against the United States, 
they decided that extreme measures were required. 


The nuclear warheads launched were easily dealt with, but it still got 
China a lot of flak for using them and breaking the No First Use pact. 


Nobody was much inclined to give more than a token protest when 
they were added to the Empire. 


Now having a very solid grip on Asia, they started working towards a 
goal that had been planned long before they even came to Earth. 
Namely, to depopulate the planet of humans a bit. 


With some encouragement, they set off a flood of immigration to 
other parts of the galaxy, mostly from China but also from India, both 
of which were overpopulated. This was further encouraged by a 
methodical shrinking of large cities to make sure that people wouldn't 
have any reason to come back. They also made sure to not allow 
these immigrants to concentrate in a single place too much, so as to 
allow only a mild cultural influence instead of the formation of 
miniature versions of their parent countries. 


The rest of the world went easier, many countries giving over control 
willingly if not graciously. The others eventually crumbled under 
economic pressure and were left with no choice. 


It only took Jack about ten years or so to stop scowling this time. 
Alas, Naruto never got to seduce Sam again despite her conflicted 
feelings on the matter. Apparently she decided to avoid any potential 
regrets by avoiding the situation. Too bad. 


The depopulation efforts continued and Earth was eventually left with 
just under two billion inhabitants. Still the most populated planet in 
the galaxy, but no longer to the point where their needs and desires 
were overburdening the environment. 


Over in Pegasus, Setsuna went about the destruction of the Wraith 
with her usual efficiency. Knowing where all the Hive ships were, she 
sent a task force to each location and simultaneously blasted them 
to oblivion without any warning. 


The exploration efforts in Pegasus continued with no further threat 
from the Wraith aside from a few stragglers. They encountered a few 
interesting things in the process. 


The first of these was a survivor from a previous Wraith culling by 
the name of Ronon Dex. The Wraith had implanted him with a 
tracking chip and turned him into a Runner, basically sport for the 
vampiric species. 


The meeting was a bit rocky at first, but turned much more amicable 
after Ronon learned that they'd obliterated the Wraith. He all but 
insisted on joining up with them to track down the last remnants of 
their kind and wipe them out after that. 


The next odd meeting was with a man called Lucius Lavin. Nobody 
could quite put their finger on what was wrong with the man aside 
from him being an annoying shit, but there was definitely something 
wrong with him. The team that encountered him was for some 
reason convinced that bringing him to Atlantis was a good idea and 
advocated his good qualities quite insistently. 


The man actually had the nerve to proposition Setsuna, which 
Naruto had to give him credit for. That took balls, especially in the 
manner which he did it. Of course, Setsuna herself had probably 
been about to gut him when she had a better idea of how to get rid of 
him. 


She sent him to Earth, more specifically to Xanna after filling his 
head with tales of her beauty. 


It took Naruto and Xanna exactly one whiff to realize that the man 
was exuding some kind of mind-affecting pheromone, which would 
explain why he had such a high opinion of himself without anything 
to back it up. Naturally, he tried to proposition Xanna as well, to 
which she responded by creating a gravitational singularity in his gut 
and watching him collapse into himself. 


Naruto had himself a good laugh at the man's death. Knowing use of 
substances that affected the minds of others was punishable by 
death. 


The militaristic Genii were also encountered. They had already 
learned that someone had wiped out the Wraith, but were baffled as 
to who it could be. Relations with the suspicious people remained 
frosty and distant for quite some time, but they were eventually 
subverted and absorbed into the Empire. 


Another interesting people were the Asurans, who happened to be 
an old nanite weapons project of the Lanteans that had evolved 
beyond expectation. They had turned into a bunch of humanoid Al's 
that were content to stay on their one planet and stagnate. Since 
they were machines, they couldn't be assimilated into the Empire 
and it was decided that they would be left alone. 


Of course, someone had the bright idea to tamper with their 
programming about a hundred years after that first meeting, which 
led into a war against the homicidal machines that eventually saw 
them all destroyed. 


Perhaps the most notable event was actually encountering two ships 
that still had living Alterans in them. The first crew had been in stasis 
for ten thousand years and it had taken a personal visit by Naruto to 
save them. They had acknowledged the fact that their race was done 
for and not made a fuss over the fact that someone else had control 
of Atlantis. 


The other crew however..... 
Flashback 


"Atlantis belongs to the Lanteans." Captain Helia was saying. "We 
are grateful for the aid you've given us, but we must insist that you 
leave now." 


"Your people are dead, cupcake." Naruto replied, amused at how 
petulant the woman was being. "What do you think you're going to 
accomplish even if we did leave?" 


"We need time to consider the future, but I assure you that we will 
stay in contact with you." Helia said evasively. 


Naruto smelled the lie easily. She had no intention whatsoever of 
staying in contact. She just wanted the city. 


He took a dramatically deep breath and gave his answer. 
"No." 


The look on her face was definitely worth towing their crippled ship 
out of the dark space between galaxies. It was going to get even 
better though. 


"In fact, l'm confiscating your ship too." 


"You can't do that!" She near screeched. Damn, and he'd thought 
that Alterans or Lanteans or whatever they wanted to call 
themselves were supposed to be civilized. 


"I just did. Now if you would please go with the security personnel as 
they escort you to processing, l'm sure we can put you someplace 
where you will be useful and won't cause trouble." 


End flashback 


The crew of the Tria had stayed sulky for quite a while, but they did 
eventually stop pouting over not getting their way. 


Helia set the record for pouting by staying resentful for twenty-seven 
years, the annoying little cunt. Naruto put her picture next to the 
definition of ‘pouting’ just to spite her. 


Pegasus also held a surprise for the Asgard, in the form of their long 
exiled people, who had renamed themselves the Vanir. 


Seeing the mainstream Asgard cured of their genetic degradation 
had been quite the shocker for the Vanir, as the entire reason for the 


split between them was the Vanir's belief that the Asgard were letting 
their morals get in the way of a cure. 


That had been a tense reunion. 


Vala had finally convinced him to take a look at that supposed cache 
of treasure on Earth. That had led to the encounter with the Ori. 


It was a conflict barely worth mentioning. The Ori relied so heavily on 
their Priors that they were helpless when Naruto had shut down their 
powers and blocked the Ori themselves from meddling. 


He had gone around their worlds, giving speeches and stirring up 
resentment. Then he had taught them to make Molotov cocktails and 
led them to the oh-so-shiny city of Celestis. It had made a nice 
bonfire, especially with all the Priors and descended Ori still in it. 
lrony was a grand thing. 

Another thing of note to have happened was that Egeria finally 
worked up the courage to ask for permission to use his DNA to 
spawn her young. That had been....interesting. 

Flashback 


"I dunno, I've never impregnated a woman before." Naruto mused, 
trying not to grin. 


"Actually, you have." Xanna said dryly. 

Naruto frowned and thought back. For the life of him, he couldn't 
recall a single instance where he could have possibly gotten a 
woman pregnant. 


"That's impossible." He denied. "I'm always firing blanks." 


"Remember Pamela?" She asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"Errrr...." He stalled, thinking once again. There had been more than 
one Pamela, and he knew that he hadn't gotten any of them 
pregnant. 


"The tiny redhead with the plant fetish from two dimensions back." 
Xanna elaborated. 


"Oh, her." Naruto realized. He hadn't thought of her in centuries. 
"Wait, | didn't get her pregnant." 


"She came to me before you left and asked if | would restore the 
potency of your seed. She really wanted your babies." 


"And you just agreed?" He asked with some incredulity. 
"Yes." 


"You fucking bitch." There was no heat in the insult. He honestly 
couldn't bring himself to work up any kind of emotion over something 
that had happened well over half a millenium ago. He was just 
saying something for the sake of saying it. 


"Yes. n 
"So I have a mini me running around in that fucked up dimension?" 


"Probably more than one since I suspect that the catgirl used the 
opportunity as well." Xanna confirmed. 


"Huh, that's interesting." Naruto said absently. He might take a look 
over there one day, but he was honestly finding it hard to care. Lack 
of parental attachment aho! 


Xanna nodded to herself. The fact that he seemed to care not a whit 
about his progeny was all to the good. He'd still had some 
inclinations towards parenthood back in those days and it was good 
to see that it had faded. Immortals raising families was a stupid idea, 
but she wouldn't care if he left a string of bastard children all over the 


multiverse as long as he didn't try to care for them. His love was hers 
and nobody else's. 


Akitsu didn't count. 


"So, getting back to the matter at hand..." She began, looking at the 
silent Tok'ra Queen. "You want him to fill you up with his semen so 
that you can incorporate it into the DNA of your wriggling serpent 
Spawn.” 


Egeria shifted, uncomfortable with the wording but unwilling to make 
an issue of it. 


"Essentially, yes." 


Xanna took on a contemplative look as she gave the other woman a 
once over 


"What if I want in on this as well?" 
Egeria blinked and even Naruto gave her an odd look. 
"Excuse me?" 


"Perhaps | would be interested in adding some of my own DNA to 
your new spawn. | must admit to being curious about the results." 


"I'm pretty sure that just growing a futacock and adding your own jizz 
to the mix isn't going to work." Naruto pointed out with a grin. 


Xanna merely smirked at him and walked towards him. Naruto 
watched curiously, wondering what she was up to. 


Much to his surprise, she walked into him, melding into his flesh like 
water. It was an incredibly odd feeling, their separate minds and 
bodies becoming one. 


When it was over, what stood there was neither Naruto nor Xanna. 
Instead, there was a naked seven foot horned female with deep 


bronze skin, a full and firm pair of breasts, and a large male member 
hanging between her legs. There was more muscle definition to the 
body than Xanna usually favored, but it was definitely a mostly 
female body, probably due to the fact that even Naruto preferred to 
lean towards the female shape when they played their gender 
bending games. Better to be a chick with a dick than a guy with tits 
was his reasoning. Her hair was white with streaks of gold, while the 
eyes were Naruto's gold-orange with flecks of bright crimson. 


" Interesting.... very interesting ." She said while examining her 
arm, her voice having a duality that held traces of both Naruto and 
Xanna. 


"Are you....alright?" Egeria asked carefully, not sure what to make of 
this. 


"We are well ." Was the thoughtful answer. " This is an intriguing 
form. We are the sum of our parts, yet we are able to unravel 
ourselves and separate if we wish. Akitsu will be 
pleased.....intensely and repeatedly. " 


"I was not aware that you were capable of joining together in such a 
manner." The Tok'ra Queen commented, finding this development 
fascinating now that she was assured that everything was alright. 


"It is new to us as well. We had considered attempting it for 
some time, but were unsure of the wisdom of it. We would have 
insisted on trying it had we known we were thinking about it. " 


Egeria frowned, noticing that the composite being referred to both 
parts of itself as 'us' and seemed to almost be talking to itself. How 
very odd. 

" Now, I believe you wanted a DNA sample for your spawn? " 


Egeria was jerked out of her thoughts by the rhetorical question and 
looked up at the bronzed face. The features were a shade too 


Striking to be called truly beautiful, but they were somehow 
captivating all the same. 


The anticipatory lust in the expression and the twitching of the large 
member made her swallow nervously. 


End flashback 
That had been... an experience. 
Akitsu had been happy though. Very happy. 


And after she was too tired to keep going, Reiko had been happy. 
Then Matsu. Then any bisexual woman they were able to get a hold 
of on short notice. 


Naruto and Xanna had promptly decided to utilize that merging trick 
sparingly. Which basically meant whenever they felt like 
experimenting with it or when Akitsu gave them her best puppy eyed 
stare. 


Once she'd woken up, Egeria had been able to use the abundance 
of DNA they'd left in her to spawn young. They weren't really 
anything special aside from being a fair bit stronger than her other 
spawn. They were quite loyal to the Empire though, and very 
respectful to all three parents. 


Speaking of parents... 
Flashback 
"You want to retire?" Naruto asked, bemused. 


"Yes." Setsuna confirmed. "The Empire has no more enemies and | 
am tired. | would like to rest and perhaps raise a child." 


"You know that this means that | won't be keeping you young 
anymore, right?" He pressed, wanting to know if she really wanted 
this. 


"| would have it no other way, Heika. This extended lifetime has 
allowed me to see much and serve you much longer than | had 
hoped for, but | would like to die eventually." She replied with 
certainty. 


"Well, if you're sure...." 
"am." 


"Alright then, l'Il restore your ability to have children and stop 
keeping you young. Was there anything else you wanted? You've 
been a huge help to me and Xanna, so if there's anything you want, 
feel free to ask." 


"Well...."" Setsuna fidgeted. 
Naruto stared. Setsuna never fidgeted. 


"....1 know that you helped Egeria spawn young, so if you would be 
willing, | would like it if.... you could be the one to give me a child." 


Naruto leaned back into his seat. He had not seen that one coming 
at all. He'd been sure that Setsuna had gotten over her old fixation 
on him. She'd never asked for a single thing in the entire time that 
she'd served as the Empire's military commander. Had she just been 
waiting to make this request the entire time? 


"....you would not have to help raise it of course. The child does not 
even have to know that you are the father...” 


Naruto stared even harder. Setsuna was babbling and blushing . He 
would have been less surprised if a unicorn had randomly pranced 
through his office. That was at least statistically possible. 


",.. and | would of course teach it to serve you unquestioningly. | 
could even groom it to take over my post from me once it is ready-" 


"Whoa, slow down." Naruto finally interrupted. 


She shut up instantly, going stiffer than a marble statue. 


"Firstly, no, you are not going to teach your kids to serve me blindly. 
They won't be extensions of you." 


She nodded. Stiffly. 
"And secondly, how long have you been planning to ask me this?" 


"Since you first gave me command on a mission." She admitted 
meekly. 


Naruto felt like laughing. The ridiculous woman had spent nearly six 
hundred years serving him unquestioningly with the intention of 
asking for a baby upon retirement. He didn't doubt that she had 
taken pride in her work, but she had obviously also been hoping that 
her long years of service would make him inclined to grant her 
request. 


Well, the culture of her birth had been very similar to that of ancient 
Japan. It figured that she would go about it in this type of ass 
backwards manner. Though to be fair, he might well have refused 
her back then. He hadn't been so jaded in those early days. 


"Well I did say anything, so if that's what you want then that's what 
you'll get." He chuckled. 


"YES!" Setsuna exclaimed. "Err... | mean, excellent. Where are we 
doing it?” 


Naruto guffawed. This was just too good. He would make sure to 
tease her with this until the day she died. 


End flashback 


So he'd went and gotten his former Warmaster pregnant. She gave 
birth to a blue eyed boy with dark blond hair. 


He was nothing like either of his parents, proving that teenage 
rebellion was stronger than both nature and nurture. He became an 
entertainer. An actor that dabbled in manga and animation as well as 
a few other things. He died at the ripe old age of 334 and was 
survived by too many descendants to name, never learning who his 
father was. 


Naruto kept a distant eye on him out of sheer curiousity, but was 
never tempted to tell the brat the truth. He felt nothing for the boy 
that he'd donated sperm for and didn't want to deal with the 
complication of having anyone know that he'd gotten a woman 
pregnant. 


Aside from him, Setsuna, Xanna and Akitsu, only Karasuba knew the 
truth and that was only because she'd guessed. 


The Black Sekirei had not been pleased that her friend was putting 
down her sword, seeing it as a repeat of what had happened with 
Miya and Yume. 


She had come into his office, spitting mad and clearly considering 
the merits of ‘accidentally’ giving Setsuna an abortion, but he'd been 
able to dissuade her. 


A few years later, she had come back into his office and demanded a 
battle to the death. She had noticed herself getting wrinkles and was 
faced with her own mortality. Karasuba had no intention of dying of 
old age. Having a sword shoved through her chest was infinitely 
more appealing to her than going peacefully in her sleep. 


He'd been able to talk her out of it by offering to turn back the clock 
on her age and taking her with him, Xanna and Akitsu to the next 
dimension. She could seek out a glorious death in battle there. 
Fortunately, she had agreed. Naruto was not overly keen on killing 
his friend, even if she wanted it. 


Karasuba had been in stasis for centuries now, longer than he'd 
expected really. 


The years had gone by so fast. The Empire had continued to spread, 
now counting over two dozen species among its population, though 
humans remained the most numerous. Their friendship with the 
Asgard was so close that they were practically one people. 


The Sekirei had all died, their children had died, the majority of their 
grandchildren had died. The Tok'ra were still around of course, but 
some of the older ones had already started dying of old age. Reese 
was still around, but was now an adult and no longer a little girl in an 
adult body. 


He, Xanna and Akitsu lingered on, becoming steadily more 
disconnected from the Empire they had built. 


Technology continued to advance, reaching wondrous heights. 


Takehito and Machello had managed to make a true Al after years of 
effort. There had been a few problems and scares about homicidal 
machines, but they became citizens of the Empire just like everyone 
else in the end. The bodies engineered for them had eventually 
become so advanced that there was barely any difference between 
those and organic ones. 


It had been taken even further lately. A particularly clever group had 
found a way to engineer a body at the subatomic level and then 
transfer a person's consciousness into it neuron by neuron. 


These bodies were far superior in design to what the flawed process 
of evolution could produce. These bodies did not hunger, did not 
thirst, did not suffocate, did not age and did not die other than by 
choice. They were nearly indestructible, regenerative, 100% 
photovaltic and capable of absorbing just about any kind of energy. 
They could float in the vacuum of space and be unharmed. They 
could change form and even gender. To a more primitive species, 
they would be as good as gods. A masterpiece of nanotechnology 
that was hailed as the greatest achievement in all of the Empire's 
history. It essentially removed the final barrier between the body of 
an organic and an Al. 


It was also the achievement that would make certain that the Empire 
collapsed. It was already happening. 


With a population of people who needed neither food nor shelter nor 
protection and had a personal swarm of nanites to manufacture 
anything they might need, there was little reason for a government to 
exist. The people would drift off and do their own thing, connected by 
the vast virtual reality network powered by their very thoughts and 
the energy of their bodies rather than by shared nationality. 


They could have tried to stop it. They chose not to. Everything had to 
end and progress could not be stopped. Should not be stopped. 


It had been a year since the last time that they had needed to make 
a decision. There were no enemies to fight. The army had long since 
dissolved. They had become redundant, it was time to go. 


But they could still have one last hurrah. 

With a thought, they pulled Oma into the Throne Room. 
The ascended woman looked at them in puzzlement. 
"Was there something you wanted?" She asked. 


"We just thought that you would like to see this." Xanna answered, 
nodding her head towards Naruto. 


The horned man smirked at her and opened every single subspace 
channel in the Empire, stretching across four galaxies and reaching 
the ears and eyes of nearly seventy billion people. 


"People of the Empire, we have something important to tell you.... 


"We have been with you for a long time now. From humble 
beginnings and dark times to this day. In a relatively short time, you 
have come very far. We would just like to say, that we are proud of 
you." 


With that, Naruto gave his wife a pointed look. She sighed and then 
nodded. 


Then they both gave the cheesiest, most Maito Gai-ish thumbs up 
and smile they could manage towards the visual transmitter. Akitsu 
joined in too, a light pinging off their white teeth in unison. 


"With that said, you don't need us anymore, so we are leaving.” 


Oma stared at them in surprise. She had no idea that they'd been 
planning to leave already. 


"| know that some of you are worried by this, but don't be. We might 
not be your Emperor and Empress any longer, but Oma Desala will 
be taking our place in case you still need someone to settle a dispute 
or give advice." 


"... What?" Oma's question was a thing of shocked 
incomprehension. 


"Please give her all the regard you gave to us. She is after all, a 
goddess." 


"... What? " This time it was a horrified whisper. 


"Goodbye and may the legacy of what we built together endure for 
all time." 


The link was cut, ignoring the many frantic return signals, some 
wanting answers and some desperately asking them to stay. 


"You can't do this to me." Oma stated woodenly. She could already 
feel the swell of power as the belief of uncountable people was 
switched over to her. 


"It is already done." Xanna said with a smirk. "Do take care of our 
Empire for however long it holds together." 


"And try to have some fun while you're doing it, yeah?" Naruto 
added. 


"Bye bye." Akitsu waved. 


The three of them faded away, leaving Oma alone in the Throne 
Room. 


Her Throne Room. 


The thought was enough to nearly make her head spin and she felt 
the need to sit down despite her currently spectral body. 


Her Throne. 


Those bastards. 


Oma was still numbly sitting on the Obsidian Throne the next day. 
The number of people placing their faith in her had continued to rise 
with no end in sight. At this point, she could probably overpower all 
of the Ascended combined and she was still getting stronger. It was 
horrible. It was a disaster. it violated everything that she stood for. 


Over the years, Naruto and Xanna had frustrated her many times 
and with many things. Never before had she felt such a heartfelt 
desire to murder them. 


The Empire's Mindlink was overwhelmed with chatter. There was no 
way for her to answer even the tiniest fraction of the messages, so 
she didn't bother. 


The other Ascended mirrored her silence. She wondered about that. 
The cause of their silence was made apparent later that same day. 


A group of humans stomped into the Throne Room. Humans with 
familiar souls. 


"Oma Desala." One of them said, his tone angry and demanding. 
"The Outsiders have forced us back to this plane and made certain 
that we cannot return by ourselves. Return us to where we belong." 


She could do it. Easily. 
eae Alternatively, she could not. 


Looking them over, she saw mostly a group of people that felt 
entitled to Ascension. How odd, that time spent as higher beings had 
made them unworthy of it. Only a few, like Ganos Lal, Orlin and 
Chaya Sar still retained enough humility and wisdom to not act like 
petulant children about their situation. Them she would help, but the 
others.... 


"No." 


And fin. 


Originally, this was supposed to be the second-last chapter and 
then followed by the epilogue, but it turned out shorter than 
expected, surprisingly enough. 


Note that | do have an idea for another sequel in mind, but | am 
also kicking around the idea for an entirely new fic. I will likely 
take some time to think which I want to pursue before | commit 
to anything, so don't expect any quick posts. 


I hope you enjoyed the fic in general and the final chapter in 
particular. Please drop a review to tell me what you think of it. 


Until next time! 


